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Waiter SCOTT is, fia> i passu with Lord Byron (and still 
more signally in the popular sense), the Bntish-bom author 
of by far the greatest world-Wide fame among all who hate 
Ikmnshed within a century past Dickens might be added 
t 4 their company so far as prose-writmg is concerned the 
# 4 tible' tiaia of prose and of poetry belongs to Scott alone 
sjfcong tne line? 1 

*, lie was bom m Edinburgh on the 15th of August 1771 
(the same day of the month as the great Napoleon, but two 


jyars later ,on), and died at Abbotsford, the creation of his 


‘own genius and enthusiasm, on the 21st of September 1S32, 
This space of but si\ty-one } ears must always seem short 
to Ins admirers for the multifarious product and activity of 
'Ills life — a life m which literary exertion, though the pre- 
dominant, was by no means the sole, thing open to the 
notice of Ins con temporal les 

Born with a natui ally strong constitution, Walter Scott 
suffeied nevertheless much earfy illness. He had attained 
the twenty-second month of Ins infancy when one morning 
lus right leg w as found to be pow erless and perfectly cold 
hence ensued a lameness which pi owed unsusceptible of 
cure, and which remained wuth him all his life In his fifth 
} car, a lonely contemplate e boy, he went to reside w ith 3 ns 
grandfather at Sandy Knowc on the Tweed, near Kelso, 
and afterwards to the house of a maiden aunt, w ho took him 
off to Bath This lady had an immense store of talcs and 


v > 


legends 


she was abundantly read^ at imparting them to 





tlictic naUirC ’^cd and digested jYw^f J 
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career of a Scottish Achocatc, or barnslei, foi which Scott 
had already made some prehmmarj studies under Professoi 
Dick Henceforward lus health took a new and sponger 
turn, and he suffered little fiom any illness The father was 

' a strict disciphnnuan. and a man of spirit and principle m 

i chip on a Presbj tenon precisian, and in law a formalist the 
household w is lcgulated on the like pattern The mother, 
Anne Rutherford, was daughter of a physician m extensive 
practice, and Professor of Medicine m Edinburgh Uni- 
versus ; on the side of both parents, Walter was i emotely 
tonncctvd with some ancient Scotch families Neithei of 
the patents, it may he iemarhcd, had any poetical ten- 
dency, nor any noticeable gift of memory m which then 
;<m wrt- so potent 

:‘v\ r Scott advanced mj ears, he begun — perhaps primarily 
,viih a wev to health — to take long rambles, on foot or on 
:miyelMck, tnrough the Bordci and highland counties wheie 
pK father had relations or clients He found many an out- 
ijf-'he-vmy charactci, interesting to the feelings or the im- 
agination, remaining fiom the political troubles of 1745 ana 
.he s'm eroding years — more especially mtei estmg to Walter 
Scott, -wlio himself came of a Jacobite stock he saw much 
iko of the lower lanks of society m the agricultural districts 
Jena visit to a paternal aunt and uncle near Kelso, he first, 
it the age of thirteen, became acquainted with a book 
learned to lead to much in his own future career — the 
i’crcy Ballads Fascinated with these, he next icad the 
amilai collection by Eians, and that of Scottish Ballads bj 
fl erd In his schooling, though neither brilliant nor dili- 
gent, he liad made some progiess in Latin, moral philo- 
iophy, ethics, and history , and he acquned sooner or 
ater an available acquaintance with the German, French, 
'tali an, and Spanish languages lie w-as no adept in 
3rcek, and in latei life had forgotten even its alphabet 
The same visit to the neighbourhood of Kelso had a power- 
ul shaie in awakening the interest, so conspicuous m all 
his writings, to the beauties and influences of natural 
scenciy 

An enquirer into the early daces of Scott's writing faculty 
may note some class-exercises which lie composed under 
Dugakl Slew ait in 1790, and thiee essays which he read m 


v prefatory notice 

the Edinburgh Speculative Society m I 79--93 * 5U ^* 

lecls v\ eve the M mners and Customs of the NmtHrn 
Nations of Lmopc , the Origin of the Feud'd Svstu.i , the 
Origin of the Scandinavian Mythology , ana the \uthcn- 
ticity of Ossian’s Poems— all of them themes entirely ger- 
mane to the future bent of his genius At an earlier A itc 
he had written an essay maintaining Anosto to U a 
better poet than Ilomcr hence Dr D.aHcl hid pro- 
nounced the rather precarious prophecy that “dupft.J.c 
nas, and dunce he would remain” This was a pc’io i ”>( 
much intellectual activity m Edinburgh the men who 
afterwards founded the Edinbmqh Review nett tent m . 
poianes of Scott 

The latter had made some attempts in ver«e um bwort 
leading Peicy’s Rehques Some lines on the Setting Sitfi 
are dated m July 1783 , some on Mount /Efu stU ! ca'lu.r 
1782 , and, towards the completion of his l’fttenm >v«<r, he 
is said to hare executed a poem in four book* on t on 
quest of Granada, which how t_\ er he burned almost < tv* 
mediately At the house of Professor I ergusurv Muo'tt 
1786, lie had seen Bums , and had been imptm-sed, was 
befitting, by the view of the great poet of Scottish YCi, of 
whose successors he was destined to be the ettief , E qr ;i 
period of about ten yeais, however, Ins rhyming prnjv 8- 
sities remained m abeyance they were at length re- 
awakened by leading the ballads of Matthew Givory 
Lewis, to whose Tales of Wondet he afterwards contributed 
Towards the same time, m 17S8, a lectmc delivered Ir 
Henry 7 Mackenzie turned his attention to the Germ *n 1 m- 
guage This he studied, but only in a desultory 7 w ay, up It 
1793 or 94, when Miss Mken (afterwards Mrs Baibwld; 
brought to Ins notice some of the poems of Burger Hcnct 
resulted lus earliest published poem— the Htleu am 
William paraphrased from that author’s Luwic, and issuct 
m 1796, along with the Wild Huntsman, also from Burner 
Scott had never acted with any regularity as clerk m\v 
fathers legal business, he was constantly absent on th 
jaunts m winch he so greatly delighted, and, when in llr 
office, chess-play mg divided his attention with law L 
lm f lly rcsolved t0 the profession of an Ac 
e C and recom mcnced lus attendance at the Collcg 
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classes, but w ith some interruption from illness In the 
same \ ear he was admitted by the Faculty of Ad\ocates to 
his first t; lals , m July 1792, he passed the residue, and was 
called to the bar, wheic he piactiscd for a few years only 
He shoved himself active in the private business of the 
' Faculty, and in the work of the Speculative Society In 
' * the Civil Court he made only one professional appearance , 
but several m the Court of Justiciary, for which he wars 
diligent rn preparation, — noi was there any lack of energy 
m of pushing talent in his general business-habits In 
several prosecutions for riot lie appeared as counsel foi the 
.defendants He also came forward piominently m organ- 
izing, moie especially in the chaiacter of Quaiter-master, 
a volunteer coips of horse, the Royal Edinburgh Light 
dragoons, to act m case of Fiench invasion or other sudden 
demand In Decembei 1799, he obtained, tlnough the m- 
1 tWesl of the Meh lllc and Buccleuch families, the appomt- 
of Sheriff Depute of Selkirkshiie, wlncli bi ought him 
*» ‘£300, per annum, m 1S06, the moie lucrative post o f 
One of the Punctpal Cleiks of the Couit of Session, an 
office which still left him a good deal of leisme, and from 
-wbtdh" he did not retire till almost the close of his, life, 
'November 1S30 The full emoluments of this clerkship 
{about £1300 per annum) did not acciuc to him until the 
year 1812"' He had already, since 1797, been in possession 
of a small landed property, to which he succeeded on the 
death of an uncle At the end of the same 5 ear, 24th De- 
cember, and soon after a disappointment m love with a Perth- 
shire lady, he had mamed Miss Charlotte Maigaret Car- 
'pcntei, a lady of Fiench birth and connections, and with 
a model ate fortune, whom he met at the Cumbrian water- 
ing-place of Gilsland Scott was thus a man more than 
tolerably prospeious in worldly circumstances, even apart 
fiom the large gams which his writings soon began to pro- 
duce about the date of publication of The Lay of the Last 
Mmstul , 1805, he had a clear income of at least ^rooo a 
year Neither money nor position was to him an object of 
indifference lie had a strong and growing ambition foi 
anstocratic society — with which, indeed, (as already ob- 
served), he was partly connected by birth The young 
couple lived at first, on the happiest terms, in a cottage 
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at Lassvadc Afterwards they dwelt at Ashestiel, a beau- 
tiful snot on the Tweed , as the Shenff-depute of Selkirk- 
shire was bound to reside m that county during some part 

of the y ear . , , 

From an early stage of his career of authorship a 
career pre-eminently successful and famous from first to ^ 
last — Scott resolved, with the prudence of a cleai -sighted 
professional man, and of a man of the world to whom writ- 
ing was oply one outlet or expression of a wide and 
generous interest in life, that he would use literature ! as a 
staff, not as a crutch ” In 1799 he published lus, transla- ~ 
tions of Gothe’s Gote von Berltchingen, and circulated 
pm ately his ballads of Glcnfnlas and The Eve of Si fohu. * 
The translation of Goto brought him m the moderate piofit 
of 5s die critics received it well, but the public / 
remained chilly His recognised and substantial position 
as an author can scarcelv be said to have begun until he - 
published m 1802 the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Borda\- 
mcluding some of his own imitations of the old ballad-, 
poetry, along with forty traditional pieces never before 
published, and much prose illustration A third volume of 
the work came out in 1803 He had paid, towards the 
beginning of the century, several visits to Liddisdale, and ■ 
to Tcviotdale, a locality then little known here he col- 
lected many traditionary songs, and amassed besides a 
stock of observations afterwards utilised m the novel of 
Guy Manna mg indeed, he had been a collector of 
ballads, m one way or another, from very early youth 
With the Border Minstrelsy commenced also Ins connection 
u ith commercial speculation m literature , a connection 
which told for much in his shining prosperity of aftei years, 
but which at last proved the wreck of all his fortunes Mr 
James Ballantvne then editor of a Kelso newspaper, 
received from Ins old schoolfellow Scott, and accepted the 
oficr to print the Border Mwstidsy he procured for the 
purpose a new and fine fount of types, and the handsome 
tppcarancc of the volumes established the rcputatior of the 
,0 called Border nrcss » Mr Ballantyne shortly removed 


to Hamburgh, and set up business as a printer on a large 

scale m secret paitnerslnp with Scott, whose share m the 

' -■’ , ° neth " d I ^ ie iuttei visited London m 1803, 
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and managed to be on good terms with political opponents, 
as well as sympathisers He was again m London, and 
also m Pans m 1826 

With the Mmsfjclsy of the Scottish Bouhi, Walter 
Scott became a distinguished man it was the best possible 
preparation for his fame as a poet m his own right, and on 
.rm c\tensne scale It was first succeeded by an edition of 
'Sir Therein, a poem written about A D. 1280, and ascnbed 
to Thomas the Rhymer (of Ercildounc) Scott added to 
the composition some completing lines of his own. In 
January 1805 he published the Lay of the Last Minstrel \ 
.'the fust dt night of which, in its piescnt shape, had been 
* written in the autumn of 1S02 it was lecened with a 
'.turn «llt" of applause, easily accounted for, not only by its 
vhS'y considerable excellences of poeuc work, but especialh 
oyt this, novelty of its scene and tieatment, and its lomantic 
attraction. Scott w'as, indeed, the first man of that epoch 
/to- make poctiy 'the rage Altogether, nearly 44,000 copies 
J of ; the Lay had sold before the issue of the annotated 
edition of rSjo Readeis wcie delighted to find some new 
-! SOutcc of interest opened up to them m poetry , jaded with 
ithe old subjects and the old methods — with whatsoever was 
recognised and right, respectable and com entional, the old 
clothes now threadbare, and the old viands now destructiv e 
' of appetite— they got at last something fiesh, full of stimu- 
lation m itself, and m the ewdence which it everywhere 
, presented of a lively, hearty, buoyant, and rejoicing natuie, 
open to all impiessions of the stiength and sentiment of 
-the past, and reproducing them m forms eminently quick- 
blooded Mattmon , issued m 1S0S, confirmed Scott’s 
renown as a poet, and deserved to do so , at portions of it, 
Scott, though mostly not a careful wntei, w r orked with 
earnest application He received y/hooo for the poem fiom 
its pubhsheis. His fame rose still highei, and attained its 
culmination, with the publication, in May 1810, of the Lady 
of the Laic — which readeis of the piesent da> will be apt, 
how'ever, to pionounce the least valuable work of the thiee 
Twenty thousand copies sold in a few months Its pictures 
of Highland scenery, valour, and manners, natuially made 
it immensely attractive at the time, and produced a huge 
ef<_ct 111 popularising the Highlands among tounsts of an 
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for Scotland He began writing his romance m 1 805, and had 
produced some seven chapters or so , but an unfavourable 
judgment by a friend led him to set it aside When ulti- 
mately it appeared, it made rapid progress to fame , and, 
as we all know, this novel and its successors {Guy Man- 
iiertng , The Antiquary, Old Mortality, Rob Roy , The 
Hem t of Midlothian, and others oflater date) soon achieved 
an unbounded popularity At the very first, Scott was not 
suspected to be the author ; but surmise soon began to cling 

- to his person, and strengthened as years elapsed, and, long 
before the actual avowal, he w r 5 thoroughly recognised as 

- one -with the “ Great Unknown ” This avowal was made 
in 1827, at the annual dinner of the Edinburgh Theatrical 
'Fund Association policy, not unmmgled with caprice, had 
.^sealed his lips till then The novels, of which it is not my 

function to offer here any account or any estimate, continued 
. with little intermission to pour forth from the press from 
' 1S14 to 1S26, and again from 1828 onwards 

, Besides poetry and romance, Scott was sufficiently active 
m other walks of literature He contributed to the Edin- 
burgh, Review at its commencement , but quitted it m con- 
sequence of diveigences of political opinion, and took a 
warm interest in the establishment of the Quarterly His 
tiade connection with the Ballantynes, and, thiough them, 
with Constable and other publishers, led him to project 
many publications, m w r hich he bore his part as editor or 
contributor His Life of Diyden was published m 180S, 
that of Swift m 1814 , both of them accompanying editions 
of die author’s works Besides these, he produced the 
biographical and critical preface to the Ballantyne Collec- 
tion of English Novelists, and annotations to Sadler’s 
Coirespondence, and other such books, PauPs Letters to 
Jus Kinsfolk j the aiticles on Chivalry, Romance, and die 
Drama, m the Encyclopaedia BiitanntCdj some papers of 
Tory politics m a weekly journal named The Beacon , an 
Account of the Regalia of Scotland j and seveial letters, 
signed “ Malachi Malagrowther,” opposing the equalisation 
of the Scottish and English monetary' systems As in 
whatever he did, there is, in pioductions of the critical 
class by Scott, a manly straightforward character, more 
conspicuous than any quality of subtlety or original insight 
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Famous, fullv occupied, happy m domestic life, s\ r 
rounded by numerous friends and acquaintance':, w ealtl j 
and lo\ipg society, Scott seemed one of the most forttmaU 
of men He had a rather we-'k-mmded ambition— dint of 
living like a feudal loid, and for a while he realised it 
wnth° considerable Mat In tBi r he bought a hummed 
acres of moorland on the Tweed, near Meliosc— moo-nnd 
bleak and bare — for which he ga\e ,£4000 “Ca-tle 1 
Hole ’ did not sound so well as £t -vbbotsford ” he caiLd it 
by the latter name, and about 1G14 left his residence — 
Ashcstiel for the house of Abbotsford, which he rebtuh 
He filled it wath costlv and cunous odds and ends o r * d 
sorts , exercised a large hospitality , and endcaiounu 'a 
re\ ive the aspect of the olden tmies Many othci pet- 
chases of land followed, at hca\y prices fuih £za,Qoo 
w eie spent on the mansion and garden Scott s baronetcy 
was conferred m 1820 A triumph which culminates >n a 
reception of George the Fourth cannot be a tnumph of 
a highly exalted kind such was the case with Wakes' 
Scott, a ho took a prominent part m the festivities of the 
King’s Msit to Echnburgn m August 1S22 But the tciat 
of all these brilliances was at hand The pubhsuers v. uh 
whom Scott was so closely cornected, ConstaDle and th. 
Ballant/nes, were men of talent, but unduly enterprising 
from the first, their undertakings went be\ ond their capital, 
and their speculations increased wath thur perils Seo't 
was not only a partner with the printer James Balkan ty no 
to the extent of one third, but also to the same extent with 
a younger bi other, the publisher John Ballantync the 
latter partnership dated fiom 1808, the former from 1S05 
The commercial crisis of 1S25-26 precipitated, but aid no r 
in fact cause, the collapse of these firms all of them 
became bankrupt in Jahuary of the latter \car It tinned 
out that Scott \as indebted to Constable’s creditors, 
as a partner m the firm of Eallanrtnc &. Co, to the 
extent of nearly ^72,000, about half of which sum was 
included m the debts of the firm itself Besides this, there 
were other liabilities of the partnership amounting to about 
* S ° that Scott ’ s Personal debt icached a total of 

nl £X f ,0 °° That he llad been rash ,s ad- 
mitted on all hands He undertook work on a loose and 
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precanous s> stem , having, from or even befoie the year 
1823, contracted to produce novels, and taken payment 
for them m bills, now become valueless, before so much as 
fmng on their subject-matter He shoved a bold fi ont to 
adversity “ Time and I against any two,” said he to his 
ci editors He expressed his confident hope of paying all , 
suriendercd the whole of his property, executed a trust- 
deed in favour of certain gentlemen who' u ere to 1 cceiv e 
the proceeds of his future labours, and to pay off his debts 
by instalments with mtciest He sold his splendid house 
and furniture, took lodgings, and turned-to once more at 
hard writing He expressed to a fncnd lus sense of how 
hard it was to lose all, and be poor at last, but said that 
he hoped yet to retries e all within a few years 
The works that Scott wrote subsequently to this gre-d 
reverse, which overtook him at about fifty-five } ears of age, 
natuially want buovancy They include the Histo) y of 
Napoleon, 1827, which had been begun before the wreck of 
his famines, the Letters on Demonology and Witchcraft , 
the Talcs of a Grandfather , (or episodes of Scottish His- 
tory), 1827-28, the Scottish History m La) drier’s Cyclo- 
paedia j the notes to his collected works in 1829 His 
health did not long endure the strain m February 1S30 
symptoms of paralysis supervened A severer stroke of 
the same malady came in April 1831 still he continued 
writing many hours a day His strenuous exertions had 
practically achieved their purpose the debts were much 
diminished even before the close of his life, (he paid six 
shillings in the pound the year after publishing the Lfe oj 
Napoleon , and had in four years paid £ 70,000 ) , and the 
after-sale of his collected works finally wiped them out 
The tioubles which beset himself peisonally were aggra- < 

vated by the aspect of public affairs, then gloomy and ] 

ominous enough to so staunch a Tory as Scott yet he was 
partially cheered by the consciousness of the great progress 
he was making towards clearing off Ins debts, and by the 
tender affection of his children In the hope of nnprov mg 
his health, he went abioad, sailing from Portsmouth on the 
27th of October 1S31 . He landed in Naples on the 17th 
of December remained there till the i6tb of April, and then I 
went on to Rome and other places Finding- Ins strength 
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tameness even m his distinctively spirited pa-iagcs HtS 
phrases, when vou pause upon them, are full oi common- 
place The reason of this is that Scott was very little of ” 
literary -poetic artist greatness of expression— tne heights 
and depths of language and of sound — ,vere not much m 
his way He respected his subject much more than he 
respected his art after consulting and satisfying Irsovn 
taste and that of his public, the thing had to do vi ell enough. 
Scott has ?lv ays been the poet of youthful and h gh-hcarted 
readers there seems to be no reason why he should not 
continue indefinitely to meet their requirements, and cer- 
tainly they will be considerable losers if ever, m the lapse 
of time and shifting of poetic models, his compositions 
should pass out of ready currency He is not, and never 
can be, the poet of literary readers the student and the 
artist remember him as a cherished enchantment of the.r 
youth, and do not recur to lnm Neither the inner recesses 
of thought nor the high places of art thrill to his appeal, 
But it is highly possible for the critical tendency and esti- 
mate to be too evclusiv ely literary , the poetry of Scott u 
mainly amenable to a different sort of test, and to that it 
responds not only adequately but triumphantly, 

W. M ROSSETTI. 
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SCOTT’S POETICAL WORKS 


THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL 

A POEM IN SIX CANTOS 


“Dum relego, scnpsissc pudet , quia plurima cemo. 
Me quoque, qui feci, judice, digna hni ” 


TO 




THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES, EARL OF DALKEITH, 

THIS POEM IS INSCRIBED BY THE AUTHOR 


PRErACE TO THE FIRST EDITION, 1S03 
T if Poem now offered to the Public is intended to illustrate the customs 
and manners, w hich ancicntl) pre\ ailed on the Borders of England and Scot- 
land 1 he inhabitants, In mg m a state partly pastoral and parti) w arhhe, and 
comb mug habits of constant depredation with the influence of a Hide spirit o r 
clnvalr), were often engaged m scenes highly susceptible of poetical ornament 
As the description of scene*) and manners w as more the object of the Author, 
than a combined and r^gul ir narrative, the plan of the ancient metrical 
romance was adopted, which allows greater latitude, in this respect, than would 
he consistent with the dignit) of a regular poem The same model offered 
other facilities, as it permits an occasional alteration of measure, which, m some 
degree, authorises the changes of rh)thm in, the text The machinery also, 
idopted from popular belief, would have seemed puerile m a poem, w hich did 
not partake of the rudeness of the old Ballad, or Metrical Romance 

Tor these reasons, the Poem xvas put into the mouth of an ancient Minstrel, 
the last of the race, wl o, as he is supposed to have survived the Revolution, 
might have caught somewhat of the refinement of modern poctr>, without 
losing the simplicit) of his original model The date of the tale itself is about 
the middle of the sixteenth centur), when most of the personages actually 
flourished The time occupied b) the action is three nights and three da)s 


INTRODUCTION 

The m a) vv as long, the wind w as cold, - 
1 he Minstrel was infirm and old , f 

His \v ither ed cheek, and tresses graj, / l 
Seemed to have known a better dav 
The harp, Ins soltTremaming joj. 

Was earned by an orphan boy 
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lay of the last minstrel. 


The list of til the Bards was lie, 

Who sung of Border chivalry, f\ 

For, well-a-day • their date was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all were dead, 

And he, neglected and oppressed, 

'■Wished to be with them, and at rest 
No more, on prancing palfrey borne, 

< He carolled, light as lark at mom , 

No longer, courted and caressed, 

High placed m hall, a welcome guest, 

He poured, to lord and lady gay, . 

>Thc unpremeditated. Jay ‘ji. s l r._ •<> 

.Old tunes were changed, old manners gone , 

- - A stranger filled the Stuarts’ throne, 

The bigots of the iron time ■ ^ 

Had called his harmless art a enme ' ' 

A wandering haiper, scorned and poor, '' 

He begged his bread from door to door , 

, And tuned, to please a peasant’s ear, 

The harp a King had loved to hear 

lie passed where Newark’s stately tower v 
Looks out from YarroVsTurchcn bower v ' 
The Minstrel gazed with wishful eye — , 

No humbler resting-place w as nigh 
With hesitating step, at last, j 1 

The embattled portal arch lit passed, „ * ' r 
* Whose ponderous grate, and massy bar, , - 

Had oft rolled backtKe tide of w ar, 1 

But nc\ er "closed. the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor 
The Duchess marked his w eary pact* 

His timid mien, and reverend face, 

And bade Cerpage the menials tell, 

That they should tend the old man avelL 
Tor she had known adversity, 

Though bom m such a high degree , , r 
In pride or power, in beauty’s bloom, 

Had wept o’er Monmouth’s bloody tomb 1 


When kindness had his wants supplied, 
And the old man was gratified, 

Began to rise lus minstrel pride 
And lie began to talk, anon, 

Of good Earl Francis, dead and gone, 

And of Earl Walter, rest him, God » 

A brai er ne’er to battle rode 
And how full many a tale he knew, 

Of the old warriors of Bucclcuch 
And, would the noble Duchess deign 
To listen to an old man’s strain? 

Though stiff his hand, his voice though weak, 
_He thought e’en yet, the sooth to speak, ^ 




" The pit) in? Duchess p'-nsed its clnme, 
And. gave him heart, a.,d gave him time ” 
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That, if she loved the haip to hear, 

He could make music tojier ear ^ ^ - 

The humble boon avis soon obtained; 
The Aged Minstrel audience gained 
But, when he leached the room of state. 
Where she, with all hei ladies, sate, 

' Perchance he wished his boon denied , / ^ z 
Foi, when to tune his liarp he tried, t 
His trembling hand had lost the ease, ~ Cv 
[Which, marks security to please, < 
And scenes, long past, of joy and pain. 
Came wildenng o’er his aged brain— 

He tried to tune his harp m vam 
The pitying Tkichess praised its ch ime, 

And gav T e him heart, and gar e him time, 
Till every stnng’s according glee t 
Was blended into harmony , 

And then, he said, he u puM fail fam ^ 

He could recall an ancient strain. 

He never thought to sing again . 

It was not framed for aajiage ch illis. , V 
But for high dames and mighty calls. 

He had played it to lung Charles the Good 
When he kept court at Holyrood , " 1 

And mucli he wished, yet"feared, to try 
The long-forgotten melody 

Amrd the strings his fingers strayed, ( 
And an uncertain warbling made — <!'' ' 
And oft he shook his hoary head 
But when he caught the measuie wild, <2 J ' f 
The old man raised his face, and smiled, 
And lightened up his faded eye, 

With all a poet’s ecstasy 1 , 

In varying ca dence : soft or strong, ’ 

He swept tlieT sounding chords along: 

The present scene, the future lot. 

His toils, lus wants, w ere all forgot * 

Cold diffidence, and age’s frost, ___ 

In the full tide of song were lost } ~ 

j Each blank, m f aithl ess memory void, t"' a 
1 The poet’s glow ing thought supplied. 

And, while his haip responsive rung, 

’Twas tlius tlie Latest Minstrel sung 


CANTO FIRST. 

I The feast was over in Branhsome tower 
And the Ladve had gone to her secret bower. 

Her bow eiy that w as guarded by w ord and by spell, 1 
Deadly to hear, and deadly to tell — 

Tesu Maria, shield us well 1 
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v ' v No living v. ight *•'1% e the Lady e alone. 

Had dared to cross the threshold stone 

2 The tables a ere drawn, it was idlcrse all , 

Knight, and pagcT and hoP'diohl squire 
Loitered tluough the lofty hall, 

Or crowded round the ample fue 
The stag hounds, weary with the chase 
*} Lay stretched upon the rush) floor, 

/V-* - And urged, m dreams, the forest irec, 

1 lom lcviot stone to Lsl dale moor. 

3 Nme-and- twenty knights of fame 

Hung their shields in Branksome Hall, 

Nine and-twenty squires of name 

Brought them their steeds from hov er to s< all j 
Nme-and-twenty yeomen tall, ‘ , 

Waited, duteous, on them all 
They were all knights of metal true, 

Kinsmen to the hold IJucclcuch 

4. Ten of them weic sheathed m slcel, 

With helled sword and spur on heel, 

1 hey quitted not their harness bright, 

Nctlicr by day, nor y ctliy night 
They lay down to rest 
With corslet laced, * w 

Pillow ed on "buckler cold and hard , A- 
1 j - They caWed'af the meal 
With gfos cs of steel, 

And they drank the led nine through the helmet 
barred 

5 ^Tcn squires, ten yeomen, mail-clad men, 

Waited the heck of the warders ten 
Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight, A. 

Stood saddled m stable day and night, 

Barbed with frontlet of steel, I trow, 

AncTwith Jcdwood-axe at saddle bow 
A hundred iSTbre fed' free in staTH^" 

Such was the custom ofBianksomc Hall 
6 Why do these steeds stand ready diglit? 

Why watch these wanors, armed, by night’ 

They watch, to beat the blood-liound haying 
- - *fhey watch to hear the war-liom braving , 

\ 7, 0 see StGeoigc’s red cross screaming,"’ - 
' fo see the midnight beacon gleaming, /'*•- s 
they watch, against Southern force and guile, / 

Lest Scroop, or Howard, or Percy’s bSwers 
_ Threaten rJrSnksofiieVlordly {ow els, 

From '\aikworth, or Naworth, or merry Carlisle 
7 Such is the custom of Branksome Hall 
Many a a aliant knight is here 
Lut he, the Chieftain of them all. 
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His sword hangs rusting on the wall, 
Beside his biohen spear 
Baids long shall tell, 

How Lord Walter fell 1 
When startled burghers fled, afar. 

The furies of the Bordei war, j 
V r hen the sheets of high Duned in (AN" '■ 

, Saw lances gleam, and falchions redden, 
And heard the slogan’s deadlyyell — 
Then the Chief oFBranksome fell 

_ Can piety the discoid heal, rt~ i * ' l ' 
t' Oi stanch the death-feud’s enmity? 

Can Christian lore, can patnot real, 

Can love of blessed clianty? ^ •' 

Ho 1 vainly to each holy "shrine, 

In mutual pilgi image, they drew , 
Imploied, m vain, the gi ace divine 
For chiefs their own red falchions slew 
Wlnle Cessford owns the luIe'oTCarr,"’. 

Win IeTsttrlclCe boasts the line of Scott, 
The si aifghteTecl'clnefs, thc jntixtaLjar, 

The Inv oc of the feudal war. 

Shall never, never be forgot 1 

In sorrow, o’er Lord Walter’s luex,_ 

Ihe waihke foi esters had bent, 

And many a flower, and many a teai, 

Old Teviot’s maids and matrons lent 
But o’ei her vvamoi’s bloody biei 
The Lad ye dropped nor flow er noi teai 1 
'Vengeance, deep -brooding o er the slam, 
Had locked the soui ce of softei jvoe , 
And burning pude, and high disdain, 
FoibaHe the using tear to flow, 

Until, amid his sorrowing clan, 

Iler son lisped fiom the nuise’s knee — 
“ And, if I live to be a man. 

My father s death levenged shall be 1 ” 
Then fast the mothci’s team did seek 
To dew the infant’s kindling cheek 

All loose her negligent attire. 

All loose her golden Inn, 

Hung Margaiet o’er her slaughtered sire. 
And vv ept m vv ild despair 
But not alone the bitter tear 
Had filial grief supplied , 

'‘For hopeless lov e, and anxious fear. 

Had lent their mingled tide 
1 Nor m her mother’s alteied eye 
Dared she to look for sympathy 
Her lover, ’gainst her father’s clan, 
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With Carr m arms had *-tood, 

When Mntliousc hum to Melrose nil 
All purple v. ith. their Wood 
And well she knew, her mother clrc-d, 
llcfote I ord Cianstoun she should v ed, 
\\ ould see her on her dy mg bed 


Of noble mcc the Led) c c-mc , ( 

Her father sms a clerk of feme, 

Of Bctlumc’s line of Picnrdic 
He learned the art, tint none may mine. 

In Padua, far beyond the sen 
Men said, he changed his mortal frame 
By feat of magic mystery , 

For wKui, m studious mood, he paced 
St Andreyv’s cloistered hall, 

His form no darkening shadow traced 
Upon the sunny vail 1 


12 And of Ins skdl, as bards avow, 
lie taught that Ladye fair, 

Till to her bidding she could bow 
The viewless forms of air 
And now she sits m secret bovver, 

In old Lord David’s western tower, 

And listens to a heavy sound, 

% s That moans the mossy turrets round 
Is it the roar of TeTiot’s tide, 

That chafes against the scaur s red side? 

Is it tlic Wind that syymgs the oaks? / 

Is it the echo from the rocks? 

What may it he, the heavy sound, 

That moans old Branksome’s turrets round? 

13 At the sullen, moaning sound, 

' The ban-dogs hay and howl , 
fr And, from the turrets round, 

Loud whoops the startled owl 
In the hall, both squire and knight 
Sw ore that a storm w as near. 

And looked forth to view the mglit 
But the night was still and clear t’ 


14 From the sound of Teviot’s tide, 

Chafing with the mountain’s side, 

From the gToin of the wind-swung 0 ak 
1 rom the sullen echo of the rock, ! 
From the v oice of the coming storm 

The Lady e knew it well’ ! 

It was the Spirit of the Flood tint spoke. 
And he called on the Spirit of the Fell 

River Spirit 
IS “ Sleepcot thou, brother?” 
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Mountain Srirrr 

“Brother, my — 

On my lulls the moon-beams play X i 
From Qathiccoss to Skelfhill-p cn, 
t By eveiy every glen' 

\ Meiry elves their morrice pacing V, 

‘ , To aerial minstrelsy, 

' t " Emerald lin gs on brow n heath tmcinn, 

! "TrlpTFcleft and merrily , 

| Up, and mark their nimble feet 1 ' 

\ Up, and list their music sweet *” 

Rivfr Spirit 

16 “ Tears of an impiisoned maiden 
Mix with my polluted stieam , 

Margaret of Bianksome, Soi row -laden, 
Mourns beneath the moon’s pale beam 
Tell me, thou, who view’st the stars, 

When shall cease these fe udal ia rs? 

What shah he the a?a?Lea ! s7ate? 

Who shall be the maiden’s mate 7 *” 

~ Mountain Spirit 

“ Arthur’s., slow vain lus course doth roll, ' 
In utter darkness round the pole , 

The Northern Beai lowers black and grim, 
Orion's studded belt is dim. 

Tv fnklmg faint, and distant far, 

Shimmers through mist each planet s tai , 
Trnhay I read their high decree 
But no kind influence deign they show er 
On Tea lot’s tide, and Branksome’s tower, 
Till pude be quelled, and loie be free” 

iS The unearthly voices ceased, 

And the hear y sound v as still , 

It died on the river’s breast. 

It died on the side of the hill — 

But lound Loid David’s towci 
The sound still floated near , 

For it rung m the Ladye’s bovci, 

And it rung m the Ladye’s eai 
She raised her stately head, 

And her heait throbbed high v ith pnde* — • 
“ Your mountains shall bend, 

And your streams ascend, 

Ere Margaret be our foeman’s biide ' ” 

19 1 he Ladye sought the lofty hall, 

Where many a bold retainer Fy, 

And, with jocund din, among them all. 

Her son-pursued Ins infant play ( 

. A fancied moss-troopei, ‘he boy 
’Jj The truncheon of a spear bestiode. 

"‘^.nd round the hall, right merrily. 
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In rmmtc foray todc 

L\ cn bearded I'mghts, m arms grown old, 
Share m Ins frolic gambols bore, 

Albeit their hearts, ofroggel mould, 
Were stubborn ns the btccl thc\ %\orc 
For the gray avarriors prophcsn.d, 

How the liras e boy, in future war, 
Should tame the Unicorn’s pride, 

\ E\alt the Crescents and the Star , 

20 The Ladyc forgot her purpose high, 

One moment, and no more , 

One moment gnred w ith a mother’s eye, 
As she paused at the arched door 
Then, from amid the armed tram, 

She called to her William of Dclornine. 


21 A stark moss trooping Scot was he, 

As e’er couched border lance by knee 
Through Solw ay sands, through Tarras moss, 
Blindfold, lie knew the paths to cross , 

By wily turns, by despciatc hounds, 

’ Had baffled Percy’s best blood-hounds , 

In Eskc, or Liddel, fords ueic none, 

1 , , But he would nde them, one by one , 

Alike to him w as time, or tide, < < 

December’s snow, or July’s pride, 

Alike to lnm s\ as tide, or time, 

Moonless midnight, or matin prune > 
Steady of heart, and stoufoTnnnd, 

As c\cr drove prey from Cumberland, 

F ive times outlaw ed had he been, 

By England's king and Scotland s queen 
22 “Sir William of Dclornine, good at need, ■ * 
Mount tlice on the Slightest steed , / 

Spare not to spur, nor stint to nde, , * 

Until thou come to fair'd weedside, ' 
And m Melrose’s holy pile ' ’ 

Seek thou the Monk of St Mary's aisle v 
Greet the fatliei w ell from me , 

Say, that the fated hour i-> come, 

And to-night lie shall natch with thee, 

To w ni the treasure of the tomb 
Tor this will hi St Mic hael ’s night, xT 
And, though staisTjp dim, the moon is bright 
And the jQross, of bloody led, 

Will point to the graie of the mighty dead - 
23 What lie gises thee, sec thou keep, 
btay not thou, for food 01 sleep 
Be it scioll, or be it hook, 

Into it, 1 night, thou must not look, . 

It thou leadest, thou art lom ' \ i v * 

Better liadst thou ne’ei been bom ” 


/ 
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2 4 - “O swiftly can speed nn dapple-gray steed. 
Vk Inch di inks of the 1 ev lot clcai , ' 

Ere b»-eak of da},” the w amor ’gan say, 

“ Again Mill I be here 

And s'’ for by none may ih} eirand be done, ' 
1 ban, noble dame, b) me, 

• Letter noi line know I never a one, , 
\\cre’t my neck-veise at Ilairibce ’ ' - ' 

5 ^oon m his saddle sate he fast, 

And soon the steep descent he pissed, 

Soon crossed the sounding barbican. 

And soon the Teviot side he won 
Eastward the wooded path lie 10 1 c, 

Green lia7els o’er his basi)ptjtod_ i r > 
lie passed the Pejel of Coldilaml, , Os ' 1 u ' 
And crossed old Borthwack’s loaiing strand; 
Dimly he a tew ed the Moat-hill's mound, * ( 
Where Druid shades stiTIHittcd round; 

In LLvwich twinkled many a light, 

Behind him soon the} set in night , t 

And soon he spurred Ins courser keen -r-M 
Beneath the tow cr of Hazeldcan 

26 1 lie clattei mg hoofs the w atchmcn mark 
“Stand, ho 1 thou courier of the dark ” , 

“ For Branksome, ho 1 ” the knight iejo>nca, 
And left tlie friendly tower behind 
lie turned him now from Tcviotside, 

And, guided b} the tinkling nil, 
Noiihward the daik ascent did ride 
And gained the moor at Jlpisehehill , 
Bioacl on the left before him la}, 

Foi man} a mile, the Roman w ay 

27 A moment now lie slacked his speed, 

A moment breathed his panting steed , ’ 

Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band, v 
And loosened m the sheath his brand 
On Minto ciags the mooir-beains glints 
Wlieie Barnhill hewed his bed -of dint, « * 

Who fltniglns outlawed limbs to rest, 

Wheie falcons hang their giddy nest, 

’Mid cliffs, from whence his eagle eye 
1 or many a league Ins prey could spy , 

Cliffs, doubling, on their echoes borne, 

Ihe tenors of the robbu t. horn, 

<_ lifts, which, for many <a later year, / 

( The w arbling Doric reed shall bear, f v 

(di/V \\ hen some sadswaih shall teach tlie ‘grove, 

. , ' s Ambition is no cure for love 

2S Unchallenged, thence passed Dc’oiaim. 

To ancient Riddell s fau domain, 


L 


V OF TUP 1 A W / AT/* 


V, here Adi, from nwwn'am* frm’N 
Down from the hht> tM rv ng cmrm* 

Lnch wave war ertsted with fa '•'b 
hike the mane of a che-tnm •« <'t 
In a am ! no tonuit, <lc< p or lmi-d. 

Might bar the bold no 5 trooper ro' l 

9 At the first plunge the horse n nV hi , 

Ami the water broke o cr the to- w" -n: , 

Above the foaming tub , l ween. 

Scarce hatf the cuargei’s ncet a a- "" , 

1'or he was ha.dul frt.n coimtu to I'd, 

And the aider a as "lined compit ,e :n i " 1 , 

Kev er heavier man and her e 
Stemmed a mi bright torrent'* fo-s.. 

The warrior's a era plume, I 
AY as daggle l b> the da'-hm" 

Yet, through good limit, "ud our 1 vht'a tp^sc 
At length lie gamed the landim, phvc 

jo Now Boaaden Moot the rnitrhnrn won, 

And sternly shooV bis plumed be d, 

As glanced bis c\c o’er mltdon , 

For on his sou! the slaughter red 
01 that unlntloaa cd morn am'c, 

When first the Scott and Carr were foes, 

When royal James beheld the fra>, 1 
Prize to the victor of the da\ , 

When Home and Douglas in the van 
Bore down Bucelcuch s retiring clan, 

Till gallant Cc-sford s heart-blood dear 
Reeked on dark 1 lbot’s Border spear. 

3 t In bitter mood lac spurred fast, 

And soon the hated heath was passed, 

And far beneath m lustre wan, 

Old Melros’ rose, and fair Tweed ran 
I ike some tall rock, with lichens gray, 

Seemed, dim’y huge, the duh Abbayt 
When Hawick he passed, had curfeaznmg, * 
Now midnight lauds aacre to Melrose sung 
The sound, upon the fi'fiilgalc^ 

In solemn aviso did rise and fail, 

* /Like that wild harp, whose magic tone 
i Is wakened by the winds alone 
s "h en Melrose he reached, ’twas silence all 
He meetly stabled Ins steed m stall, 
v A »d sought the convent’s lonely wall 


S c ® Paused the lnrp , and w ith us sw til 
i he Masters fire and courage fell 
Dejectedly, and low , he bow ed, 

And, gazing timid on the crowd, 
lie seemed to seek, m every eye, 


> 

t 

t 
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Ifliic} finpm-t i in miivtieFa , 
iVid, d*St i< lit rf jini'c 

^ ’R.c.\h*'i i'c rpo! c of forma dav«, 

And Itow old age and avandeung loti", 
JFad done lus Lind art! limp «ot m. v long, 

1 lie Ducbess, awl Iter daughtus f-ut, 
And tu*rv gc«tfc h hi. theic, 
l ,ech after e^di, in due decree 
H-nt pns.scs io In', melon a , 

1 it* hand w **s true, his a nice v ns clear, 

\nd much they longed the red to hear 
Fner si re god thus the Aged Man, 

A fit- meet Jed, ng on began 


CANTO SI COVD 

i. If thou would t ucs fair Melrose aright, 

Go \ jejt jt bj the pale moonlight," 

, I oi the gna beams of lightsome daj ’ 

Cold, but to do it, the nuns j*rn\ 
s When the bid! en r relies -'re black in night, 

And each shafted oriel glimmers a’ lute, 

W hen the cold light's uncertain shower 
Streams on the mined central tower, 

\\ Inn buttress nml butties**, altcmatel>, 

Seim framed of ebon nndiaory, 

\\ hen sdjtr edge* - the imagery, ! , / » ; 

And thc~ scrolls that teacli thee to hae and die, 

W hen distant lave ed is heard to raae, o » ► * 
And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man's giaacj 
Then go — but go alone the aahilc — 

Then Mew fet ijaaid's ruined pile; 

And, home returning, soothlj sw car, 

Was ne\ cr scene so sad and lair 1 

2. Short halt did Dclonme mil e there. 

Little xcched lie of the scene so fan , 

\\ ith dagger’s lult, on the aa lchet stiong, ue / 

He struck full loud, and struck full long 
1 he poi ter hurried to the gate — 

Who ) nocks so loud, and knocks so late?"’ — 
“Fiona Branksome I,” the warrior cried, 

And stiaight the aaichet opened aaide. 

For Branksome’s chiefs had m battle stood, 
i/t ',lt fo fence the rights of fair Melrose, __ i 
J ’ And lands and ha mgs, manj a rood, " 1 ■ 

Had gifted the'shrmc foi them souls’ reoost 

3 Bold Deloranc his errand said , 

The portei bent Ins humble head , 

With toich in hand, and feet unshod, ~ 

And noiseless step, tlie path lie trod. 
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The arched cloisters, far and wide, 

Rang to the warrior’s rhnkuig stride, 

Till, stooping low his loft) crest; 

He entered the cell of the ancient prifs^ 

And lifted his barred avent-’yle, < ,^r 

1 o hail the Monk 'of Salary's aisle. 

4 ‘ * The Ladyc of Branksomc greets thee lay me , 
bays, that the fated hour is come, 

And that to-night I shall watch with thee, 

To wm the treasure of the tomb ” — 

-From sackcloth couch the Monk arose, 

WitlHoil his stiffened limbs he reared , 

A hundred years Ifad'flung their snow s 
On lus thin locks and floating beard A 

5 And strangely on the Knight looked he, 

And his blue eyes gleamed wild and wide , — 

11 And, darest thou, Warrior' seek to sec 
What hear cn and hell alike would hint? 

My bi cast, m belt of iron pent, 

With slurt of hair and scourge of tliom , 

For thrcescoie yeais, m penaiTCe spent, 

My knees those flinty stones hare worn. 

Yet all too little to atone 
Foi knowing what should ne’er be known 
Wouldst thou thy every future year 
In ceaseless prayei and penance drie, 

Yet watt thy latter end with fear — " — 

1 hen, daring Warrior, follow me” 

6 “Penance, father, will I none , 

Prayer know I hardly one , 

For mass or prayer can I larely tarry, 

Save to patter an Ave Mai j , 

When I ndc on a Border foray 
Other prayer can I none , 

So speed me my errand, and let me be gone " 

7 \gam on the Knight looked the Churchman old, 

And again he sighed heavily, 

1 or lie had lwmsclf been a warnoi bold, 

And fought in Spam and Italy 
And he thought on the days that were long since by, 

Vj hen his limbs w ci e strong, anci his courage washuth J 
Now, slow and faint, he led the way, 

W here, cloistered round, the garden lay , 

The pillared arches were over then head. 

And beneath their feet were the bones of the dead 

8 Spreading heibs, and flowerets blight. 

Glistened vv ith the dew of nwht 
, ^orherb, nor flow ret, glistened there, 

But was caned m the cloister arches as fair 
ine Monk gazed long on the lovely moon. 


LA V OF 'HIE LAST MINSTREL 

Then into the night he looked forth , 

And led and blight the streameis hglit 
"\\ ere dancing in the glowing north ' 

So had lie teen, m fan Castile, ‘ j ’ _• - / " 

/ The joutli in glittering squa dron s^ start , 

, Sudden the flj ing jennet wheel, , v 
S And Jiuil the unexpected dart 
-■ He knew, by the streameis that shot so blight, 

^ Tliat spmts w ere udmg the northern light 

9 By a steel-clenched postern door, , _ * 

They entered now the chancel tall, ! i 
The darkened roof rose high aloof l 
On pillars, lofty, and hglit, and small, 

The key-stone, that locked each ribbed aisle, 
Was a fleui-de-l)s, or a quatre-fcuille , -w >, 
The corbels* w ere caned grotesque and gum, 
And the pillars, ruth clustered shafts-so trim 
With base and with capital nourished around 
Seemed bundles of lances whicir garlands had bo 

V f~~~ 

to Pull many a scutcheon and banner, rit en, * i 
''Shook to the cold night-wind of beaten, 

Aiound the screened altar’s pale, ' 

And tlie-e the d) mg lamps did Curn, t 
Before thy low and lone!)' mil, r ' ' " r 
O gallant Chief of Otterburfie, 

And thine, dark Knight of Liddcsdale ’ 

O fading honours of the dead 1 

0 high ambition, lottl) laid’ 

ir The moon on the east oriel shone, 

«, llnough slender shafts of shapely stone, 

. folia gcd tr acery combined , 

Thou wouldst hate thought some fanj’s hand, 
\Twi\t poplars straight the osiei wand, 

In many a tiealjsli knot, had twined. 

Then framed aspell, when the work w -vs done 
And changed the tvillorv-tvreaths to stone 
1 he silver light, so pale and faint, 

Showed many a prophet, and many a saint 
Whose image on the glass w as dj ed , 

Full m the midst, his Cross of Red 
Triumphant Michael barrcbslied, V-’’ 

1 ’ '"'And trampled the Apostate’s pnde' 

The moon-beam kissed IheTioly pane. 

And tliretv on the pat ement a bloody stam 

They sate them dow n on a marble stone, 
wV-A Scottish monarch slept below , 

Thus spoke the Monk in solemn tone - 
“ I w as not alw ays a man of w oe , 

For Puynim countries I have trod, 

And fought beneath the Cross of God, 
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Now, strange to in) eyes thine arms oppe'M, 

And then non clang sounds strange to car. 

13 “In these far chines, it was my lo* 

To meet the wondrous 'Mudnel Scott, 

A wizard of such dreaded fame, 

That when, in Salamanca's cast, 

Him listed his magic wand to ware, 

The bells, would ring m Notre Darnel 
Some of lus shall lie taught to me , 

And, Warrior, I could sa\ to thee 
The words that cleft Erldon lulls m three, 

And bridled the Tweed with a aim of stone 
But to speak them were a deadly sm , 

And for ha\mg hut thought them mv heart v illun, 

A treble penance must lie done 

14 “ When Michael lay on lus d\ mg bed, 

His conscience was awakened , 

He bethought him of lus sinful deed, 

And he gas e 111c a sign to conic w ith speed 
I was m Spam when the morning rose, 

But I stood by his bed eie e\ enmg close 
The words may not again be said, 

That he spoke to me, on death-bed laid , 

They w r ould rend this Abbaje’s mass) m\ e, 

And pile it m heaps above his grave 

IS “ I sw ore to bury lus Mighty Book, 

That never mortal might therein look; 

And never to tell where it was hid, 

Save at his chief of Branksome’s need , 

And when that need was past and o'er, 

Again the volume to restore 
I buried him on bt Michael’s night, 

When the bell tolled one and the moon was brigh' , 
And I dug lus chamber among the dead, 

W hen the floor of the chancel w as stained red, 

That his patron’s Cross might over litm wave, 

And scare the fiends from the Wizata’s grave 

16 “ It w as a night of woe and dread. 

When Michael in the tomb I hid 1 
Strange sounds along the chancel passed. 

The banners waved without a blast,” — 

Still spoke the Monk, when the bell tolled onei- 
tell you, that a biaver man 
Than William of Delorame, good at need. 

Against a foe ne'er spuried a steed , 
k ct somewhat was he chilled with dread, 

Ano Ins liarr did bristle upon his head 

17 “lo Warrior 1 now, the Cross of Bed 
l owe, tc tne grav e of the mighty dead 
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Within it bums a wondrous light, 

To chase the spirits that love the night 
That lamp shall bum unquenchably, 

Until the eternal doom^shall be ” — 

Slow moved the Monk 'to the broad flag-stone 
Which the bloody Cioss was traced upon. 

He pointed to a seciet nook , 

An iron bar the Warrior took , 

And the Monk made a sign w ith Ins withered hand 
The grave’s huge portal to expand 

18 With beating heart to the task he v, ent , 

Ills sinewy flame o’er the grave-stone bent, 

With Gar of non heaved amain, 

Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like ram. 

It was by dint of passing strength, /k ' ' 

1 lint he moved thelTrassy stone at length 
I would you had been there, to see 
How the light broke forth so gloriously. 

Streamed upward to the chancel loof, 

And through the gallenes far aloof* 

No eaithly flame blared e’er so blight 
It shone like heaven’s own blessed light, 

And, issuing flom the tomb, 

Show ed the Monk’s cowl, and visage pale, 

Danced on the dark-Erow'd Warrior s mail, 

„ And kissed his waving plume 

19 Befoie their eyes the Wizard lay, 

As if he had not been dead a day 
His hoary beaid in silver rolled, 

He seemed some seventy ’vinteis old, 

„~A palmer’s amice wrapt 'un round, 

Witha wrought Spanish ^ alduc bound, / 

Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea 
His left hand held his Book of Might, 

A silver cross uas in his right, 

The lamp was placed beside his knee 
High and majestic was his look, 1 

At which the felicst fiends had shook, '' 

And all unruffled'v as his face — 

They trusted his soul had gotten grace 

20 Often had William ol Deloraine 
Roae through the battle’s bloody plan, 

And trampled down the wairiors slam, 

And neither known remorse nor ave. 

Yet now remorse and awe he owned. 

His breath came thick, his head sv am round, ‘ , 
When this strange scene of death he saw 
Bewildered and unnerved he stood 
And the priest prayed fervently and mud* 

With eyes averted prayed ne. 
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lie might not endure the sight to 
Of the man he had loved so brothuiy. 

21 And w hen the priest his death pi -ur had p"i) «'•! 
Thus unto Delorunc he s nd -- 
“Now, speed thee vvbut thou hast to do, 

Or, Wan 101, we may dcarh rue, 

]> or those, thou majst not look upon 
Arc gathering fast round the yav.nmg stone 
Then Dclonine, in terror, took 
From the cold hand the Wights Bool , 

With iron clasped, and with iron bound — 

He thought, as he took it, the dead man fro\ rf 1 , 
But the glare of the sepulchral light, 

Perchance, had dazzled the 'Warrior's - "ht. 

22 When the huge stone sunk o’er the tomb, 

The night ictunicd in double gloom; 

For the moon had gone down, and the star v me ft' 
And, as the Knight and Priest withdrew, 

With wavering steps and di7i} brain, 

'■-The} hardly might the postern cam 
’Tis said, as through the aisles the} passed, 

Thc> heard strange now-cS on the blast , 

And through the cloister gullet ics small. 

Which at mid-height thread the chancel wall, n 
I oud sobs, and luughterlouder ran, i 

And voices unlike the \oicc of man, 

As if the fiends kept hohdu}, 

Because these spells were brought to (Hy 
I cannot tell how the truth mu> be , 

I sa} the tale as ’twas said to me 
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“ Now, lnejhce hence,” the Bather said, 

“ And, when we are on death-bed laid, 

O may our dear Lad}e, and sweet St John, 

F orgt\ e our souls for the deed w e 1m e done ' ’ — 
The Monk returned him to Ins cell, 
i Ln& many a pray cr and penance sped , 

, When the convent met at the noontide hell— 

' The Monk of St Clary’s aisle was dead 1 
Before the cross was the bod} laid 
W ith hands clasped fast, as if still’hc prated 

1 he Knight breathed free in the morning w md 
And strove his hardihood to find ^ 

Wh'ch S mIdlVr llCn i h fi Pa f Cd the * om bstoncs gruv 
T? a. 2 ‘™ le ro «nd the fair Abbav e . 

Pelt like 1 ,? l ’j Boo \ to bis bosom pre-su! 
elt like a load upon Ins breast , 

bi ‘ 5 S; ith n T %eS of twined, 

FiiB as b cn le ^ es m w md ~ 

Jam w as he when the daw n of dav 
Itegan to ongnten Cheviot gray , Y 
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He joyed to see the cheerful light, 

, ' -And he s-nd Ave Mary , is 11 ell -is lie might 

25 The sun hid brightened Cheviot gnv. 

The sun had bnghtencd the Carter’s side! 

And soon beneath the rising day 
Smiled Branhsome towers and Tev lot’s tide 
1 he w ild birds told their w aibling tale, 

And wakened every flow ei that blows j ' * - 

And peeped foi th the \ lolet pale, "~ 

And spread hci breast the mountam-iosc 
And lovelier tlian the rose so red, 

Yet paler than the violet pale, 

She early left hci sleepless bed, , f ^ 

The fair est m aid offer lotdale , * 

26 Why'Hoes fan Maigaret so caily awake, 

•And donrlier Rntle so hastihe, / 

And the~?ilhen knots, which m huiry she would make, 
-Why ti enable her slender fingers to tic ? 

Why does she stop, and look oiten around, 

As she glides down the secret stan 
And why docs she pat the shaggy blood-hound, 

As he louses him up from his lau , k 
And, though she passes the postern alone, 

Why is not the watchman’s bugle blown? 

27 1 he Lad} e steps in doubt and dread, 

Lest her w atcliful mother beat hei tread , 

The Lad} e caresses the rough blood-hound, 

Lest lus voice should ivahcn the castle round, 

1 he watchman’s bugle is not blown, 

For he w as hei foster-father’s son ; 

And she glides through the gieenw ood at daw n of light, 
ToHneet Baton Henry, her own true knight 


28 The Knight and Ladye fan are met, 

And under the hawthorn s boughs me set 
A fairer pair weie nevci seen 

To meet beneath the haw thorn green 
lie was stately, -and }oimg, and tall. 

Dreaded m battle, and loved m hall 
And she, when love, scarce told, scarce hid 
Lent to her check a hv ehu red, c v v 

WKefTtlieludf-sigli her swelling breast 
Agamst the silken riband pressed, 

-—When her blue c} cs their secret told, 

O" !v ^'Though shaded by her locks of gold— - 
V, here would }ou find the peerless fair, 

With Margaret of Branhsome might compare 1 

29 And now , fair dames, methmhs I sec 
You listen to ni} minstrelsy,* 

Your wav mg locks 1 e backw ard throw, 

And sidelong bend } om necks of snow — g 


L iy oh riiL i ast bns\ihir< y 
' ^ t sy<$» to heir * mdtmg' 1 ' lk > 

o( r£l5Si ic»w fit-, 

Swotchc might ^Lcrfca cMm-e, 

^ U, might the bloody fcU'l l;c Vt vu ‘* 

Henry of Oraustoiin, anil unis He, 

Margaict of BnnUomeS choice should b. 

10 Ahs' fur dames } our hope- i«c vim' . 

3 Ms harp Ins lost the enchanting strain , (< 

Its lightness would mj age rt prose - <■ < 

My hairs ire gras, im limbs afe oW, 

My bent is dead, m> suns ire cold 
I may not, must not, sing of lose 

ii Beneath an oak, mossed oerbs chi, 

1 he Baron’s Uss at f his courier held, 

And held Ins ctCbted helm and spc-i 
■\ i n t Dss.irf ssis scarcely an earthly man, 

If the tales sscic true that oflnm ran 
Tlnouch ill the Border, far md near 
’Tssis said, sshen the Baron a-hunttng rode 
Through Recdsdile’s glens, but rycly trod, 

He heard a s oicc cry , “Lost' lost lo‘t 
>_ ' And, like tennis ball by racket tossed, 

A leap, of thirty feet and three, 

L- 'Made Horn the gorsc this clfm shape, 
v *• Distoitcd like some dssarfish ape, 

<t‘ And lighted at Lord Granslonn’s knee 
- ' Lord Ctanstoun ssas some si hit dimmed , 

’Tis said that fisc good miles he radc, 
lo rid him of his company , 

But is here lie lode one mile, the Dwarf iati four, 
And the Dwarf was first at the castle door 


32 Use lessens mars cl, it is said 

This elsish Dwaif with the Baron stayed. 
Little he ate, and leis he spoke, 

Noi mingled with the menial flock, 

A .nd oft apart Ins urns he tossed, 

And often muttered, “ Lost ’ lost ’ lost ’ ” 
j j lie was waspish, arch, and litherhc, 

But well Lord Crtfnstoun sersed he 
b nd he of his sersice ssas full fain , 

For once he had been ta’en or slam, 

An’ it had not been his ministry 
Ml between Home and Hermitage, 

Tall ed of I old Crnnstoun’s Goblm Page 
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33 kor the Union vent on pilgrimage. 

And took with him tins eh i*h Page 
To Maiy s chapel of the Lowes 
For there, beside om^Ladje’s lake, ; 

An offenng he had sworn to make, 

And he v otild pay Insj oavs , ■, 

But tire Ladye of Branksome gathered a band 
Of the best that would nde at hei command, 
Ihe trusting place was Newark Lee 
Wat of .Harden came thither amain. 

And thither came John of Thnlestane, 

And thitliei came William or Deloiame, 
They weie three bundled spears and three 
Through Douglts-bum, up Yarrow stream, 

1 Their horses prairce, their lances gleam 
They came to St Mar; ’5 lake eie daj , 

But the chapel w as a oid, and the Baron aw ay 
They burned the chapel for \ ery rage, 

And cursed Lord Cianstoun’s Goblm Page. 

34 And now, m Bnuiksome’s good green- wood, 
As under the aged oak he stood, 

The Baron's couiser pricks Ins ears, 

As if a distant noise he hears 

The Dwarf waves Ins long lean ami on high, 

And signs to the loi eis to part and fl) , 

No time w as then to 1 ow 01 sigh 
Fair Marguiet, through the hazel gioie, 

Flew like the startled cushat-doi e l f ' 
The Dwarf the stiriup Held’and lem, 

Vaulted the Knight on Ins steed amain, 

And, pondering deep that morning’s scene, 
Rode eastw arrf through the haw thorns green 

Whill thus he pouied the lengthened tale, 

The Minstrel’s a oice began to fad 
Full slilj smiled the obsenant page, 

And ga\ e the withered hand of age 
A goblet, crowne 4 with might) wine, 
a The blood of Velez’ scoiched line 
He raised the silver cup on high 
And while the big drop filled his eye, 

Prayed God to bless the Duchess long, 

And all who cheered a son of song 
The attending maidens smiled to see, 

YHow Jong, how deep, how zealousl), 

The precious juice the Minstrel quaffed , 

And lie, emboldened by the draught, 

Looked gulyEack to them, and laughed 

The cordial nectar of the bowl 

Sw elled ln~ 6 I 3 TSus"and cheeied his soul , 

A lighter, livelier prelude ran, " 

Ere thus Ins tale agairTbcgm 
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CAN’TO THIRD 

Amd said I Url nr ltnbs Acre oM , 

And said I tl.it m\ Wood vas col' 1 , „ 

\nd thaw mj lud" !lrt - " , 

And mi poo' withered heart i -s <’>-"* !, 

\.rd ih-t 1 w g.it net sing oiio.t -- 
How co dd I to the ocarc't thorn. 

That cicr wanned a minstrel s dtc’tn, , 

So foul, so fahe, a recreant F'^’' 

How co uc. I name lore’s im irmi, 

Nor w al c rm Ir’rp to no'cs t f dame ' * 

In peace, Lore lures the M cpFere’ . reel , 

In v-ar, he mounts the v nn-or s '*tul , 

In hal's, m gar att.rc i- seen , 

In hamle.s, tfonces on the green 

Lore rules the court, the rrap, the g'O c, 

And men helot , -wd s*i ns “L arc. 

For lore is hcaren -nd nearen i- lo.c 

3 ‘to thought Lord Cm stout, •"> I v ecu. 

While, pondenng deep the tender score, 
lie rode througl Brarhsome’s hav thorn- preen. 
But the Page 'ho uteri v lid ar 1 0 n’l — 

And scarce his helmet could lie nor, 

When do.vntvard from the 'lrdr 1 ill 
A stately l night came priding on ‘ 

That rvaraor 'teed, 'o dapp'e-grar, 

Was dark with sweat, and splashed w.th c'ar ; 

His armour reri with mar > a slam 
He seemed m 'Uch a w c-arr plight, 

As if he had ndden the h e-long nigh' , 

I or it was William of Delomnc. 


But no whit wean md he seem, 

V> hen, nancmg in the sunnj Learn, 

lie marked the crane on the Baron s ere t , 

For his read} spear was in hi, rest 

Few were the words ard stern md ln^a, 
That marked the fceman’s feudal ha\c , 
For quest’ oa fierce, and proud reph, 

Gai c signal soon of dire debate " !. 
Their aerj coursers seemed to know " 
That each w as other’s mortal foe , 

And snorted fire when wheeled -'round, , 
To gne each Thight his laniage groan! 

5 In rapid round the Baron bent , 

He sighed a s.gh, and pra>ed a iir-\cr. 
riie^pra', er was to his pa'ron saint, 
ihe sigh was to his hene fair 
Stout Delorame nor sighea, nor prnied, 
Aor saint, no- ladie, called to aid, ' 
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But he stooped Ins head, and couched his spear, 
And spurred his steed to full caieer 4 f 
The meeting of these champions proud 
beemed like the buistmg thundei -cloud 

5 Stern was the dint the Boulerei lent 1 
The stately Baron backwaids lient. 

Bent backwaai ds to his horse’s tail, 

And his plumes went scattering on the gale. 
The tough ash spear, so stout and true. 

Into a thousand Hinders flew 

But Cranstoun’s lance, of moie ’avail, 

Pierced tin ough, like silk, the Borderei’s mail, 
Through shield, and jack, and acton, passed, b- 
Decp in Ins bosom broke at lasf — 

Still sate the warrior saddle-fast, 

Till, stumbling in the mortal shock, 

Down went the steed, the girthing broke, M ' v 
Hurled on a heap lay man and hoise f ^ t '< * 
The Baron onwaird passcdhis comse, * t 
Nor knew — so giddy rolled his bram — 

His foe lay stretched upon the plain 

u- i 7 But when lie reined his coursei iound, 

And saw his foeman on the ground 
Lie senseless as the bloody clay, 

He bade his page to stanch the w ound. 

And there beside the w amor stay, 

And tend him m his doubtful state, 

And lead him to Branksome castle gate 
His noble nund w as inly mo\ ed 
For the kinsman of the maid he loved 
“This shalt thou do without delay, 

> . No longer here mjself may staj 

| Unless the savifter I speed aw aj , 

I Short shrift will be at my dying day ” — 

8 Away in speed Lord Cianstoun rode. 

The Goblin Page behind abode a 1 
His lord’s command he ne’er w ithslood, 

Though small his pleasure to do good 
As the corslet off he took, 

The Dwarf espied the Mighty Book 1 
Much he man elled, a knight of pnde 
Like a book-bosomed priest should nde 
He thought not to seaich or stanch the would, 
Until the secret he had found 

9, The iron band, the iron clasp. 

Resisted long the elfin grasp , 

For when the fust lie had undone, 

It closed as he the next begun 
Those iron clasps, that iron band. 

Would not yield to ixiclmstened hand. 
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Till ht smeare 1 the com ocr 
With the Borderer's curdled pore, 

A moment then the volume spread, 

And one short spell therein he Tend r 
It lnd much of glamour might, •• s 
Could make a lndye seem a knight. 

The cobv ebs on a dungeon stall 
Seem tapestry in loidlv hall , 

A nut-shell seem a gilded Iv'rgc, 

'?>) A slice! mg seem a palace laige, 

And youth seem age, and. age seem jouth — 
All waa delusion, nought was truth 


10 lie had not lead another spell, , 

When on lus cheek a buffet fell, ' 

So fierce, it stretched lnm on the plain, 

Beside the v ounded Dclorame 
From the ground he rose dismayed, 

And shook his huge and matted head , 

One word he muttered, and no more — 

“Man of age, thou smitest sore * " 

No more the Elfin Page durst try 
Into the -wondrous Book to pry , / >' 

The clasps, though smeared with Christian gore, 
Shut faster than they were before 
He lud it underneath lus cloak — 

Nov, if jou ask who gave the stioke, 

I cannot tell, so mot 1 thrive, , < 

It was not gi\ en by nnn aln e 
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Unwillingly himself he addressed, 

To do Ins master’s liigb behest 
lie lifted up the lt\ nig cor->c, 

And laid it on the w cary horse , 
lie led him into Branksome hall, 

Before J.he beards of the warders all , 

And each tlid after swear and sa), 

There only passed a vam.ofhaj r f 
He took him to Lord David’s lover, 

Even to the Lad 3 e’s secret bov er , 

And, but that stronger spells vere spread, 
And the door might not be opened, 

1 , If 0 hadjaid him on her v ery bed 
Whate’er he did of gramarje, e 
Was alw ays done maliciously', 

? e '' arn01 on the ground, 

And the blood v elled freshly from the wound 

12 As lie repassed the outer court 

n! T* ml fllr yol,n S chlld a*- sport 

lie thought to Ham him to the wood , , 

1 or, at a word, be it understood, 

He Avas al " a }* for ill, and never for good 
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Seemed to the bov, some comrade "a\ 

Lai itun forth to the woods to ph^, 

On the drawbridge the winders stout 
Saw a terner and lurcher passing out L 

13 lie led the hoy o’er lank and fell, 

Until they came to a woodland brook. 

The rtmnmg sitcom ditched the spell, 

And Ins own chish shape he took , ^ c. 
Could he ha\c hml his pleasure ulde, xj^Y- 
11c had crippled the joints of the noble child , 
Or, with his fingers long and lean, ’ 

Had strangled him in fiendish spleen ’ j 
But his awful mother he~ha 3 itrdread, 

And also his power was limited, 

So he but scow led on the startled child, 

And darted through the forest wild , 

The woodland brook he bounding crossed. 

And Laughed* and shouted, “Lost* lost 1 lost * 

I,f Full <orc amazed at the uoachotrs change, 

, ' And frightened, as a child might be. 

At the wild jell and usage strange, 

And the dark words of gramarye, 

'1 he child, amidst the forest bow cr. 

Stood rooted like a lily flower, 

And When at length, with tiembhng pace, 

He sought to find where Branksome lay, 

He feared to see that grisly face 
Glare from some thicket on his way 
Thus, starting oft, lie journeyed on, 

And deeper m the w ood is gone, — 

For aye the more he sought his wav, 

Tiie farther still he went nstraa, — 

Until he heard the mountains round 
Kmg to the baying of a hound 

13 And hark 1 mid haik 1 the deep-mouthed baik 
Conics mglicr still, and mglicr , 

Bursts on the path a dark blood-hound, - 
Ills tawny muzzle tracked the ground, ft- - 
And Ins red eye shot fire 1 

Soon as the wildered child saw he, 

He flew at him right furioushe 
I ween you would lia\e seen with joy 
- The bearing of the gallant boy, 

When, worthy of his noble sire. 

His wet cheek glow ed 'tw i\t fear and lie, 
lie faced the blood-hound manfully. 

And held his little bat on lugh , 

So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid, 

At cautious distance lioaiscly bayed, 

Tini still in act to smimr. * v 
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When dished an ircha thiough the glide, 

And when he siw the hound was stiycd, 

. lie drew Ins tough bow-sirmg , 

But i rough voice cried, “ Shoot nob hoj 1 
Ho 1 shoot not, Eduard— 'its a boy ' 

The speaker issued from the wood, 

And checked his fellow’s suily mood, 

And quelled the bin dog’s »c 
He was an English yeoman good, 

And bom in I nncnslnrc 
Well could he hit a fallow deer 
Five hundred feet him fro' , 4 , 

With hind more tnie, and eye moic clear, 

No archer bended how 
His coal-black hair, shorn round and close 
Set off his sun-burned face , 

Old England’s sign, St George’s cross, 

His barret cap did gi'acc , 

His bugle-horn hung by his side, , 

All m a wolf-skm baldric Bed , '< 

And lus short falchion, slurp and clear, 

Had pierced the throat of many a deer 
17 His hirtle, made of foiest giecn, 

Reached scantly to his knee , 

, And, at his belt, of arrows keen 
A furbished sheaf bore lie , /, 

Ills buckler scarce m breadth a spai 
No longer fence had he , k 
He never counted him a man 
Would strike below the knee , 

His slackened bow was m bis band, 

And tlie leash, that w as his bloodhound's band 
iS He w ould not do the fair child harm. 

But held lum with lus powerful arm, 

That he might neither fight nor flee , 

For when the Red-Cross spied be. 

The hoy strove long and violently 
“Now, by St George,” the archer cries, 
“Edward, mcthmks we have a prize • 

This boy’s fair face, and courage free, 

Show he is come of high degree ” ’ 

19 “ Yes, I am come of high degree, 

For I am the heir of bold Buccleuch 
And, if thou dost not set me free 

u w,? 0 "' 1 ! 1 , 0 ,” 1 t1l0u shalt dearly rue 
i°0™» er of ? arden sln11 come with speed 
And William of Dclomne, good at need 
And every Scott from Eske to Tweed, 

And, if thou dost not let me go 
Despite thy anovvs, and thy bow, 

1 11 have thee hanged to feed the crow ' 
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20 “ G rame rcy, for thy good v ill, fan hoy ’ 

My mind was never set so high , 

But if thou art chief of such a clan, 

Anri ait the son of such a man, 

And ever comest to tliy command, 

, Our waulens had need to keep good oiclei 
| My bow of \ ew to a hazel vand, 

/ Thou ’It make them voile upon the Bordei 
Meantime, be pleased to come with me, 

For good Lord Dacie shalt thou see, 

I think our woi k is n ell begun, 

When we have taken thy father’s son ” — 

21 Although the child was led an ay 

In Branksome still he seemed to stay, 

For so the Dwaif Ins part did play, 

And, in the shape of that young boy, 

He wrought the castle much annoy 
The comrades of the y oung BuccJeucli 
He pinched, and beat, and o\ erthreu , 

Nay, some of them he veil nigh slew 
■-He tore Dame Ma ud lin's silken tye, - 
And, as Sym Ilafl stood by the fire, 
lie lighted the match of 3 ns bandehcr, 

And woefully scorched the hacKbutleei 
It may be hardly thought, or said, 

The mischief that the uiclnn made, 

Till many of the castle guessed 
That the young Baron u as possessed > 

22 Well I vecn, the charm he held 
The noble Laclye had soon dispelled , 

But she was deeply busied then 

To tend the Mounded Deloraine 
Much she vondeied to find him he, 

On the stone thieshold stretched along. 
She thought some spirit of the sky 

Had done the bold moss-troopei vrong, 
Because, despite her precept dread, 

Perchance he in the Book had read , 

But the broken lance in his bosom stood. 

And it was earthly steel and vood 

23 She drew the splinter from the v otind, 

And vitli a charm she stanched the blood. 
She bade the gash be cleansed and bound 
No longer by' his couch she stood , 

But she has ta'en the broken lance, 

, And v ashed it from the clotted goie, 

- And sal\ ed the sphntei o’ei and o’er 
Wilham oTDcIorame, m trmce, 

Whene’er she turned it lound and lound, . 

Tv isted, as if she galled his v ound / A 
Then to her maidens she did saj, 
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Hint he should lie whole man and sound, 
\Virtun the course of a night and dav 
Full long she toiled , for she did rue 
Mishap to friend so stout and true 

24. So passed the day— the evening fell, 

’Twas near the time of curfcv hell, 

The avr was mild, the wind w is calm, 

'1 he stream was smooth, the dew was halm* 
E’en the rode watchman, on the toner 
Enjoyed and blessed the loach t.o r 
Far more fair Margaret lo\cd and lues ed 
1 he hour of silence and of rest 
iOn the high turret sitting lone, 

1 She waked at times the lute's soft tone , 
Touched a w lid note, and all lictw ecu 
Thought of the bower of hawthorns green 
Her golden hair streamed free from band. 
Her fair cheek rested on her hand, 

Her blue eyes sought the west afar, 

For lovers love the western star 


25 Is y on the star, o’er Penchrvst Pen, 

That rises slowly to her ken, 

And, spreading broad its wavering light 
Shakes its loose tresses on the night? 

Is yon red glare the western star 7 — 

O, ’tis the beacon-blaze of vv ar ’ 

Scarce could she draw her tightened breatli, 
For well she knew the fire of death' 


26 The Warder viewed it blazing strong, 

And blew his w ar-note loud and long, 

Till, at the high and haughty sound, ; 
Rock, wood, and nver rung around 
The blast alarmed the festal hall, 

And s‘artled forth the w amors all , 

Far downw ard, in. the castle y aid, 

Full many a torch and cresset glared , f " 
And helms and plumes, confusedly tossed, 
Were in the blaze half seen, half lost , 

And spears in w ild disorder shook, 

1 Like reeds beside a frozen brook 


27 The Seneschal, whose silver hair 
Was reddened by the torches’ glare 
- Stood, m the midst, w nli gesture promt, 
f™ '® ur -d forth his mandates loud — 

On Penchry&t glows a bale of fire, 
nd three are kindling on Pricsthaughsw ire 
Ride out, ndc out, , 

The foe to scout 1 /-t V 

Mount mount for' Bnnk omc) every man ' 
Thou, 1 odng, warn the Johnstone claw, 
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That ever are true .and stout — 

Ye need not send to Liddesdale, 

Foi, when the) see the blaring bale, 

Elliots and Annstrongs never fail — 

Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life, 

And w arn the waiden of the strife 
Young Gilbeit, Jet oui beacon blaze, 

Our lun, and clan, and fnends, to raise ’ 

28 Fair Margaret, from the tunct head, n 
Heard, far below, the conrseis’ tread , ,{ 

While loud the harness rung, 

As to their seats, w ith clamoui dread, 

The ready horsemen sprang , 

And tiampling hoofs, and iron coats, 

And leaders’ -voices, mingled notes, 

And out 1 and out 1 ^ , t 

In hasty loiit /vv- jC! - 
The hoisemen galloped foith, 

Dispeising to the south to scout, 

And east, and west, and north. 

To view their coming enemies. 

And w am their a assals and allies 

29 The leady page, with hurried hand, 

Awaked the need-fire’s slumbering brand, 

, And, ruddy blushed the heaven 

1 For a sheet of flame, from the tunct high, 
'Waved like a blood-flag on the s kj, 

! All flai mg and unev en 

And soon a scoie of fues, I ween, 

From height, and lull, and cliff, w ere seen , 
Each w ith warlike tidings fraught , 

Each from each the signal caught , 

Each after each they glanced to sight, 

As stais anse upon the night j- 

They gleamed on mail) a dusk)' tarn, {<" 
Haunted by the lodely earn , * 

On many a can n’s gray pyramid, 

Where urns of might) chiefs he lnd. 

Till high Dunedin the blazes saw, 

Fiom Soltra and Dumpender Law , 

And Lothian heard the Regent’s ouler, 

That all should bovyne them for the Border. 

30 The livelong night in Branksome rang 
The ceaseless sound of steel , 

The castle-bell, with backward clang 

Sent forth the hram peal , yJ- '> ' 1 

Was frequent heard" the heavy jar 
Where massy' stone and iron bar 
Were piled on echoing keep and tower, > 

To whelm the foe with deadly shower, 
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Was frequent heard the changing guaid, 

And v, atcli word from the sleepless waul. 
While, w enried by the endless dm, 
Blood-hound and ban-dog yelled within 

The noble Dame, amid the broil, 

Shared the gray Seneschal’s high toil, 

And spoke of danger with a smile , 

Checied the young knights, and counsel sage 
Held with the chiefs of riper age 
No tidings of the foe were biought, 

Nor oflns numbers knew' the> aught, 

Nor what in time of tiuce he sought 

Some said, that there were thousands ten , 
And otheis w'cened that it was nought 
But Leaen clans, or Tynedale men, 

Who came to gather m black mail , 

And Liddesdale, with small aiail, * 

Might drive them lightly back again 
So passed the anxious night away, 

And welcome w as the peep of day i 


Ceasvd the high sound— the listening throng 
Applaud the Master of the Song, 

And marvel much, m helpless age, 

So hard should be his pilgrimage 
Had he no friend — no daughter dear, 

Ills wandering tod to shaie and cheer. 

No son, to be his father’s sta), 

And guide him on the rugged w as ? — 

“Ay' once he had— but he was dead'” 
Upon the harp lie stooped his head, 

And busied himself the strings withal, 

To hide the tear, that fam would fall 
In solemn measure, soft and slow, 

Arose a father s notes of woe 


CANTO FOURTH 
Swef r Teuot ' on thj siher tide 
> The glaring bale-fires blaze no moie; G.< 1 
No longer steel clad w arriois rule v , 
-kl°ng thy w ild and w illowed shoic 
^ereer thou wjndisLby dale or hill, 

Ail, all is peaceful, all is still, , 

*' c i-vs " ™ smee 1 ime w as bom, v 

Since first they rolled upon the Tweed, 

Hail only heard the shepherd’s reed, - 

l Nor started at the. bugle horn W / ' 

w'v. C !' !C , h ^ c nf human time, ' 

’’ dlan " c 1,1 ce aselcss (lot 
l.etanu each grief, retains each crime, 

‘ cnr ' lf --'t couisc was doomed to know. 
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1 And, darker as it dovs mvard bears, 

' stained with past and""pfexeniTeai 

Lcnv as that tiileJiasadibed xx ith me, $2. 

, It still reflects to memory ’s ey e 
The hour, my bra\ e , my only boy 
| Fell by the side of great Dundee 
-Why, w hen the volleying musket plated , 
Against tlie blood>H^hlahrl~bhH}c “ 
j Why was not I beside him laid <— 

Enough — he died the death of fame, 

‘Enough — he died v, ith conquering Graeme. 

3 Now oxer Border dale and fell. 

Full wide and far xias terror spread , 

For pa fjiless marsh, and mountain cell, 

- " The peasant left his lowly shed 

_ *;The frightened flocks and herds were pent A ? 
Beneath the peel s rude battlement , / 

And maids and - matrons dropped the tcai, '' y ' 
While ready warnors sewed the sjiear 
F romJBranksome’s towers, the watchman’s eye . 
Djin wreatlf5j>f distant smoke can cpy, ^ ' 
Which, curling in the nsmg sun, ’ > ' 

Showed southern ravage was begun ^ ; 

1 Now loud the heedful gate-w ard_pried — I 
“Prepare ye all for blows and blood 1 
Watt Tinknn, from the Eiddel-side, 

7 Comes a-admg through" thellood 
. Full oft theTyuedale snat cher ? knock 
At his lone gate, and proxe the Jock , 

It x\as but last St Bam abrig ht 
' They sieged lnm a whole summer night. 

But fled at morning , w ell they knew, 

’ In xain he ne 7 er txyanged tlie yexv 
Right sharp has been the ex enmg shoxx e 
That droxe him from his Liddel tov er, 

'- And, byjnyiJaUtr 1 ’ the gate-x ard 'aid, 

"-“I think ’twill proxe a Warden-Raid ’ 

; Wlnle thus he spol e, thejhold-yeonian 
Entered the echoing barbican. f 
"Tie led a small and shaggy nag,x A 
n Th at through a bog , 'from hyg to hag, 
u Could bound like any Bilhope stag 
It bore his xxafe and children t xam ; 

A half-clothecl serf-> as all their train • 

Hisxxifc, 'tout, ruddy, ana dark-bro. ed, 

,Of silx er brooch and bracelet proud, j r 

- xLaughed'to Tier friends among The croVa 
" lie xx as of stature passin g tall 

But sparelx/omedTand lean xx ithai : 

A battered morio n on his brow ; 

A leathern .ret , as fencg _crcM„ , /,< , 
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On In'- hi end shoulder-, loo eh If _ 

A border-axe behind an-, 4 pg , , 

His spc.ir, si\ Scottish UK in h.. gui, 

Seemed ncaal) d)ed as ith gore , 

lli s shafts ind boss, of aTHdroti* ' irei ,,d* 
Ills hauls partner bote 


6 Thus to the Lodje did Tinlnm ho'. 

The tidings of the I nglfdi fo- - 
“licked Will Howard is marching he'e 
And hot 1 oid Deere, with rnj a 1 «■ »• 

And nil the German haidml wen, 

\\ ho Ins c long Kin ”t nslcrtcji 
’1 he) crossed the 1 lddcl at cuifei hour, , 
And luirned rnj hCOCToncl) tos er , 
lhc fiend iccevsc their souls therefor ’ 

It had not been burned this )csr ai 1 mote 
Bam-) ard and duelling, bla/ing bright. 
Seised to guide me on w> flight . 

But I tsas chased the h'c long night 
Black John of Akexhass, and 1 ergif, f. re fie, 
1 ast upon in) traces came, 

Until 1 turned at Priesthaugh Scrogg, 

And shot their hordes in the bog, 

Sless Fergus mill rnv lance outright — • 

I liad him Jong at high despite , 

J lie drove my cons last Fasteni’s night ” 


7 Non near} scouts from Liddc'dale, 

I' ust luin sing 111, confirmed the talc , 

\s far as the) could iudgc b\ 1 ell, 
iliree hours aioulcl bring to Fcsiot s strand 
Three thousand aimed Uughshntcn — 
Meanwhile, full man) a asarlil e band, 
From Fesiot, Aill, and Litnchc shade, 

Came in, their Chief’s defence to aid 
lliere ssas saddling and mounting m haste, 

T here as as pricking o’ci moor and lee , - 
,He, that ssas last at the lasting place, 

✓ AY as but lightly held of lus gas lad) c. 


S From fair St Afar) K silver ssas e, , 

Fiona shears Gmnesdeuch’s dusks height,'’-'/' 
His lead) lances rinrlcstanc bras e 
Aira)«l beneath a bannei blight 
The tre$sum\ flcur-dc-lucc lie claims , 

1 "J-Sdilic lus shield, since losnl James, 
Cncamped b) Fala’snioss) aaaae, 

, T he proud distinction grateful gas e, 

. l' 01 faith ’nud feudal jars , 

’ «ae IJiirlcstane alone, 

I Scotland 15 stubborn baions none 
s\ ould march to southem ware , 
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Ai.d hence, m fur remembrance worn, 

\ on sheaf of spears his crest his borne ; 
llcncclns high motto shines repealed — ' 

“Ready, n}c read} ’ for the field 

9 An aged hnignt, to danger s teel ed, <_ 

W Uli mam a most tioopejuame on , , 

And azure in a g"ok!en ’field, * W ~~ ' 

The stars and cies cent-ginced Ins shield, ’ r 
Without theUend of Murdieston t 1 
' Wide lav Ins land« lound Oakw oo d tower 
And w ide round haunted CaitTe-Ow er , 

High o\ ei Bortliw ich s mounPan flood 
IIis wood-embosomed mansion stood , 

In the daih glen so deep below 
1 he herds of plundered England low * 

IIis bold retainers dad} food, 

And bought with danger blows and blood 
Marauding chief ’ his sole delight 
The moonlight raid the,mommg fight j, 

Wot e\en IKeTlowmgpf Yarrow s charm-, 

111 }oinh, might vine ImT fig e’ Tor arm-, 

And still, m age, he spumed-at rest, 1 

And still his brows the helmet pres-ed 
.Ubctt the blancheddocks below 
Were white as Dnim's spotless snow 
Live stately w amors drew the sw onl 
Before their father’s band , 

.V brat er knight than Harden s lord 
Ne’er belted on a brand r 

io Scotts of Eskdale, a stalwart band, 

Came trooping down the Tcdshaw lull , 

B\ the sw ord the} w on their land, 

And b} the sword the\ hold it still 
1 learken Lad\ e to the tale, 

How thv sires won fair Eskcble. — 

Lari Morton was lord of tint anile} fair. 

The BeaTfisons were his aossals there 
The Earl was gentle, and mild of mood. 

Tire vassals w ere warlike, and fierce, and i ude , 

High of heart, and haught} of word 
Little the} recked of a tame lieg e-lom 
The Lail to'fiTTLskdale came 
Homage and <=e gnor) to claim r , 

Of Gilbert the'G' , Ilturd a herjot kc sought, 

S-i} mg, ‘ Gn e tin best steel" os a vassal ougnt ’• 

“Deal to me is rav bonny wh'te steed 
Oft has he helped me at pinch of need , 

Lord and Lad though thou Le 1 -loan, 

I can rem Bucksfoot l etter tinr thou ” — • 

Word on word gave fuel to fiie 
Till' so high!} blare l the Beattison’s arc. 
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Bui tint the Ini l tlic flight In 'l t~ ui, 

The \assnls there thur lord bud slain 
Sore he plied both v. hip and - pur. 

As lie mged his steed through 1 <1 mb rm.r;^ 

And it fell don n n n enry wugbU 
Just on the threshold of Bnnl c orac £pfe 

n 1 he Earl v. ns n w nlhful nnn to see ' 

Full fain nienged would he be 
In lnstc to Bnnksomt’s Foul 1 c ‘pol < 
laying, “Ini c these trutoi-, to tlis vd <- , 

For a'cast of hanks, anil n pm sc of } old, 

All Lskdalc I’ll sell thev, to hast ml hold 
Tlcshrcw tin heart, of the lit alti'-Oil--' cFn, 

If Thou lcaiest on Eskc - landed man' 

Jlut spare Woodkernckls lands n'onc. 

For he lent me lus horse to escape upon ’ — 

V glad man then v as Brmksomc bold, 

Down he llnng him the purse of gold , 

1 o Lskdalc soon he spurred amain, 

And nilh him fne hundred ndci j has ta cii 
He left Ins merr) men in the mist c-f die Ini', 

And hade them hold tliem close and stil 
And alone he n ended to the plain, 

To meet with the Galliard and all his train 
To Gilbert the Galliard thus he so d — 

“ Knou thou me for thy lieg e-lor d and hern 1 , 

Deal not u ith me as n itlf lilorton tane, 

For Scotts play be>t '’t the roughest game 

Gne me in peace my henot due 

Thy bonny ulnte steel, or thou shall rue ' 

If my horn I three times wind, 

Lsl dale shall long hue the sound m mind , 

12 Loudly the Beatlison laughed m scorn , — 

“Little caie we for thy mndtd hom 
Is e’er shall it be the Galhard’s lot 
lo yield his steed to a haughty Scott 
Wend thou to Brmksomc back on foot, 

With rusty spur and miry hoot ” — 

He blew Ins bugle so loud and hoarse, 

That the dun deer stu ted at fair Craikcross , 

He blew again so loud md clear, 

Through the gray mountain-mist there did lances appear 
And the third blast lang w ith such a -dm. 
that the echoes answered from I’cntouu hnn 
And all his riders came lrglitly m ’ 

Then lnd you seen a gallant shock, 

Vv hen sjddlesjj ereempued, and lances broke ' 

For each scornful W the Galliard had said, 

A Bcattison on the field w as laid 
Iis own good sword the chieftain drew. 

And he bofSThe Gallnrd through and thrci gn > 
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Where the Beattisons’ blood mixed with the ml 

The Galliard’s Iiaugh men call it still 

The Scotts have scattered the Beattison clan, 

In Eskdale they left but one landed man 

The valley of Eske, fiom the mouth to the source, 

Was lost and von for that bonny white hoi so 

13 WhitshdcdheJIawlc, and Headshaw-camc, 

And van 101s more tlnn I may name, 

From Yairow-clcucji to Hmdhaugh-sy air 

^ From Woodhou iidie to Che&tetrglen, 

Tiooped man and horse, and" bow and spear, 

Then gathering s 01 d was “ Bellen dcn 1 ’ 

And better hearts o’ei Boidei sod 
To siege or lescue nevei rode 
The Ladye marked the aids come in, 

And high her heart of pride arose, 

She bade her youthful son attend, 

That he might know his father’s friend, 

And learn to face his foes 
“ The boy is 11‘pe to look on war, 

I saw him draw a cioss-bow stiff, 

And his true anow stmek afar 
The raven’s nest upon the cliff. 

The Red Cioss, on a southern breast, 

Is bioadcr than the raven’s nest, 

Thou, Whitslade, shalt teach him his weapon to meld, 
And o’ei lum hold his fathei’s shield ” — 

14 Well may you think, the wily Page 
Cared not to face the Ladye sage 
He counteifeited child ishjeai, 

And slniekcd, and shed full many a teai, 

And moaned and plained in mannei v lid 
The attendants to the Ladye told, 

Some fairy, suie, had changed the clidci, 

That wont to be so free and bold 
Then wiathful n as the noble dame, 

She blushed blood led for very shaim — 

“Hence 1 ere the clan his faintness mlw, 

Hence with the weakling to Buccleuch' — 

Watt Tinlmn, thou shalt be his guide 
To Ranglebuin’s lonely side — 

Suie-some fell" fiend has cursed our line, 

That cowaid should e’er be son of mine 1 

15 A heavy task Watt Tmlinn had, 

To guide the counterfeited lad 
Soon as the palfiey felt the weight 
Of that ill omened elvish freight, 

lie bolted, sprung, and real ed amain, 

N01 heeded bit, 1101 curb, nor lcm , > i 
ircosTWatt TinlmnjnicUe toil 
To dine him but a Scottish mile C 
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But, as -i shallow brook they cro' ed, 

The elf, amid the running ‘•trean , 

Ills figure changed, Id c form lit drean>, ( 

And (led, and shouted, lod 5 

Tull fast the urchin iw and laughed, 

But faster still a cloth->avd slnfi 
Whistled from startler? 1 mlnm.’ J yn_ J 
And pierced lus shoulder through and thrr ugti 
Although the imp might not be slam, 

And though the wound "inn healed again, 

\ ct, as he ran, he y died for pain , 

And Watt of 1 rnltmi, much aghast, 

Rode back to Branl some fiery fast 

Soon on the hill’s steep serge he e'ood, 

I lnt looks o’er llranksome s ton cr-, ai d wood 
And martial murmurs, from Iielow , 

I’roclaimcd the approaching so lthern foe 
1 hrough the dark \\ ootl, in mingled tone, 

Were Border pipes and bugles blow n , 

The coursers' nciglnng he could ken, 

And measured tread of marching men ; 

While broV c at times the solemn hum, 

The Almayn’s sullen kettle drum 
And "banners tall, of trmvon sheen, 

Aboec the copse appear, 

And glistening through the has thorns green, 

Shine helm, and shield, and spear 

Light forayers first, to ucw the ground, 

Spurred tlvcir fleet courser ■> loo c elj round , r 
Behind, m close array, and fast, ' ' 

The Kendal archers, all in green, 

Obedient to the bugle blast, 

Ad\ anemg from the \\ ood arc seen 
To back and guard the archer band, 

Lord Caere's bill-men were at hand , 

, d lnrdy race, on-Irtlung bred, v 
With kirtJes white, and crosses red, 

Arrajed beneath the banner tall 
That streamed o’ct Acre’s conquered wall , 

And minstrels, as thej matched m older, 

1 layed, “ Noble Lord Dacrc, lie du ells oil the Boidci 
18 Behind the English bill and bow, 

Thernciceinucs, firm and slow, 
hloecd on to fight, m dark arra\, 

^Yolfcnstcm, 

• " lvo brought the bandTrorif distant Rhine, 

And sold their blood for foreign im 
he camp their home, their law the swoid, 

1 hey knew no country, owned no lord 

" cr f, T '°, t like England s sons, 

-But bore theJevm^darting guns 
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l ? ll lXa C0 ‘d s > ^11 frounced and broidered o’er. 

And nporsmgdiorns and scarfs4hey wore , 

Lach better knee .Was bared, to aid . * 

The w amors m the escal ade . , ' > 

All, as they marched, m rugg ed tongue 
Songs of 1 eutQnis.jEfiu.ds tlfej sung 

19 But louder still the clamour giew. 

And loudei still the mmstiels blew, 

When, from beneath the greenw ood tree, 

Rode fortli Lord Howmd’s elm airy , 

His me n-at-a rms, watli.glan e and spear, A 
BimigliLup/the battle’s glittering real 
There many a j outhful knight, full keen 
To gam his^spurs, 111 arms w as seen, 
"\YithJa-vour-m-his crest,- or glo\ e, 

Memorial of his ladye-los e 
So lode they foith m fair ariay, 

Till full their lengthened lines display , 

Then called a halt, and made a stand 

And cried, “ St George, for merr) Lngland ' ’ — 

20 Mow esery English eye, inten t, 'L " v 
On Branksome’s armed .towers was bent 
So neai they were, tint thej might know 
The straimngjiarsh of each cross-bow,. , 

On battlement and bai ti^an , 

Gleamed axe, and spear, and partisan , - 
Falcon, and cuh er/ on each lower/ 

Stood piomptthen deadlj hail to showci 
And flashing armour fiequent broke *. 

F iflpccddxmg 3' Juris o_f sable smoke. 

Where, upon tow er and turret head, 

The seething pitch and molten lead 
Reg ked^like a watch’s caldron red > 

"While jet thej r gaze, the' bndges fdl, 

The wacket opes, ana from the w all 
Rides forth the homy Seneschal 

Armed he rode, all sa\ e the head. 

Ills white beard o’er his bread-plate spread 
, v tJnbioke bj r age, erect his seat, 

He ruled Ins eager courser’s gait , * 

Forced him, w ith chastened fire, to p range, ' r ' 

And, high cury etting, slow advance [ - ' 

Ii sign of tnictfhis better liand ' 

Displaj ed a-peeled w illow wand , 

His squne, attending in the rear, ( 

Bore high a gauntlet on a spear 
When they cspied liim riding out, * 

Lord How ard and Loid Datre stout 
Sp_cd_tp the front of their arraj*, 

To hear what this old L night should say 
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< Ye English warden lord', of jou 
Demands the Ladye of BucclcvUi, 

Why, ’gunst the truce of Border tine, 

In hostile guise >c dare to ndc, 

With Kendal hot,, and Gdsland brand, 

And all yon mctccnary band, 

Upon the hounds of fan Scotland 5 
My Ladye reads you sn ith return , 

And, rfbutonc poor straw you hum, 

Or do our ton ers so much mult t 
As scare one snallov from her tied, 

St Mary ' but nc’ll light a hmml. 

Shall warm your hearts in Cumberland — 

A wrathful man mas Dicre's lord, 

But calmer Hon ard took the v Old — 

“ May ’t please thy Dame, Sir Scnc-chei 
lo seek the castle’s outward wall , 

Our pursuit a nt-at -arms shall show , 

Both wily we came, and when ne go " 

The message sped, the noble Dame 
To the walls' outward circle came, 

Each chief around leaned on Ins spear, 

To see the pnrsimant appear 
All in Lord How ard’s lir cry dressed, 

The lion aigent decked his breast , 

He led a boyof blooming hue — 

O sight to meet a mother's a lew 1 
It was the heir of great lined each 
Obeisance meet the herald made, 

'And thus his master’s will he said — 

24 “ Turks, high Dame, my noble Lord", 
’Gaurst ladye fair to draw tbeir swords, 

But yet they may not tamely see, 

All through the western w ardenrv, 

Your law -contemning kinsmen ride. 

And bum and spoil the Border side , 

And ill beseems your rank and birth 
To make your tow eis a. .demons fit th • 

We claim from thee William of Dclorame, 
That-he may suffer maich-trcason pam 
It was but last St.CutlibeFfs men 
J«e pneked-to -Stapleton .on Le\ cn 
- L - Harried the lands of JUchard'Musgrase, 
And slew Ins brother by Bmt~oLgKtvc" 
Then, since a lone and widowed Dame 
These restless riders may not tame, 

Either recene within thy towers 
Two hundred of my master’s powers. 

Or straight they sound their wanson, , 
And storm and spoil thy garrison" - 
f ^this fair boy, to London led, 

1 Shall pood King Edward’s page be bred * 
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25 Pie censed — and loud the boy did ciy, 

And stretched his little arms on high , 

Implored foi aid each well-known Pice, 

And stro% e to seek the Dame’s embrace 

A moment changed that Ladje’s clieei, ^ * 
Gushed to her eje the unbidden tenf 7 
She gazed upon the leaders round, 

And dark and sad each warrior ft owned , 

Then, deep within her-sobhmg breast 
She locked the struggling sigh to rest , 

Unaltered and collected stood, CL-oJ 
And thus leplied 111 dauntless mood — 

26 “ Say to jour Lords of high eniguze c.'' 

Who w ar on woman and on boys. 

That either William of Deloiame 

Will cleanse him, by oath, of marcli^treason staiji, 
Or else he will the combat take ” 

’Gainst Musgraae, foi his honoui’s sake 
No knight m Cumberland so good, 

But William may count with him kin and blood 
Knighthood lie took of Douglas’ sw ord, 

When English blood swelled Anciam foul. 

And but that Lord Dacre’s steed was wight, 

( And bare him ably in the bight, 

“Himself had seen him dubbed a knight 
For the joung heir of Brdnksome’s line, 

God be his aid, and God be mine 1 
Through me no fiiend shall meet his doom , 

Ileie, while I live, no foe finds room 
Then, if thy Lords then -purposejajgc, 

Take our defiance loud,- ancTHigh , 'r j 
Our slogan is thei r lyke-w-a ke dirge, *- { 

Our moat the grave where they shall lie ’ 


n 



Pioud she looked round, applause to claim — 
Then lightened Thirleslanes eje of flame , 
IIis bugle Wat oFHarden blew , 
Pcasils.andjieiijjoiis.wide weie flung, 

To heaven the Boidei slogan lung, 

" St Mary for the young Buccleuch 1 ” — 
The English wai-ciy answered wide, 

And for w aid bent eadi soutliern speai. 
Each Kendal archei made a stride, 

And drew the bowstimg to lus ear 
Each minstrel’s w'ar-note loud was blowai, — 
But, ere n_ gray-go ose..shnft had flown, 

A horseman gHIopccl from the real 
“Ah’ noble- Lords i” he, breathless, said, 
“What treason has joui njarch betrayed? 
What make jou heie, from aid so fai, 

Before you walls, mound you wai •* 

Your foemen tuumph m the thougrn. 
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In the old Doughs’ day 
He brooked not, lie, that scoffwgdonguc ' 
•Shoulfl"taTlus minstrelsy with wrong, 

/ Or call liis song unti ne , 

For this, when they the goblet plied, 

And such utde taunt lnd chafed his pride, 
The bard of Reull he slew 
On Teviot’s side, in fight, they stood, 

And tuneful hands weie stained with blood, 
Where still the thorn’s white branches wave, 
Memorial o’er lus mat's gra\ e 

35 Why should I tell the ngid doom, 

That dragged my master to his tomb , 

How Ousenam’s maidens tore their hair. 
Wept till their ej es w ere dead and dim, 

And wrung their hands for love of him, 
Who died at Jedwood Air? ' 

He died < — his scholars, “one by one, 

To the cold silent grave are gone , 

And I, alas 1 survive alone, 

1 o muse o’er rivalries of yore, 

And grieve that I shall hear no more 
1 he strains, with envy heard before , 

For, -with my minstrel brethren fled, h' 1 - 
My jealous) of song is dead 


He paused the listening dames again 
Applaud the hoary Minstrel’s strain , 

With many a word of kindly ch eer, — ? >\ ' * 

In pity half, and half sincere, — 

’Marvelled the Duchess liow r so well 
Hlrlegendary song could tell 
Of ancient deeds, so long forgot , 

Of feuds, whose memory w as not , 

Of forests, now laid waste and bare, 

Of towers, which lwrboui now' the haie , n 
Of manners, long since changed and gone ; f 
Of chiefs, w ho under their gray stone , i 
So long had slept, that fickle Fame 
a ‘ 3 ' 0tte d from her rolls then iiame, 

\nd tw ined round some new minion’s head 
lhe fading wreath for winch they bled , 

In sooth, ’tw as strange, this old man’s verse 
V-oulil call them from their marble heaise ! “ 

a ^' xr P cr smiled, well pleased , foi ne’er 
as Hatter) lost on poet’s ear 
V simple race 1 the) w aste their toil 
hor the v am tribute of a smile , 

, ^ their flame expires, 

Her dulcet breath can fan its fires 
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T'ic.r draOpmy fine} wakes at praise, 

And Mu\eS to Innt the shorl-li ,-e 1 blaze 

Smibsl then weh-pleastd, the Aged Mm, 

MH thus !iu i -L co,i'j[incd i tit 


ca\io i inn 


Cut ,t not vu» — the\ do not err. 

Who *-',-, tin- vhcif thi Poet dies, 

Aluto M uttre muut'is her voi-hippor, 

\nd cch nrve , Itn oUvqmes , 

Who * p'h ehff, Mid taiein lone, 

1 or the departed Inrd nrke moan , 

U’-'t i uiumams >u qi m cmtnl nil , 

That flu,- m-v u tetrs of balm distil , 

'I nru, gh Ins hoe ed grot es tint breeze? sigh, 
Amt o'hs, jn deeper groin, reph , 

At, t in cm te-'eh Ujcir uniting w-\c 
i o murmur dngg. rounu his grii e < *■ 

Not tint, m ‘oath, o’er mtjrUtLum- s 
*1 base thing n. minute nn nioum , 

Hot tint the e'rettn, tiic wood, the g-de, 

Isa Ouil ii ith the pi titan c w nl 
Of thmc, n ho, Use foi gotten Jong, j> * < 
Lnctlln the po*a\ fai'lmtl song," 

And, with the poet s parting hreith, 

WJiO'-c memory feels i second deith 
Tlie nmd’s p ilc ‘i.itie, who w ids hci lot, 
lint Icne, true love, should he foigot, 

1 ram rase mid lm\tl orn shakes tlie teir 
Upon the gentle muistiei’s bici 
’1 he Pintitom Kn*ght, In? glory fled, 

Mourns oVt the ftekis lie lieiped with d, id , 
Mounts the wild biut tint sweeps nnnm, 
And dined, s ilong tlie Inttle-plii.i 
1 lie chief, whose unique crownlel long l' ' 
t -ul! sparkled m the feiidil song, 

Vow, from the mountings misty thionc, 
bees, in the tlnnedom once his own, - 


Ills ashes unit tmguished hc ? 

Hn pkee, his power, his inemon die 
Ills groans the ’oncly caicrns fill, , 
Ills tears of nqe im pel the j ill * *■ **- 

All mo mi the mmstrcTsTiai-p unstrung, 


1 heir mme unknown, their pause unsung 


Scarcely the hot assault was staved, 

Jhe terms of mice were scarcely made, 

\\lien they could ‘an. from Bianksomc s towers, 
Hie ad\ aticing march of mailnl pow cis , , 
Thick -clouds of dust afai apj cued, 

And trampling steeds were faintly heatd , 





Ill i< r Ut spears, abo\e the column-, da '> 

Glanced momenlar) to the c un , 

And feudal banners fair display d ( 

I he, hands that nosed to B*-«h an u ‘ ■ - 

\ ids not to tell each hard', cDti < „ 

”1 rom the fair Middle March', carr.f , 

'1 he Bloods Heart bla-e 1 m the a" r, 
Announcing Dmigl vd drerded n run- 
e\ ails not to tell w hat stu <t > md \u"V' 

Where the Scacn Spears ofW eddrrh irm t 
'1 heir men in battle order *et , , 

c And Su into l lmd the larcc m K^t, 

That tamed of \ore the cpnkh,!', ere t 
Of Clarence’s I’lantageticl , 

Nor lbtl say Vjl»al hundreds nu *u, 

I* rom the rich Mcr»c and Lairmernto » 

And Tweed's fur border-, to '( e war, 

Beneath the ciest of old Dunbar, 

And Hepburn’*, mingled banner- come, 
Down the steep mountain ghttC'ing Hr, 

And shouting still, 1 V Home’ a Hums 

5 Now squire and 1 night, from Bran! some s.a ( 
On man) a courteous nics-age n cut , 

To ever) chief and lord they paid 
Meet thanks for prompt and powerful md 
And told them, — how a truce Mas made, 

And how a day of fight lias ta’cn 
’Twist Musgraie and stout Delorame , 

And how the I.adse prajtd them tier, 
(1 That all would stn) the fight to see, 

And deign, m lore and conrten, 

: To taste of Branhsome cheer , 

Nor, while they bade to feast each Scut, 
Were England’s noble Louis forgo' , 
Himself, the hoar) Seneschal, 

Rode forth, m secml) terms to call 
lliose gallant foes to Branhsome Hall 
Accepted Howard, than whom knight 
Was ne\er dubbed, more bold m light. 

Nor, when from war and armour free, 

More famed for slotel) courtesy r . ' 

But angry Dacrc rather chose 
In Ins pat ilion to repose 

6 Now, noble Dame, perchance )ou a>b 
How these two hostile armies met? 
Deeming it were no cas) task 
,,3° ^cep die truce which heie was set , 
Wheie martial spirits, all on fuc, 

Breathed onl) blood and mortal nc 

mutual inroads, mutual blow C 
in habit, and b) nation foes, 
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The) - H-t on Tc lot** 'trand > / < . 

Tin v met, nmi ou. them liimgfcd down, 

W it bout a lhr< at a tthout a Irmui, 

A b brother nu < t m foreign ’and 
The hand*, the -p.n tint htcly grasped, 
boJhn tl e mailed gmtulet clasped, 

V.Ve tuttiehaimed in greeting dc 11 , 
vron vert ra eti, nm! fates shown, 

And man} a friend, to friend made Know n, 
I w *o>>k of 'nual cheer 
Some <>ro\ c the tolls bowl about , 

\\ r 4 h dice and diaugnts * nne chased the da\ 
And iorte, * '«th iini.j nineira shout, 

In r.ot, res ehs, and rout, 

Pun eel the foot-bail phj 

7 Vet he it 5 .town, 1 ad bugles blown, 

OrMgnofa ubeen'ccn, 

Tho'e bautP, so fan together ranged, 

Tho-e Irn U, «t> Paul h interchanged, 

Had d) c'd aa ith gore ihe green „ 

Tne hut) '•host bvTe\ie f side 
JWt am] jn war enes wild and wide, 

And m the gro*m of death , 

And ajJimjer , now m fricm3<!up hue, 

The c ucrl ine'rl to part md share, 

Had found a bleed} sheath 
'Tv. ivt truce and \r.ar, such sudden change 
W a,, not unfreqncnt, ner lield strange, 

In the o r d Burner -da} , 

But yet on II rani l omo\ towers ami town. 

In peaceful merriment, ‘ .ink down 
The* srm’s declining i.ij 

8 T he blithesome signs of aaasscl ga} 

, Hcca)cd not w ith the d}ang da} , 

boon throngli the latticed window tall 
Of loft} Bfanl some’s lordly hall, 

Divided square by shafts of stone. 

Huge flakes of rucld)~TTrstre shone , 

Nor less the gilded r afters rang 
A ith merry harp and Beaker's clang , , 

And frequent, on the darkening plain, 

] oud hollo, whoop, or whistle ran, 

As bands, their straggleis to TCgam, 

Giae the duall watch-avord of then clan ; 
And resellers, o’er then bowk, pioclauw 
Douglas' or Dacre’s conquering name 

q Less fiequenl heard, and fainter still, 

At length the a ai ions clanioms died , 

And }ou might hear, fiom Bianksome lull, 

No sound but Tea tot’s rushing tide , 
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Save', when the chant wr rai'md 
The challenge of 1 1 v itch co FI t il. 

Anti ;avt', where, throti«h the dad 5 '<> *1 • *r 
1 he clanging n\c and hammer * w>* 

Rung from the nc’her lav n , 

Tor mail) a bu-.) hand $otkd tbir , 

Strong pates to snape, a id \v on-, to * ..a 1 ‘ r - r 
ihc h4s’ drew hone-s to pvpare, 

Against tiie morrow’s ckwn 

10 Margaret from liali di 1 'non rein a*. 

Despite the 3 Janie’s repimmpc 1. 

Nor marl cd she, os *hc left lur ‘.rt, 

Full man} .a s'lfled sigh 
For many a noble v amor » trove 
To win the Flower of Tea tot's la e, 

And many a hold all. — 

With throhbtn" head nrd onvKi’i-. 1 1 a* - !. 

All in her lonely hotter '’par!, 

In lirol cn sleep she lav 
Betimes, from stll en coticli she ros» , 

While yet the bannered hosts 1. po-c 
She Mewed the dawning da 
Of all the hundreds sunk to rot, 

Fj tst wok e .the loveliest and the he t J .< C. 
II She garcfl upon the inner court. 

Which m the tower’s tall shadow lav , 
Where couiseis’ clang, and -4 ' inp, and 
Had rung the livc-kuig yesterday ' 

Now still as death , till, stalknv, s'ow,— 

The jingling spurs announced lus tro l,~ 

A stateh warrioi passed helov , 

But when lie raised his plumed head— 

Blessed Mary t can it be’ 

Secure, as if in Otiscnam bowers, 

He walks through Bianl some’s ho>tio timers. 

V ith fearless step and free 
She dare not sign, she date not sped, — 

Oh' if one page’s slumbers bleak, 

His blood the pi icc must pay 1 
- ot all tlie pearls Queen Man v ears 

^.^gara’s }ct more prec.ou, tears, 
jh'iU bu) Ins life 'i (h) 

Yet was Ins hazard small— for well 

^ °nr o a/ . b ? l nnlv > ou of the ‘•pell 
Of tint sly urchm Page , 

This to Ins lord l, e d.d impart 

And made lum seem, by glamour art 

A 1 mght from Ilcnmtage 

bnchallengcd, thus, the waideiT no-t 

^ if * t 


12 
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Bui, O ’ what mimic’s quaint ch^giusc ^ J - ' 

Could blind fair Maigaicfs antic eyes i 
She started from her scat. 

While with surprise and feai she sIiotp, 

And both could scarcely mailer Io\e — '* 3. 1 

Lotd Henry’s at her feet 

13 Oft 1 m e I mused, w hat purpose bad 
That foul malicious urchin had 

To bring this meeting round , 

Forhapp) lose 's a hca\cnlj sight, 

And by a a ile malignant spnte 
In such no joy is found 
And oft I ’sc deemed, perchance he thought 
*1 11c.11 erring passion might have wrought 
Sorrow, and sm, and shame. 

And death to Cranstoun’s gallant Knight 
And to the gentle Ladjc blight, 

Disgrace, and loss of fame 
But catlhlj spmt could not tell 
The beau of them that Ion cd so well 
"Ime Iotc’s the gift which God has given 
T o man alone beneath the heas en 
It is not Fantasj ’s hot fire, 

\\ ho-e w ishes, soon as granted, fl\ 5 
It litetli not in fierce desire, 

W ith dead desire it doth not die 
It is the secret sympathj, 

'I he silvei link, the silken tie, 

Which heait to heart, and mind to mind, 

In body and in soul can bind — 

Now leate we Margaret and her Knight, 

To tell } ou of the appi oaching fight 

14 Their warning blast the bugles blew, 

flic pipe’s shrill poit. aroused each clan , l 
In haste, the deadly strife to view, 
ihe tioopmg warnors eagei lan 
'thick lound the lists their lances stood, 

Like blasted pines in Ettucke wood, 
io Branksome many a look they threw, 
fhe" combatants’ approach to new, 

^ And bandied many a woid of boast, 

About the knight each fas oured most 

IS Meantime full anxious was the Dame, 

For now arose disputed claim, 

Of who should fight foi Deloiaine, 

’Twixt Harden and ’twixt llnrlestane 
They ’gan to reckoo km and lent, 

And frowning blow ou brow was bent. 

But jet not long the strife— for, lo 1 
Himself, the Knight of Delorame, 

Strong, as it seemed, and free fiom pain 
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In armour ibi "the 1 fiom tn> fe ,f3 "* 
Appealed, and cnncd the tombd ilr- 
Tlie Dime hef charm 'itcrr< fid 5 net 
\ud the fierce chiefs thur cl- tin* « 'H' ( 

16 When for the lists iht\ “>"i> < !ir V' ' n > 
The study Ladye’s 'illci irtu 
Did noble Ilo'—'rd hold, 

Unarmed by her -ulc he mB?' 1 , 

And much, m courteous phrase they fui 
Ol felts of arms of oh 1 
Costly his garb— h'-> I ltmish tuff • 

1 ell o’er Ins double*, 'Inpe l o ( b X;, 

With «alui slrhed, md hncu ; 
lawny Ins hoot, met gull hw f-j .'r, 

Ihs clod- ms ill of 1’ob'iid h r. 

Ills hose with sihc* twined 
His Bilboihlide, by M-rclira« n f 1>, 

Hung m i broid and studded 1 d , 

Hence, in rude phr-sc, the bordcre" 'till 
Called noble Ilowinl “Belted \\ ill 


17 Behind Lord Ilowird md the 'D-rc, 

l r air Margaret on her palfrty ci nc, , 
• - *- Whose fool-cloth swept the ground;, 

< Wlutc wis her w unple, md hei red, 

And her loose loci s 1 duplet p de 
, Of wlutc-t roses bound , 

The lordly Angus, by her side, 

In courtesy to cheer her tried , 

Without Ins ml, her hind in Min 
Ilid strosc to guide liei hrotdcred rein 
lie deemed, she shuddered at the sight 
Of wirriors met for niortil figlu , 

But cause of teiroi, ill unguessed, 

W is fluttering m her gentte hreast, 

When, in their clmrs of cannon placed. 
The Dime md she the birners graced 
Ihize of the field, the young Bucclcncn 
An English knight led forth to new , 
Scncc rued the boy his piesent plight, 

So mudi lie longed to *cc the fight 
Withm the lists, m knightly pride. 

High Home and haughty Dacrc hoc 
Their leading stiffs of steel they 1 idd. 
As mirshals of the moitil field 
\ hilc to each knight their care as'tirnica 
Like vantage of the sun md w md 
xhen heralds hoarse did loud proclaim. 
In king and queen and w aulen’s name, 
ci ? one ’ while lasts the strife, 
Should dare, hy look, or sign, or worn, 
Aid to a Unmpion to afford, 


IS 
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On peril of Ins life* 

And not a bieatli the silence broke, 

1 dl thus the alternate heralds spoke — 

English Herald 

19 Ilctc slandclh Richaul of Mttsgme, ' 1 
i Good knight and true, and %cly bom, 
^AoJSSds horn Deloruwe to crvse, *_ 

't w, lor foul despiteous scaUie'and scorn A 
lie saveth, tint WilharrTof Delormne 1 ' v 
_ Is traitoi false by Border laws, 

This w itlv Ins sword he will maintain, 

So help him God, and lus good cause 1 

Scottish Herald 

•0 Here standeth William of -Delorame, 

Good hmght and liaie, of noble slxairt, 

, ho sayeth, that foul treason’s stain J ^ > 

, Since he bore aims, ne’er sotlecThis coat ,, 
j 1 And that, so help him God abox e 1 

1 He will on Mtisgraxcs bod) prox c ,L - • 
He hes-most-foully-mjus.tliroat _ j 

Lord Dacre. " ' 

Forward, bia\c champions, to the light 1 
^ound trumpets ' 

Lord Home 

• ‘‘God defend Uie light ' ’ 

The”, lexiot' how thine echoes lang, 

When bugle-sound and trumpet-clang 
Let loose the martial foes, * 

And m mid list, w ith shield poised high, 1 
And mcasuied step and wary e) e, 

The combatants did close 

si III w ould it suit } our gentle ear, 

Ye loxcly listeners, to hear 

How to the axe the helms did sound, 

And blood pouied down from mam a wound, 
F01 desperate w as the strife, and long, 

And utliei warrior fierce and stiong 
But, were each dame a listening knight, 

I well could tell how w amors fight, 

Foi I liaxe seen war s lightning flashing. 

Seen the clu\ more w ith ba) onet clashing 
Seen thiougli red blood the wai -horse dashing 
And scorned, anud the leclmg strife, 

To ) leld a step for death or life 

22 Tis done, ’tis done' that fatal blow 

Has sti etched him on the blood) plain, 
lie stmes to rise — Braxe Mu<giixc, no' 

Thence ncx cr shalt thou me ag-nn * 
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lie chokes in Wood— some fuendly liana 
Undo the visoi’s Inned bind, 

Unfix the gorget's iron clasp, 

\nd give him loom for life to gasp! 

0, bootless aid 1— haste, liol> 1'riar, 

Haste, ere the sinner shall expire ’ _ 

Of all his guilt let him be shriv cn, 

.And smooth Ins path from earth to hca' cn 

23 In haste the holy Fmr sped ''' * > “ 

Ills naked foot vas dyed with red, 

As through the lists he ran , 

Unmindful of the shouts on high. 

That hailed the conqueror’s -victory. 

He laiscd the dying man, 

Loose u aved his sih er beard and hair, 

As o'er lnm he kneeled down m prayei , 

And still the crucifix on high 
He holds before Ins darkening eye , 

And still he bends an anxious ear, 

His faltering penitence to hear , 

Still props him from the bloody sod, 

Still, even when soul and body part, 
l’ours ghostly comfort on Ins heart, 

And bids him trust m God 1 
Unheard lie prays, — the death panu’s o’erl- 
Ilichnul of Musgiave breathes no moie 


24 As if exhausted m the fight, 

Oi musing o’er the piteous sight, 

The silent victor stands , 

IIis beaver did he not unclasp, 

Maiked not the shouts, felt not the grasp 
Of gratulutmg hands 
"When lo' strange cries of wild surprise, 
Mingled with seeming terror, rise 
Among the Scottish bands , 

And all, amid the thronged arrn } , 

In panic haste gas e open way 
To a half-naked ghastly man, 

"Who downward, from the castle ran 
lie crossed the bai rieis at a bound, 

And wild and haggard looked around, 
As dizzy, and in pam , 

And all, upon the armed ground 
Knew W illiam of Delorame 1 
1 achladye sprung from seat with speed , 
\ auhea each marshal from lus steed 
thou,” they cried, 

Mho hast this battle fought and won?” 
P} l,Rle d helm was soon undone — 
Uranstoun of 1 evict side 
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Fox this fair prize I ’vc fought and non. 

And to the Ladye led her son. 

5 Full oft the rescued boy she hissed. 

Add often pressed him to her breast 
For, under all her dauntless show , ' 

Her heat t had throbbed at every blow 
\ et not Lord Ci anstoun deigned she greet. 
Though low he kneeled at her feet — 

Me lists not tell u hat v\ ords were made, 
What Douglas, Home and Hon aid said— 
For Howard was a generous foe — 

And hoi.' 1 the clan united prayed, 

The Ladye would the feud foiego. 

And deign to bless the nuptial hour 
Of Cranstomi’s Lord and f eviot’s Flou or 
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She looked to river, looked to hill,, 

Thought on the Spirit’s piophecy, 

Then broke her silence stern and still, — 

“ Not you, but Fate, has vanquished n.e , 
Their influence kindly stars may show er 
On Tcvot’s tide and Branksome’s touei, 

Foi pride is quelled, and love is free 
She took fair Margaret by the hand. 

Who, breathless, trembling, scarce might stead 
That hand to Cranstoun’s lord gave she — 

“ As I am true to thee and thine, 

Do thou be true to me and mine 1 „ , 

1 his clasp of love our bond shall he; - 
Foi this is your betrothing day, , 

And all these noble Ioids shall stay. 

To grace it with their company ’ — 

All iis they left the listed plain, cr- . ^ z *« 
Much of the story she did gam , J 
How Crmstoun fought with Delorame, 

And of his Page, and of the Book, 

Which from the w ounded knight he took , 

And how he sought her castle high, ^ - 
That mom, by help ofgramarye , - v . f-“ U 
How, m Sir William’s armour djght, i-Lr < , 
Stolen by lus Page, while slept the knight, 

He took on lum the single fight 
But half lus tale he left unsafd, 

And lingered till he joined the maid — 

Cared not the Ladye to betray , f 

Her mystic arts i n view of day , " ' ' J 

But well she thought, ere midnight came, 

Of that strange Page the pride to tame, 

From his foul hands the Book to save, 

And send it back to Michael’s grave — 

Needs not to tell each tender word f 

Margaret and 'l\mt Cranstoun s lord, D 
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lay of the last minstrel 

Nor how she told of former woes 

And how her bosom fell and ro-,e, i _, 

While he ind Musgrave bandied blows 
Needs not these lovers’ joys to tell , 

One day, fair maids, you ’ll hnov ' them net) 

tS William or Delonme, some chance 

Had wakened ftom his death like trance , ; 

And taught that, m the listed plain, 

Another, in his arms and shield, 

Against fierce Musgiave a\e did wield, 

Under the name of Delorainc 
Hence, to the field, unarmed, he ran, / ,~ 

And hence his presence scared the clor, 

Who held him for sohil fleeting w raitli, • 

And not a man of blood and breath 
Not much this new ally he loved, 

Yet, when he saw what liap had proved. 

He gieeted him right heartilie 
He would not waken old debate,'// '< 

For he w as void of rancorous hitd, h 
f) Though rude, and scant of courtesy , 

! in raids he spilt but seldom blood, 

Unless when men at arms w ithstooth 
Or, as was mcebdor deadly feud P~ 

He ne’er bdfc grudg e for stabvart blow, 

'• Ta’en m fair fighTTrom gallant foe " 

And so ’twas seen of him, e’en now , 

When on dead Musgrave lie looked down. 
Grief darkened on his rugged brow, 

Though half disguised with a fiown. 

And thus, while sorrow bent Ins bead, 

His focman s epitaph he made 

9 “Now, Richard Musgrave, liest thou here 5 
I ween, my deadly enemy, 

\ For if I slew thy brother d ear— 

' Thou slewst a sister’s son to me , 

1 And when I lay m dungeon dark, 

Of Naworth Castle, long months three, 

Till ransomed for a thousand mark, 1 
Dark Musgrave, it was lqng.of.th.ee. .. - 
And, Musgrave, couldour fight be tried, 

And thou wert now alive, as I, 

N °m° r tal man should us divide, 

Till one, or both of us, did cue 
\et rest thee God > for well I know, 
t nc ®hall find a nobler foe 
in all the northern counties here, 

* n5l° si s P ur > and spear, 

‘he best to follow gear 
I was pleasure, as we looked behind, 
io sec how thou the chase couldst vvund, >\ 
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Cheer the dark bloodhound on Ins v ay, 
AjTcT\\]th the bugle rouse the fray I *, 

I ’d give the lands of DelorameT ' * 

Dark Musgrave veie alive again 

So mourned he, till Loid Dacie’s band, 
-Were bowning back to Cumbeiland 1 
They laised biave Musgrave from the field. 
And laid him on his bloody shield, 

On levelled lances, four and four. 

By turns, the noble burden bore 
Before, at times, upon the gale, 

Was heaid the Minstiel’s plaintive vail. 
Behind, four pries Is, m sable stole, z, > ' 
Sung re quie m for the warrior’s soul ; 

Around' the hoiscmen slowly rode , 

With trailing pikes the spearmen trod , 

' And thusThe gallant knight they bore, 
rinougli Liddesdale, to Leven’s slioie. 
Thence to Holme Coltrame’s lofty na\c, ' f 
And laid him in 3ns fathei ’s grav c ’ 1 


The harp’s wild notes, though hushed the song 
The mimic maich of death prolong, , '' 

How seems it fai, and now a-near, 

Now meets, and now eludes the ear. 

Now seems some mountain-side to sv cep. 

Now faintly dies in valley deep , 

Seems now as if the Minstrel’s vail. 

Now the sad requiem, loads the gale; 

Last, o’er the warrior’s closing grave, 

Rung the full choir m choral stare V „ 

After due pause, they bade him tell. 

Why he, who touched the harp so veil. 

Should thus, v ith ill-rev arded toil, 

Wander a poor and thankless c od, . 

When the more generous Southern Lana 
Would v ell requite Jus skilful hand 

The Aged Harper, howsoe’er 
Iiis only friend, Ins harp, vas deal, 

Liked not to hear it ranked so high 

Above his flov mg poesy 

Less liked he still, that scornful jeer ' 

Misprized the land he loved so dear; 

High vas the sound, as thus agun 
The Baid resumed his minstrel s' run 


CANTO SI V1H. 

BRFATirns there the man, with soul so ucad, 
Who never to himself h-th said, 

This is my ov n, my native I \nd! 
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Whose heart hath ne'er v, itinn him burned, 

As home his footsteps lie hath turned 
Fiom wandering on n foreign strand — 

If such there breathe, go, mark him net! ; 

For him no minstrel raptures sw ell , 

High though lus titles, proud his name. 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim. 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 

The wretch, concentred all m self, 

Living, shall forfeit fan lcnown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence lie sprurg, 
Unwept, unlionoured, and unsung 

<z O Caledonia ' stein and wild, 

Meetnurse for a poetic dnld ! 

Land of biown heath and shaggy wood, 

Land of the mountain and the liood, 

Land of my sires 1 what mortal lnnd j 
Can e’er untie the filial band, 

That hints me to thy rugged strand * 

Still, as I view each well-know n scene, 
Think wliat is now, and what hath been, < 
Seems as, to me, of all bereft, C 

Sole friends thy woods and streams were 1 
And thus I love them better still, 

Eien in extremity of ill. 

By Yarrow’s stream still let me stray, 
Though none should guide my feeble way , 
Still feel die breeze down Ettricke break, 
Although it chill my withered cheek , 

Still lay my head by Teviot stone, 

Though there, forgotten and alone, 

The Bard may draw his parting giowr ‘ 


I Hot scorned like me, to Bmksome Hall 
The Minstrels came, at festive call , 

-Trooping they came, from near and fai, 

' The jovial priests of mirth and war , 

Alike for feast" and fight prepared, 

Battle and banquet both they shared 
Of late, before each martial clan, 

They blew their death-note m the van. 

But now, for every merry mate, 

Rose the portcullis’ iron grate , 

mi^ y j° Und they strike the string, 

They dance, they revel, and they sing, . j 
Till the rude turrets shake and rmg 
4- Meteb not at this tide declare (J ' 

the splendour of the spousal ule, V _ 

How mustered m the chapel fair 

matron, squire and knight 
Me lists not tell of owches me, L~f£ } *'— • 




Lind of the mountain and the flood ” 
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Of mantles green, and bi aided ban, , 
And kirtles fun ed w ith lmrnj er , t 
Wliat plumage waved the altar round, 

How spurs, and ringing chainlets, sound 
And hard it w ere for Bardlo'speak 
The changeful hue of Maigaiet’s cheek , 
That lo\ely hue which comes and flies, 

As awe and shame alternate use 1 

5 Some bards haa e sung, the Ladye high 
Chapel or altar came not nigh , 

Nor durst the ntes of spousal grace. 

So much she feared each holy place 
False slanders these — I trust nghl avell, 
She wrought not by foibidden spell , 

/ Foi mighty avoids and signs liav e power 
O’er spilfes liTplanetary horn 
Yet scaice I praise their a enturous part, ' 
Who tamper avitli such dangerous art 
But this for faithful truth I say, — 

The Ladye by the altar stood. 

Of sable a civet her arra) , 

And on her head a crimson hood, 

With pearls embroidered and entaa med, t j 
' Guaidcd avith gold, avitli ermine lined , 

A me.rhn sat upon her aaaist, 

Held by a leash of silken lavist 

6 The spousal riles avere ended soon 
’Tavas noav the merry hour of noon, 

And in the lofty arched hall 
Was spiead the goigeous festival 
Steaaaid and squne, avith heedful haste, 
Marshalled the rank of eaety guest , 

Pages, aaith ready blade, aaeie there. 

The mighty^ meal to carae and share 
O er capon, heron-sheav, and crane. 

And princely peacock’s gilded train. 

And o’er the boar-head, garnished bra\ e. 

And cygnet, horn St Mary's avaae, 

O er ptarmigan and aenison, 

The priest had spoke Ins benison 
Then lose the riot and the dm, 

Aboae, beneath, av itliout, aaatlun' 

Foi, from the lofty balcony, 

Rung trumpet, slialm, and psaltery' , 1 ’ ' 

Their clanging boaals old av amors quaffed, 
Loudly they spoke, and loudly laughed , 
Whispeicd young knights, in tone more mild, 
To ladies fan, and ladies smiled 
The hooded hawks, high peiched on beam, 
Tiic clamour joined avith whistling scream, 
And flapped their wings, and shook their bells, 
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ziYOf tin //'? T/n w/rr, 

In concert wi'h the ‘5s ; hwm 1 ’ S' 

Round i’o tin- fH 1 •> T *'*' * v “ 

Irom Uofttkn' Orfran', or tl»J K. -» 

Their ta Is the limy " u l’ H * 

Ami "11 l «mth ’wi ifvi’r. 


The Gobi in Urge o i.dut g 
No opportunity of ill, 

Suove now, wink biro 1 J‘ 1 ’ ho* c"d 1 '*» 

lo ioisf dcbM< ami V a’v > 5 , 

1 ill C omad, lotd of wrdf. , irE *. 

By n time fierce, ami • atm '■ • > It' <* <% 

And not m humour l.i{ hi c 1 tat. 

About some net 1 . 1 •" 1> d i> J 1 » ’ 

High words to words ’"ig *i ' 

Smote with ln r gaimtl t ‘tout lit ('tin.! , 

A iiot ami har.lv Rutherford, 

Whom men call 13 tel ou Urv. the S , j <1 
lie look it on the ' y e, 

llunthill had tlmcn these stcr-ds n wry 
Then Hot ard, Home, rnd Dong, a. n , 

The 1 indling discord to rompo e , 

Stem Rutherford light It, tie c v.t. 

But bit his glove, and < hook h -> he'd — 

A fortnight thence, in Ingle' oM, 

Stout Conrad, cold, and druichoi m 1 k“>l, 
IBs bosom goied with irm no i d, 

Was by a woodman’s lynie-dng foi nd , 
Unknown the manner of Ins di'th, 

Gone was his brand, both sword and '■heath , 
But ever from that tune, ’tw is said, 

Hiat Dickon wore a Cologne blade. 


8 The Dwarf, who feared his master'., eye 
Might Ins foul treachery ctpio, v 
Now sought the castle blitters, i 
Where many a yeoman, bold and fiee, 

' Revelled as merrily and well 
As those that sat m lordly selle s 
Watt Tinlmn, there, dul/rahklv raise 
'1 he pledge to Arthur rirc-thcltr-ts, 
-And he, as liy his breeding Bound, 

To Howard’s merry men sent U round. 

To quit them, on the Entfhsh side, 

Red Roland horsier loudly cned, 

" A deep caionse to you fmr bride'” - 
' At ev cr > Pledge, from \ at ami pad, 

1 named foilb, m floods, the nut-brown nl 
\\ lute sliout tbc riders ev cry one 
Such day of ninth ne’er cheered then clai 
Since old Luccleuch the name did gam. 
When m the clcneli the buck was ta’cn 
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K 

9 The w tly Page, w ith r engeful thought, / 
Remembered him of 1 mimn’s j ew. 

And suoie it should he dearly bought 
’1 hat crer he the anon drew 
r irst, he the } eoman did molest, 

AYnh bitter gibe and taunting jest; 

I old, how he fled at Solway strife, 

And how Hob Aimstiong cheered his wife, 

J3 hen, shunning 'till his pow erful arm, 

, At unaw ares he v i ought him harm , 

ITom trencher stole his choicest cheer. 

Dashed from his bps Ins can ofbeer, 1 * 

Then, to his Lnee sly creeping on, 

M ith bodkin pierced him to the bone 
The a enomed w onnd, and festering joint, 

Long after i ued that bodkin’s point 
1 he startled \ oenian sw ore and spumed, 

And board and flagons or ertumed , 

Riot and clamour w dd began , 

Hack to the hall the Urchin ran ; 

Took m a darkling nook his post, 

And grinned and muttered, “Lost' lost' lost’’ 

B) this, the Dame, lest further fra) r .. 

Should mu the concord of the day 
Had bid the Minstrels tune their la) 

And first stept forth old Albert Grume 
1 he Minstrel of that ancient name 
A\ as none w ho struck the harp so w ell, - k 

Within the landJDebateable , - 1 v " 

' Well fnendedToo, hts haid) km, 

Whocr er lost, w ere sure to w m , 

They sought the beer es, that made thur broth. 

In Scotland and m England both 
In homely guise, as nature bade. 

Ills simple song the Boiderer said 

Albert Grsime. 

It was an English Lad) e bright, 

(The sun shines fair on Carlisle w all,) 

And she w oeld many a Scottish knight, 

For Lor e w ill still be lord of all 

Blithe]) the) saw (he rising sun, 

"\\ lien lie shone fair on Carlisle wall 
But they were sad ere day was done, 

Though Lore was still the lord of all 

Her sjre gar e brooch and jew el fine, 

■\\ here the sun shines fair on Carlisle wall , 

Her brother gare but a flask of wine, 

' For jre that Lor e w as lord of all 
I oi she had lands, both meadow and lee 
Where the sun shines fair on Cai lisle w all, 
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And he wore hci dentil, ere lie nmiH '« 
A Scottish 1 night the loin of nil 


Tint ns me she lnd not tasted as ell, 

(Tlie inn slimes fur on Carlwc ss ■'ll, , 
When (lend, in her (me lore’s w, she kb, 
Tor Lose was still the lord of nil 


lie pierced her brother to the heart, 

W here the sun slum-; fur on Carlisle mil 
So perish nil, ssould true lose, part, 

Tint Los e may still be lonl of nil 1 


And then he took the cross dia me, 

Where the sun shine, fur on Carii-dc a, ail. 
And died for her r al c m Palestine, 

So Lose was still the lord of all 


Now all ye losers, tint faithful pros e, 
(The sun slnnes fatr on Carlisle s all,) 
Pra) for their souls who died for lost, 
J'or Lose shall still be lord of all 1 


3 As ended Albert’s simple laj, < 

Aiosc a bard of loftier port , ( 

For sonnet, rhyme, and roundels), <■ 
Renow ned in lnuglit) Henry s court * 
There rung thy harp, unns ailed long, 
Fit7trasei of the sdsersong! 

) Tlie gentle Surrey losed lus l)ic — 

Wlso Ins ri 5 l heard of Surrc)’s fame? 
His ssas the hero’s soul of file, 

And his the bard’s smnsoital name, 
And Ins svas los e, exalted lngli 
By all the glosv of elm air) 


14 They sought, together, climes afar, 

Asad oft, anthin some ohsc grose, 
hen canning came, ssith tumbling stai, 
1 hey sung or Surrey s absent lose 
His step the Italian peasant sla)cd, 

And deemed that spirits from on high. 
Round as here some hermit saint ssas laid, 
Were breathing lieas cnly melod) , 

So ssscet did harp and soice combine 
To praise the name of Geraldine 


15 Pitctiaser S O ssliat longue ma) say 
- , e pangs thy faithful bosom kness. 

When burrey, of the deathless lay, 

Uiigiateful Tudor’s sentence slew ? . 1 

Rcgaidlcss of the t) lant’s fross n, 1 

iiis havp called svrath and scngcaiice down. 
He left, for Naas orth’s non leavers, 

S\ mdsor s green glades, and courtly boss ess. 
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And, faithful to Ins patrons mine, 

W jch Hon aid still l*u 7 in\cr came, ‘ 

l/ird William’s foremost fax ouritc he, 

And chief of all his minstrelsy 

i'nvTrM. 1 1 

16 ' 1 and Sunej’s hcait beat high, 

lie beam the midnight-bell w hlv anxious stait, 
'VUuth told the injstic bom, approaching nigh, 

Wnon w I sc Cornelius piomised, by Ins art, 

1 o '•how to him the lad) e of Ins heai t, 
r betwixt them roared the ocean gum, 

h et c o the 'age had bight to play his pait, > 
lint lie should see her foun m life and limb 
\nd mark if still she loved and still she thought of him, 

17 Dark a\ as the a lulled room of gmmar) e, 

io a’ Inch the Wimd led the gallant Knight, 

Save that before a mirror, huge and high, 

A hallowed lapct shed a ghmmcung light 
On in) stic implements of magic might, 

On cross, and clmractci, and talisman, 

And ahrngest, and altar, nothing bright 
.. For fitful was the lustre, pale and wan, 

A' wu'ch light, b) the bed of some deputing man 

iS Cut soon, within that nunoi, huge and high, 

Was seen n vcICcmittcd light to gleam, / 1 
And forms upon its hi east the carl ’gnn sp), 

Cloud) and imustinct, as feverish dream, 

7 ill, slow arranging, and defined, they seem 
To form a lordl) and a lofcy room, 

I’art lighted b) a lamp with silver beam, , { 

Placed b) a couch of Agra’s silken loom, u > ' V 
And part b) moonshine pale, and part vv'as hid 111 gioom 

19 Pan all the pageant — but bow passing fair 

7 he slender form, which la) on couch of Ind 1 
O’er liei white bosom strayed liei hazel hair, , 

Pale her dear check, as if for love she pined, • ‘ 

* All 111 her night lobe loose, she lay reclined, 

' > And, pensive, lead fiom tablet ebnnnne 

^omc sliain' that seemed her inmost soul to find — 
Unt favouicd strain was Sune)’s laptmcd line 
That fair .and lovely form, the Lad)c Geraldine 

20 Slow rolled the clouds upon the lovely form, 

And swept the goodly vision all aw a) — 

So ro)al envy rolled the murky storm 
i- O’er my beloved Master’s glorious day 
"Thou jealous, ruthless tyrant ! Heaven lepay 
On thee, and on tliy cluldien’s latest line, 

The wild capucg of thy despotic swa), 

T The gorTbridal bed, the plundered shrine. 

Hie mnufeied SuucyC blood, the tcais of Geiakhne 
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jjoih Scots and Srmthei i cli cf', prolong 
Applauses of FUrtrav tr’s ‘Oi " 

These hated Henry \ name a death, 

And those still held the ancient faith 
1 hui, fioin lus scat, v ith lofiv nir, 

■Rose Id avoid, hard of biave Si Clair; 

Si Clair, who, feasting high Homs 
Had with that lord to battle comt 
Harold was hom where re 1 tic ■> ‘••'a' 

Howl round the stoim s vept < Jna'les , 
Where erst St Clairs held prince!) • v.av 
O’er isle and islet, stiait and bay , — , 

Still nods their palace to its fall, 

Thy pride and son ow, fair Kirkwall ’ — 
Thence oft he marked fierce Penthnd n 'c, 
As if grim Odin rode her wave , 

And watched, the whilst, with wage ; ale, 
And throbbing heart, the struggling '-ad 
I or all of wonderful and wdd 

Had rapture for the load) child 
■**» 1 


22 \nd much of wild and wonderful 
In these rude isles might 1 anc> cult , 

For tluthcr came, in times afar, 

Stem Lochlm’s sons of roving war, 

The Norsemen, trained to spoil and blood, 
Skilled to prcpaie the raven’s fooa , 

Kings of the main their leaders In tve. 

Their barks the dragons of the w a\ c 
And there, m many a stormy vale, 

The Scald had told his wondrous tale , 

And many a Runic column high 
Had w itnessed grim idolatry 
And thus had liar old, uv Ins youth, 

Learned many a Saga’s rliy me uncouth,-— 

, Of that Sea-Snake, tiemendous curled 
Whose monstrous ctrcle girds the work 
Of those dread Maids, whose hideous veil 
Maddens the battle’s bloody swell 
-Of chiefs, who, guided thiough the gloom 
By the pale death-lights of the tomb. 
S?!iS3S^ e d the graves of w amors old. 

Their falchions w reached from corpses’ hold, 
Ai, tom b with war’s alarms, 

Ana bade the dead arise to arms 1 
\\ ith war and wonder all on flame, 

wn, RO i s to " ers young Harold came, 
Whc-e, by sweet glen and greenwood tree, 
lie learned a milder minstrelsy 

s ° me * in 2 of the Northern spell 
Mi\cd with the softer numbers well 
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Harold 

23 O listen, listen, ladies gay 1 

No haughty feat of amis I tell 
. .. Soft is the note, and sad the lay, 

That mourns the lovely Rosabelle 

— “Moor, moot the barge, ye gallant crew 1 
And, 'gentle ladye, deign to stay 1 
Rest thee m Castle Raaenslieuch, 

Nor tempt the stormy firth to-day 

The blackening v a\ e is edged with w hite , 

To inch and lock the seiwnens fly~J , 

The fishers have heaid theTWater Sprite/ ' 
Whose sci earns foiebode tliat wreck is nigh , 

“Last night the gifted Seer did vieiv 1 7“' ^ 

A net shioud s wath ed lound ladye gay , 
Thenstay thee, Fair, m Ra\ ensheuch , 

Why cross the gloomy firth to-day?” — 

“ 'Tis not because Lord Lmdesay’s heir 
To-night at Roslm leads the ball, 

But that my ladye-mother there 
Sits lonely m her castle-hall 

“ ’Tis not because t he rin g they nde, 

And Lindesay at the ring rides w ell. 

But that my sire the wine v, ill chide, 

If ’tis not filled by Rosabelle ” — 

O’er Roshn all that dreary' night 
A uondious blaze 11 as seen to glcim , 

’Tw as broader than the watch- Hie light, 

And ledder than the bright moon-beam 

"‘"It glared on Roshn’s castled rock, 

- It ruddied all the copse-w ood glen , 

’Tv as 'seen from Dryden’s groi es of oak, 

And seen horn caaemed Havthomdcn 

Seemed all 011 file that chapel proud, . 1 

Where Roslm’s chiefs uncoffined lie ; 

Each Baron, for a sable shroud, ' s * _ '■*’ 

Sheathed in'lns iron panoply r^'/v ^ ‘ 

Seemed all on fire v llhin, around, 

Deep sacristy and altar’s pale , 

Shone ever}' pillar foliage-bound. 

And glimmered all the dead men s niaiL , s ‘ - 

Blazed battlement and pmnet high, ' 

Blazed every rose-car\ecl buttress fair— 

So stall they blaze, when fate is nigh 
The lordly line of high St Clair 

There are twenty of Roshn’s barons bold 
Lie buried within that proud chapelle , 
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Each one the holv v '.tilt doth hold-- 
]5ut the sci holds lovely Kowllc 
And each St Clair was buried there, 

With candle, with book, and v ith J nsll , 

But tlie sen eaves rung, md the wild wind *»m;\ 

The dirge oflovcl) Ko* -belle 

24 So sweet was Harold's piteous la; , ( 

Scarce marked the gnc. 3 t~, the d ui trt'.'i I *>»« 
Though, long before the ‘inkmr tn\ 

A wondrous shade involved umiii oil 
It was not eddying mis' or foe, 

Drained by the sun from fen or bog , 

Of no eclipse had sage.-, told , 

And jet, tvs it came on apace, 

Each one could scarce his neighbour s fy-e, 

Could scarce Ins own stretched hand behold 
A secret horror checked the feast. 

And chilled the soul of cv cry pied , 

Even the high Dame stood half rgh- t, 

She knew some evil on the blast , 

1 lie elvish Bage fell to the ground, 

And, shuddering, muttered, “Bound! found! found 
25 Then, sudden, through the darkened air 
A flash of bghln ng rmr 
bo bioad, w> bright, so led the glare, 
flic castle seemed on flame , 

Glanced every rafter of the ball, 

Glanced every shield upon the wall 
Each troplncd beam, each scttlpUucd stone, 

Were distant seen, and instant gone , 

Bull through the guests’ bcd-urlcd band 
Resistless flashed the lev m brand, 

And filled the hall vv i til's mouldering smoke. 

As on the elvish Page it hrol c 
It broke, with thunder long and loud. 

Dismayed the brave, appalled the proud - 
From sea to sea the larum rung 
On Berwick w all, and at Carlisle withal, 
lo aims tlie startled warders sprang 
When ended was the dreadful roar, 
ihe elvish Dwarf v,as seen no more 1 
20 Some heard a voice in Branksomc Hall, 

Som6 s-tw a sight, not seen by all , 

That dreadful voice was heard hy some 
\v’ summons, “Gvllik, come 1 ’’ 

Ana on the spot where burst the brand, 

J ust vv here the Page had flung him (low n, 
borne saw an arm, and some a hand, 

And some the waving of a gown 

\ l he guests m silence prayed and Wool , 

And terror dimmed each lofty look 
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But none of all the astonished train 
AVas so dismajcd as Deloraine, 

His blood did freeze, his hiam did bum, 
’Tvvas feared his mind would ne’er return; 
For he was speechless, ghastl), wan. 

Like him, of whom the "ston^ran, H 
AVho spoke the spectre-hoimd in Alan t j- 
At length, by fits, he darkly told, 

AAitli broken hint, and shuddcnng cold- 
Tliat he had seen, right ceitamh, 

A shape with amice tm aj>$cd ai ouud, -* 

/ 1 ith a w> ought Sfanish haldttc lound, 

Ltl c a fitgrim fi om he j end the sea , 

And knew — but liow it mattered not — 

At- was the wizard, Michael Scott 

27 The anxious crowd, w ith horror pale, 

All trembling, heard the w ondrous tale 
Ho sound was made, no w ord was spoke, „ 
, 'Till noble Angus silence broke, 1 

, _ 1 *And he a solemn sacred plight ' * * “ ' 

' Did to St Br) de of Douglas make, 

That he a pilgrimage w ould take 
1 o Melrose Abbey, foi the sake 
Of Michael's restless sprite \ » 

Then each, to ease his tiQubled breast, ’ ' 

To some blessed saint his prajeia addressed — 
Some to St Modan made their rows, ( 

Some to St AJary of the Lou es, / . * 1 u 

Some to the Holy Rood of Lisle, 

°i , "ne to Our Lad} of the Isle, 

Each did his patron witness make 
That he such pilgrimage w ould take, 

And Monks should sing, and bells should toll, 
All for the weal of Michael s soul 
While vows w ere fa’en, and prayers w ere praj 
’Tis said the noble Dame, dismajed, 
Renounced, for aj c, dark magic’s aid 

2S Nought of the bndal will I tell, 

Which after in short space befell , 

Nor how brave sons and daughters fair 
Blessed Tevaot’s Flower and Cranstoun's heir 
After such dreadful scene, ’tw ere vain 
To wake the note of mirth again. 

More meet it were to mark the da> 

Of penitence and prayer divme, 

When pilgrim-chiefs, m sad arrav 
Sought Melrose’ hoI> shnne 

29 AVith naked foot, and sackcloth vest. 

And arms unfolded on his breast. 

Did ever} pilgrim go. 
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The Minders In might heir uncilH ' 
1'ootstcp, or mm re, or high dm mi bre'dis, 
I'luougU ill (lie lengthened r<> v 
No lordly lool., no ui irli id t trade, _ 

Gone was then glojy, Mini- thrir pnuc, 
Forgotten their renown, 

Silent and slow, like ghosts* tncy gh c 
lo the litglv altar's hollowed *'d> , 

And there the, h tuelcd them dovv. 
Above the suppliant chieftains v ai e 
Flic banners of deported bmc, 

Beneath the lettered stones wire hid 
The ashes of their fathers dead 
From many i garnished niche iroun 1 
btem saints, and tortured nnrtir, frowned 
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And slow up the dim aide afar, ; 

With sable cow 1 and scapular, t « 

And snow white stoles, ut order due, 

The holy Fathers7'"fw o and ti\ o, 

In long procession came , 

Taper, and host, anti booh the) bare, 

And holy banner, flourished fair 
With the Redeemers name 
Aboi c the prostrate pilgrim ban 1 
The mitred Abbot stretched Ins hand, 

' And "blessed them as they kneeled, 

With holy cross lie signed them all, 

And prayed they might be sage m hall. 

Awl fortunate an held 

Then mass avas sung, and pravers v.cte said, 
And solemn requiem for the dead , 

And bells tolled out their mighty peal, 

For the departed spirit’s weal', v 
And c\ er in the office close 
The hymn of intercession rose , 

And far the echoing aisles prolong 
The awful burthen of the song,— 


Dies irjz , dies illa, 

SOLVF.T S/ECLUM IN FA VIE LA 


While the pealing organ rung 
Were it meet with sacred strain 
To close my lay, so light and win, 
Thus the holy Fathers sung — 
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-**■**» iuii ivn. JL't.AU 

That day of wrath, that dreadful day. 

When heaven and earth shall pass away. 
What power shall be the sinner’s stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

When, shrivelling 1,1 e a patched scroll, / . 
i nc naming lica\cns ‘igether roll ^ ~ 
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When 2 oucIer j et, 111(1 j et more dread, 

Swells the high trump that wakes the dead' 

O’ on tint da}, that u ratliful daj, 

^ hen imn to judgment Makes from claj, 
lie Thou the trembling sinnei’s stay, 

Though heai en and eaith shall pass an ay! 


Hushed is the harp — the Minstrel gone 
And did he i\ ander foi th alone 3 
Alone, m indigence and age, , 

To linger out Ins pilgumage? cy 
No — close beneath pioud Newark’s tower 
Arose the Minstrel’s Ion Jj boner, 

A simple hut , but there n as seen 
The little gaiden edged with gieen. 

The cheerful hearth, and lattice clean 
There sheltered nandereis, by the blase, 
Oft heard the tale of other days , 

For much he lo\ ed to ope his door, 

And give the aid he begged before 
So passed the winter’s day, but still, 
When summer smiled on sneet Eon hill. 
And July's eve, nith balmy breath, 

Waved the blue-bells on Newark-hcath 
When tlnostles sung m Hare-head shaw. 
And corn n as green on Carterhaugh, 

And flourished, broad, Blackandro’s oak, 
The aged Harper’s soul anoke 1 
Then n ould he smg aclnei ements high , 
And circumstance of chivalry, 

Till the rapt traveller would stay, 

Forgetful of the closing day , 

And noble youths, the strain to hear, 
Forsook the hunting of the deer, 

And Yarrow, as he rolled along, 

Eoie burden to the Mrastiel’s song. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST 1 IHT. ION, 1E0S 
It is hardly to he expected, tint to Atuho-, w hom the 1\ Die ns l (St o ired 
with some degree _f applause, should not be igim t trespasser on thi i» 1 i«d 
ness Yet the Author of Mai mion must be 'upjrasul to feel sopic anxiety 
concerning its success, since lie is sensible tint he Iiaratds, by tl is second n- 
tnision, any reputation which his first Poem m ij liaic p"Ocurcd*him The 
present Story turns upon the private adventures of a fictitious diameter T lntt 
is called a Talc of Floddcn Field, because the hero s fate is connected uutU that 
memorable defeat, and the causes which led to it The des gn o'" the Author 
was, if possible, to apprize hr. Readers, at the outset, of the iia*e of Ins S' cm 
and to prepare them for the manners of the Age in i hich it r laid An) 11 v 
toncal narrative, far more an attempt at Epic composition, exceeded his p'an 
of a Romantic Tale yet he may be rctroitted to,hopc, from the popularity of 
Cue Fay of the Last Mir sTnri , that an attempt to paint the manners of the 
feudal times, upon a broader scale, and in the course of a more interesting story, 
will not bo unacceptable to tbc Public 

The Poem opens about the commencement of August, and concludes with 
the defeat of Flodden, 9t.l1 September, 1513 

INTRODUCTION TO CANTO TIRST 
To IVn.UAV, Stem apt Rost, Esq 

Ashes/tel, A.'/riwL 1'cns' 
Novlmbi H ssky ts dull and dtcati, 

November’s leaf is red and scar 
L}lCi gazing doyvjt the steepy linn, 

Fliat hems our little ‘garden m, 

Low m its dark and narrow glen, 

\ ou scatce the rivulet might ken,,. 
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So thick the tangled gieen-wood grew, 

So falble tailed the sti camlet through 
Now, rmumming horn sc, and heejuent seen 
Tlnouglr bush and baer, no longei green, 
An angry bioolc, it sweeps the glade, 
Brawls o\er lock and wild cascade, 

And, foaming brown with doublecLspccd, 
Hurries its watei's to the Tweed 

; No longei Autumn’s glovvingjred 
?Upon our Forest lulls is shed , 
i No moic, beneath the evening beam, 

, Fan Tweed reflects then pmple gleam , 
Away hath passed the heather -bell, 

' That bloomed so j.ich on N e ed pat h- fel h, 

’ Sallow his brow, “and russet baie 
#Ai e now thc.sistei -.heights of Yan 
Tlie sheep, befoie tlie pmchmg heaven, 

To sheltered dale and down are driven, 
"Where yet some faded heibage pines, 

And yet a watery sunbeam slimes 
In meek despondency they eye 
The withered swa rd and wintry sky, 

And far beneath their summer hill, 

Stiay sadly by Glerikinhon's ldf 
, The shepherd shifts his mantle’s fold, 

And wiaps him closer from the cold. 

His dogs no merry circles wheel. 

But, shivering, follow at Ins heel,, > 

A cowering glance they oTterfcast, 

As deeper moans thejjatheung blast 

My pups, though hardy, bold, and wild, 
As best bents the mountain child. 

Feci the sad influence of the hom, 

And avail the~c[aisy's vanished flower, 

Their su mme i gambols, tell, and niouin, 
Andjmxtcnis ask,— Will spring leturn, 

And buds and lambs again be gay, 

And blossoms clothe the hawthorn spiay? 

Yes, prattleis, yes The daisy’s flowei 
Again shall pamtyoui summei bower, 

Again the hau thorn shall supply 
The garlands you delight to tic , 

The lambs upon thcglcaMiall bound, 

The Wild birds carol to the lound, 

And while you fiolic light as they, 
loo shoit shall seem the summei clay. 

i To mute and to material things 

] New life revolving summei brings* 

1 The genial call dead Natuie hears 
J And in hei gion icappcats. 
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But oh ’ my country's w miry stale 
What second spring shill lenovite? 

What powerful call slnll hid 'Uisc j / 
.The buried vvai like, and the Miser 
The mind, that thought for Britim s weal, 
The hand, tint grasped the victor steel? 

The % ernil sun new life bestow s 
Even on the meanest flower tint blows, 

But vainly, vainly, may he shine, 

Whcie glory weeps o’er Ni i.scm s slirinc 
And vamly pierce the solemn gloom 
That shrouds, O PlTT, thy hallowed tomb 1 


Deep graved m every Bntish heart, 
O never let those names depart 1 
Say to your sons, — Lo, here his grave, 
Who victor died on Gaditc wave, 


To him, as to the burning levin, 

Short, bright, resistless" course was given ; 
Where’er his country’s foes avere found, 

Was heard the fated thunder’s sound, 

Till burst the bolt on yonder short, 

Bolted, blazed, destroyed, — and was no more 


Nor mourn ye less his perished worth, 

Who bade the conqucior go forth, 

And launched that thunderbolt of w ar 
On Egypt, Hafnia, 1 rafalgar , 

Who, bom to guide such high.cmprize, 

For Britain’s weal was early wise , 
i Alas 1 to whom the Almighty gave, 

For Britain's sms, an early grave, 

Fits worth, who, m his mightiest hour, 

A bauble held the pride of power, 

, Spurned at the sordid lust of pelf, 

And served his Albion for herself, 

’ Who, when the fiantic crowd amain 
, Strained at subjection’s bursting rein, 

O’er their wild mood full conquest gained, 

The pride, he would not ciush, restrained, 
Showed their fierce zeal a avoitlner cause, 

And brought the freeman’s arm to aid the freema 
laws. 


. Hadst thou but lived, though stripped of power, 
A watchman oh. the lonely tow er. 

Thy thrilling trump had roused the land, 

’ -n , n _ u ^ 01 danger w ere at hand , 

Ah thee, as by the beacon-liglit, 

Our pilots had Kept course aught, 

As some proud column, though alone, 
l ny strength had propped the tottering throne 

'‘'Now k the stately column brotc,"""' * 

, ^ le beacon light is quenched in sniohe, 
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} The 'trumpet's silver sound is still, 
j The warder silent on the hill ' 

* j Oh, think, how to his latest day. 

When Death, just hovering, claimed lus pie. , 
| With Pahnure's unaltered mood, 

'Finn at lus dangerous post he stood , 

1 jEach call for needful lest repelled, 

/With dy mg hand the rudder held 
r I ill, m his fall, with fateful sway, 

,‘The steerage of the realm gave way t 
'Then, while on Britain s thousand plains, 

; One unpolluted church remains, 

; Whose peaceful bells ne’er sent around 
The bloody tocsin’s maddening sound, 
i But still, upon the hallow ed da}, 

Convoke the swains to praise and pray; 

While faith and civil peace are dear, *■** 
Grace this cold maiblc with a tear, — 

, He, who preserved them, Prrr lies herei ' 

Nor j et suppress the generous sigh, 

Because his Rival slumbers nigh, 

Nor be thy igqit. erect dumb, 

Lest it be said o’er Fo\’s tomb 
For talents mourn, untimel) lost, 

'’When best employed, and w anted most , 
Mourn genius high, and lore profound. 

And w it that lov ed to play, not w ound , 

And all the reasoning pow ers divine, 

To penetrate, resolve, combine , 

And feelings keen, and fancy’s glow , — 

They sleep with him w lio sleeps below 
And, if thoa mourn’sl they could not save 
From error him who owns this grave, 

Be every' harsher thought suppressed, 

And sacred be the last long rest 1 
Hue, where the end of earthly tilings 
Lays heroes patriots, bards, and kings , 

Where stiff the nand, and still the tongue, 

Of those who fought^ and spoke, and surg , 
Here, where the fretted aisles prolong 
The distant notes of holy song, 

:As if some angel spoke agen, 

All peace on earth, good-will to men , 

If ever from an English heart, 

O 1 ci t let prejudice depart, 

And, partiaTTeenhg cast aside, 

Record that" Fo\ a Briton died » 

'When Europe crouched to Fiance’s yoke, 

And Austria bent, and Prussia broke 
sAnd the firm Russian’s purpose brave 
jW as bartered by a timorous slave. 


M ARM ION 

Then then dishonours peace he spumed, 

-The sullied olive-branch 1 chimed, 

-Stood for his country’s gloiy fast, 

And nailed her colours to the mast 
Heaven, to reward Ins firmness, gave 
i A portion in this honoured giare , 
i And ne’ei held marble in its trust 
Of two such wondrous men the dust 
' With more than mortal pow ers endow ed, 
r How high they soared abose the crowd ' 

\ Theirs ivas no common party race, 

\ Jostling by dark mtugue for place , 
r Lite fabled Gods, their mighty war 
j Shook realms and nations m its ]ar ; 

Beneath each banner proud to stand, 

, Looked up the noblest of the land, 

' Till through the British w oild w ere know n 
\ The names of Pm and Fox alone 
Spells of such force no w izard gras c 
Eei framed in tlaik llicssahan care, 
s Though lus could dram the ocean dry, 
t And foice the planets fiom the sky 

These spells are spent, and, spent with these, 

* The nine of life is on the lees 
1 Genius, and taste, and talent gone, 

1 I or ever tombed beneath the stone, 

-Where, —laming thought to human pride ' — 

The mighty chiefs sleep side by side 
Drop upon Fox’s grate the tear, 

T w ill trickle to lus m al’s bier , 
lO’ei Pitt's the mournful requiem sound, 

And Pox’s shall the notes lebound 
The solemn echo seems to cry, — 

' ‘ Here let their discoid with them die. 

Speak not for those a sepaiate doom 
\* Whom Fate made brotheis in the tonrb, 

‘ But search the land of living men 
“Where will thou find their like ageu> ’ 

Lest, ardent Spirits ' till the cnes 
Of dying Nature bid you rise , 

Not even your Britain s groans cm pierce 
The leaden silence of your hearse 
Then, O how impotent and vam 
This grateful tributary strain 1 
(Though not unmarked from northern clime, 
n 1 ° o r ^l l ffofoer Minstrel s ihymc 
- Inn nr P kas o’er you rung , 

, 5 Thc bard you deigned to pimse, yom deathless 
i mmes lias Bung 

Stay yet, illusion, stay awlnle, 

Mj wikletedfancj^htl begmk' 
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From this high theme how can I part, 

Ere half unloaded is my hcait 1 
For all the tears e’er sorrow drew, 

And alffthe raptures fancy knew, 

And all the keener rush of blood 

That throbs through bard m baid-hke mood, 

Weie here a tribute mean and low, 

Though all their mingled streams could flow— 
Woe, wonder, and sensation high. 

In one spring-tide of ecstasy — 

It nail not be — it may not last — 

The aision of enchantment’s past 
Like frost- w ork m the morning ray, 

The fancied fabric melts away. 

Each Gothic aich, memorial stone. 

And long, dim, lofty aisle are gone, 

And, lingering last, deception dear, 

The choir’s high sounds die on my ear 
Now slow return the lonely "down, 

The silent pastures bleak and brown. 

The farm begirt \\ ith copse-wood wald, 

The gambols of each frolic child, 

Mixing their shrill cnes with the tone 
Of Tweed's dark waters rushing on 

Prompt on unequal tasks to run. 

Thus Nature disciplines her son 
Meeter, she says, for mo to stray, 

And -waste the solitary day, 

In plucking from yon fen the reed, 

And watching it float down the Tw eed , 

Oi idly list the shrilling lay 
With which tlielnilk-mrucl cheers her way. 
Marking its cadence rise and fail 
As from the field, beneath her pail, 

She trips it dowai the une\ en dale , 

Meeter for me, by yonder cairn, 

‘ The ancient shepherd’s tale to learn, 

1 Though oft he stop m rustic fear, 

* Lest his old legends tire the ear 

' Of one, who, 111 Ins simple mind, 

* May boast of book-learned taste refined. 

But thou, my friend, canst fitly' tell, 

(For few have read romance so well) 

"’How still the legendary' lay 
l O’er poet’s bosom holds its sw ay. 

Flow 011 the ancient minstrel strain 
Time lays lus palsied hand m i am , 

And how our hearts at doughty deeds, 

By waiaaors wrought m steely weeds, 

Still tlnob for feai and pity’s sake 
As when the Champion of the Lake 
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Enters Morgana’s fated house, 

Or in the Chapel Perilous, 

Despising spells and demons force 
Holds converse with the unbuned corse; 

Or when, Dame Ganore’s grace to move 
(Alas! that lawless was their love) 

He sought proud Tarqnm m his den, 

And freed full sixty knights, or when, 

A sinful man, and unconfessed. 

He took the Sangrcat s nuly quest, 

And, slumbering, saw the vision high, 

He might not view with waking eye. 

' The mightiest chiefs of British song 
Scorned not such legends to prolong 
They gleam through Spensers elfin dream, 
And mix in Milton’s heavenly theme , 

And Dryden, in immortal strain, 

„Had raised the Table Round again, 

But that a ribald king and court 
Bade lum toil on, to make them sport , 
i Demanded for tlieir niggard pay, 

,Fit for their souls, a looser lay, 

Licentious satire, song, and play. 

The world defrauded of the high design, 
Profaned the God-gnen strength, and marred 
the lofty line 


"Warmed by such names, well may w e then, 
Though dwindled sons of little men, 

Essay to break a feeble lance 
In the fair fields of old romance , 

Or seek the moated castle’s cell, 

Where long through talisman and spell. 

While tyrants ruled, and damsels wept, 

Thy Genius, Chivalry, hath slept 
There sound the harpmgs of the Horth, 

Till he awake and sail} forth, 

On venturous quest to pnch again, 

In all Ins arms, with all his tram, 

Shield, lance, and brand, and plume, and scarf, 
Fay, giant, dragon, squire, and dwarf, 

And wizard with Ins wand of might, 

And errant maid on palfrey white 
Around the Genius weave tlieir spells. 

Pure Love, who scarce his passion tells . 

My stery , half a eded and half revealed , 

And Honour with lus spotless shield , 

Attention, w ith fixed eye , and Fcai, 
aliat loves the tale she shrinks to hear 
And gentle Courtesy , and Faith, 

- Unchanged hy sufferings, time, or death , 
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And Valour, lion-mettled lord, 

Leaning upon his own good swoul 

‘ Well has thy fair aclnev ement sliou n, 
A worthy meed may thus be won. 
Ytcne’s oaks — beneath whose shade 
Their theme the merry mmsficls made, 
Of Ascapart, and Bevis bold, 

, And that Rtd ( lvmg, who, while of old , 
1 hrougli Boldrcwood the chase he led, 
By his loved huntsman’s arrow bled — > 
\ tone’s oalvS hn\ e heard again 
Renewed such legendary stiam , 

, For thou hast sung, how He of Gaul, 

S hat Anndis so famed in hall. 

For Oriana, foiled m fight 
’ 1 he Necromancer's felon might ; 

' And well m modern verse hast wove 
Partenopev’s mj stic love , 

. Hear then, attentive to my lay, 

A knightly talc of Albion’s elder day 

CANTl TIRSf 
THE CASTLE 

I D tor set on Norhnm’s castled steep, 

And Tweed’s fair river, broad and deep, 
And Cheviot's mountains lone 
The battled towers, the donjon keep, 

The loop-bole grates where captiv es w eep, 
1 he flanking w alls that round it sweep, 

In yellow lustre shone 
The w arriors on the turrets high, 

Moving athwart the evening sky, 

Seemed forms of ginnt height 
Iheir armour, as it caught the rays, 
Flashed back agi n the western blaze. 

In lines of dazzling light 

o St George’s bannei, broad and gay, 

How faded, as the fading lay 
Less bright, and less, was flung , 

The evening gale had scarce the power 
To wave it on the Donjon tower, 

So heavily it hung 

The scouts had parted on their seaich, 

The castle gates were barred , 

Above the gloomy portal arch, 

1 lining his footsteps to a march, 

The warder kept his guard, 

Low humming, as he paced along, 

S ome ancient Bolder gathermgjong 
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The soldier: of the t-uaM, 

With rmisl et, pd e, awl mwv„\, 
to welcome noble Marmmn, 

Stood m the CaslL-yard , 

Minstrels and trumpeters wc.e u.uc, 

1 lie gunner held his htwtocl vsk. 

For welcome-shut prepared— 

Entered the tnsn, on 1 such * chug, 

\s then though nil his turrets mng, 

Old Norham never heard 

io The guards their momcc ml es "dv>nc«l, 

The trumpets flourished bmvc, 

Ihe cannon fiom the ramparts glanced, 

And thundering welcome g-ne; 

A blithe salute, m martial r ort, 

The minstrels well might sound, 

For as Lord Marin ion crossed ihe court, 

He scattered angel, round 
“Welcome to Norliam, Marmion * 

Stout heart, and open hand 1 
Well dost thou brook thy ga’lant roan, 

Thou flow er of English land * ” — 

ii Two pursuivants, whom tabards deck, 

With silver scutcheon round their need, 

Stood on the steps of none. 

By which you reach the Donjon gate, 

And there, with herald pomp and state, 

They hailed Lord Marmion 
They hailed him Lord of Fontuiajc, 

Of lantern ard, and Scnvcllnjc, 

Of 'lamworth tower and town, 

And he, their courtcsv to requite, 

Gave them a chain of twelve marks’ weight, 

, Alt as he lighted dow n 
“ -Now largesse, largesse. Lord Marmion, 
Knight of the crest of gold ’ 

1 A blazoned shield, m battle vv on, 

Ne'er guarded heart so bold ” — 

12 1 he) marshalled him to the Castle hall, 

Where the guests stood all aside, 

And loudly flouuslvcd the trumpet call, 

And the heralds loudly cried, 

— “Room, lordmgs, i ooin for Lord Marmion, 
W nh the crest and helm of gold 1 
F ull well we know the trophies vv on 
In the lists at Cottisw old 
There, vuvnl) Ralph de Wilton strov e 
Gainst Marmion’s force to stand , 

To him lie lost Ins ladye-lovc. 

And to the 1 mg his land 
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Ourselves beheld the listed field, 

A sight both «ad and fur , 

We saw Lord Marmion pierce his shield, 

And saw his saddle bare , 

Wc saw the aactor w m the erect 
lie wears with uorthj pride , 

And on the gibbet-tree, re\ ersed, 

Ills foeman’s scutcheon tied 
riacc, nobles, for the Falcon-Knight ’ 

Room, room, ye gentles gay. 

For him who conquered m the right, 

Mamuon of Fontenaye*” — 

13 Then stepped to meet that noble lord, 

Sir Hugh the Heron bold, 

Baron of fwisell, and of Ford, 

And Captain of the Hold 
lie led Lord Mamuon to the deas, 

Raised o'er the pavement high, 

And placed him in the upper place — - 
They feasted full and high 
The whiles a Northern harper rude 
Chanted a rhyme of deadly feud, 

‘ * Hcru the face 77 trwalls, and RidLys all 
Stout IViHimaiidruticl , 

And hat d-t .ding Dick , 

And Unglue of Jfando/ , and JVdt o' the Will, 
h/a-.’t set on S > Albany Fcatha stonhaugh, 

A> d takiii hs lift at the DcadmarC s-shar.o ” — 
Scantly Lord jVfamuon’s ear could brook 
The harper’s barbarous lay , 

Yet much he praised tire pains lie took. 

And well those pains did pay * 

For lady’s suit, and minstrel’s strain, 

By laught should ne’er be heard m vain 

14 “Now, good Lord Mamuon, ' Ileron says, 

‘ Of your fur courtesy, 

I pray you bide some little space, 

In this poor tow er w 1U1 me 
Here may you keep your arms from rust. 

May breathe your war-horse well , 

Seldom hath passed a w eek, but giust 
Or feat of arms befell 
The Scots can rein a mettled steed, 

And love to couch a spear , — 

St George » a stirring life they lead, 

Ihat have siich neighbours near 
Thru stay with us a little space. 

Out northern w ars to leam , 

I pray you fot your lady’s grace ’ — 
Loid.Mamuon’s brow sjrew stem 
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k The Captain marled his ttlit-ed look 
And gave a wim rt the sign , 

A v t«o\U nc locu , 

Anti crowned it high v ttli v.me 
“Now pledge me here, Lord M-tn ton: 

But fin-t X pn> thee fair, 

Wheic ln«l iliou left tint XLg‘- of shim*, 

’lint used to serve thy cup of vine, 

Whose beaut) ms so mu 5 
When list in 3 W>> towen. wc met, 

The boy I closely ever!, 

And often marked hn cheek , ‘acre v'ct 
With tears he fain v oultl hide 
His was no rugged horse hoy’s n >i'J, 

To burnish shield, or sharpen H n l, 

Or saddle battle stcc'd , 

But mecter seemed for Ndy fair. 

To fan her cheek, or curl herb or, 

Or through embroidery, rich and rare, 

The slender sdk to lead 
Ills skin was fair, his ringlets grud, 

IIis bosom — when lit sighed, 

The russet doublet’s rugged fold 
Could scarce repel its pride* 

Say, hast thou given that lovely youth 
To serve in lady’s bower? 

Or was the gentle page, m sooth, 

A gentle paramour?" — 

16 Lord Marmion ill could brook such jest ; 

' He rolled his kindling eye. 

With pam his using wrath suppressed, 

Yet made a calm reply 
“That boy thou thought’st so goodly fair, 
He might not brook tire northern air 
More of Ins fate if thou vouldst learn, 

I left lnm sick m Lmdisfanr 
Enough of lum — But, Ileron, <ny, 

Why does thy lav ely lady gay 
Disdain to giacc the hall to day? 

Or has that dame, so fair and sage, 

Gone on some pious pilgrimage?" — 

He spoke m covert scorn, for fame 
Whispered light talcs of Heron’s dame 

17 Unmarked, at least unlocked, the taunt, 
.Careless the Knight replied, 

Ho bird, whose feathers gaily flaunt. 
Delights m cage to bide 
Norham is grim, and grated close. 
Hemmed m by battlement and fosse 
Ana many a darksome tow er . 

And oetler lo\cs my lad} bright 
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To sit m liberty and light. 

In fair Queen Margaret’s bon er 
We hold our greyhound m our hand, 

Our falcon on our glov e , 

But where shall lie find leash or- band 
For dame that loves to rove ? 

Let the vv lid falcon soar her swing, 

She’ll stoop m hen she lias tired her wing ’ — 

iS “Nay, if ni th Royal James’s bride 
The lovely lady Heion bide, 

Behold me heie a messenger, 

Your tender greetings prompt to bear , 

For, to the Scottish court addressed, 

I journey at oui king’s behest, 

And pray you, of your grace, provide 
For me, and mine, a trusty guide 
I have not ridden in Scotland since 
James backed the cause of that mock prince, 
Warbeck, that Flemish counterfeit, 

Who on the gibbet paid the cheat 
Then did I maicli with Surrey’s power, 

What time we lazed old Ayton tower ’ — 

19 “For such-hke need, my lord, I trow, 
Norliam can find you guides enow , 

For here be some have pricked as far 
On Scottish ground, as to Dunbar , 

Hav e drank the monks of St Bothan’s ale, 
And driven the beeves of Laudeidale , 
Harried the w iv es of Greenlaw ’s goods, 

And given them light to set their hoods ” — 

20 “Now, m good sooth,” Lord Marmion cried, 
“Were I m warlike wise to ride, 

A better guard I w ould not lack 
Than your stout forayers at my back 
But, as in form of peace I go, 

A friendly messenger, to know 

Why through all Scotland, near and far, 

Their king "is mustering troops for war, 

The sight of plundering Border spears 
IMight justify suspicious fears, 

And deadly feud, or thirst of spoil, 

Break out in some unseemly bioil. 

A herald were my fitting guide; 

Or friar, sw om m peace to bide; 

Or pardoner, or travelling priest, 

Or strollmg pilgrim, at the least.” — 

21 The Captain mused a little space. 

And passed his hand across his face 

— “ Fain would I find the guide you want. 

But ill may spare a puisiuv ant, 
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May end m worse linn loss of hood 
Let Fnar John, in safety, still 
In chimncy-comer snore Ins fill, 
lioast hissing- ciabs, or flagons swill. 

Last night, to Norham there came one 
Will better guide Lord Marmion , 

‘‘Nephew,” quoth Heron, “by my {%v r / 
Well hast thou spoke; say forth thy say” 

23 “ Here is a holy Palmer come, 

Fiona Salem first, and last from Rome, 
One that hath kissed the blessed tomb, 
And visited each holy shrine, 

In Arab y and Palestine , 

On lulls of Arnienie hath been, 

Wheie Noah's aik nny jet be seen, 

By that Red Sea, too, hath lie trod, 

Which paited at the piophct’s rod. 

In Sinai’s wilderness he saw' 

The Mount, wheie Isiael heard the law, 
’Mid thunder-dint, and flashing levin, 

And shadow s, mists, and darkness, given. 

He shows St James’s cockle-shell, 

• Of fair Montserrat, too, can tell , 

< And of that Grot where Olives nod, 
Where, darling of each heart and eye, 
Fiom all the youth of Sicily, 

Samt Rosalie letued to God 

24. >lt To stout Saint George of Norwich merry, 

, Saint Thomas, too, of Canterbury, 

Cullibert of Duiliam and Samt Rede, 

■l Foi lus sms’ paidon hath he prayed 
,He knov's the passes of the North, 

And seeks far shrines beyond the Foitli, 
Little lie eats, and long wall w ake, 

And drinks but of the stream or lake 
This were a guide o’er mooi and dale 
But, when our John hath quaffed Ins ale, 

As little as the wind that blows, 

And waims itself against his nose, „ 

Kens lie, or caies, which way lie goes — 

25 "Cramerey'” quoth Lord Marmion, 

“Full loth were I, that Fnar John, 

Thar venerable man, for me, 

Were placed m fear, or jeopardy. 

If this same Palmer will me lead 
From hence to Holv-Rood, 

Like his good saint, I ’ll pay Ins meed. 
Instead of cockle-shell, 01 bead, 

With angels fair and good 
I loi e such holy ramblers , still 
They know to charm a weary hill. 


So 
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With song, ronnncc, or lay 
Some jovial talc, or glee, or jeat, 

Some lying legend at the least, 

I hey bnng to cheer the w as 

26 “ Ah 1 noble .nr,” young Selby <uu 3 , 

And finger on his lip he laid, 

“ This man knows much, perchance e en more 
Than he could learn by holy lore 
Still to lnmsclf he's muttering, 

And shrinks as at some unseen thing 
Last night w c listened at his cell , 

Strange sounds we heaul, and, sooth to till, 
He mummied on till mom, howe’er 
Ho ha mg mortal could be near 
Sometimes I thought I heart! it plain 
As other -voices spoke again 
I cannot tell — I like it not — 

Friar John hath told us it is at role, 

No conscience clear, and \oid of wrong, 

Can lest awake, and pray so long 
Himself still sleeps before his beads 
Have marked ten uses and two creeds ” — 


27 “ Let pass,” quoth Manmon , “by my fay, 
This man shall guide me on my way, 
Although the great arch-fiend and he 
Had sworn themselves of company, 

So please you, gentle youth, to cal) 

This Palmer to the castle-hall ” 

The summoned Palmer came m place , 

His sable cowl o’erlmng Ins face , 

In his black mantle was he clad, 

With Peter’s kevs, m cloth of red, 

On his broad shoulders wrought , 

The scallop shell Ins cap did deck , 

The crucifix around Ins neck 
Was from Loretto brought, 

His sandals were with tiasel tore, 

Staff, budget, bottle, scrip, he as ore, 

The faded palm branch m his hand 
Shosscd pilgrim from the Holy Land 

28 When as the Palmer came m hall, 

i or lovd, nor knight, svas there more tall, 
a statelier step withal, 

Or looked more high and keen 
For no saluting did he wait. 

But strode across the hall of state 
And fronted Marnuon wheiche s ’ate. 

As lie Ins peer had been 

His rhJt Unt &am ? was worn with toil, 
Hw cheek was sunk. aPic 1 thn ’ 
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His eje looked haggiid Mild 
Poor w retell 1 the mother that him bare. 

If she had been in presence there. 

In his yvan face, and sun-burned hair, 

She had not know n lier child 
Danger, long tray el want, or woe, 

Soon change the form th**t best we know — 
For deadlj fear can time outgo, 

And blanch at once the hau , 

Hard toil can roughen form and face. 

And want can quench the eje’s bright grace 
Noi does old age a wrinkle trace 
More deeply than despan 
Happy w ham none of these befall. 

Bat this poor Palmer knew them all 

29 Lord Mamnon then his boon did ask , 

The Palmer took on him the task. 

So he w ould march ry ith morning tide, 

To Scottish court to be his guide 
—“But I haye’ solemn y orvs to pay. 

And maj not linger by the wuj , 

To fair Saint Andrews bound, 

Within the ocean-c?\e to praj. 

Where good Saint Buie he, holy lay. 

From midnight to the dawn of day, 

Sung to the billoyy s’ sound , 

Thence to Saint Fillan’s blessed yvell, 

Whose spring can frenzied dreams dispe. 

And the ciazed brain restore — 

Saint Mary grant, that cave or spring 
Could back to peace my bosom bring, 

Or bid it throb no more 1 ” — 

30 And now the midnignt draught of sleep, 
Where wine and spices richly steep, 

In massiye boy\l of silvc ~ deep. 

The page presents on knee 
Lord Marmion drank a fair good rest, 

The Captain pledged his noble guest, 

The cup yyent through ->mong the rest, 

M ho drained it merrily , 

Alone the Palmer passed it by. 

Though Selby pressed him courteously 
This yy-as the sign the feast yvas o'er , 

It hushed the merr} yrassel roar. 

The minstrels ceased to sound 
Soon m the castle nought was heard. 

But the slow,* footstep of the guard. 

Pacing lus sober round 

31. With early dawn Lord Mamnon rose 

Ana first the chapel doors unclose , f 
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Then, after morning ntc-> were done, 

(A hasty mass from Friav Tonn,) 

And knight and squire had brol e thcii fast. 
On 1 ich substantial i epa«t, 

Lord Mnrmion’s bugle bleu to horse. 

Then came the slump cup m course, 
Between the Baron and his host, 

No point of couitcsy was lost 
High thanks a, ere by Lord Mannion paid, 
Solemn excuse the Captain made, 
rill, filing ftom the gate, had passed 
That noble train, their Lord the last 
Then loudly lung the trumpet call, 
Thundcicd the cannon fiom the nail, 
And shook the Scottish shore. 
Around the castle eddied, slow, 
Volumes of smoke as white as snow. 
And hul its tui rets hoar , 

T ill they lolled foith upon the an, 

And met the rivci breezes there, 

Vluc(i ga\e again the prospect fair 


mROmjClION TO CAMO second 
T o tuc ltc\ John Harriot, M \ 

As/iatict, Eiltidt I ert i 
The scenes are descit now, and hate, 

Where flounshed once a foicst fair, 

When these waste glens with copse w ere lined, 

And peopled with the halt and hind 
Yon Mioin — pci chance whose prickly spcar» 

Have fenced him foi three hunched years, 

While fell around his green compeers — 

Yon lonely thorn, would he could teh 
The changes of his patent dell. 

Since lie, so gray and stubborn now, 

Wa\al in each biccre a sapling bough , 

Would he could tell how deep the shade, 

A thousand mingled blanches made , 

How bioad the shadows of the oak, 

How clung the rowan to the lock, 

And through the foliage showed his head. 

With narrow leases, and berries led , 

What pines on c\ cry mountain sprung 
O’er every dell what buches hung, 

•In every bieeze what aspens shoo!,, 

What akleis shaded eveiy brook 1 

, m n*y shade,” methmks he’d sav, 

he “S&y at noontide lay , 
the wolf I vc seen, a fieicer game, 

(The neighbouring dingle beam lus name,) 
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With lurching step aiouncl rue pi owl, 

And stop against the moon to how 1 , 

The mountain boai, on battle set. 

Ibis tusks upon my stem w ould avhet ; 

While doe and loe, and red-deer good 
Hn\ e bounded by through gay gieen-w'ood 
Then oft, from Ne walk's uven tow'ei, 

Sallied a Scottish monarch’s power 
A thousand vassals musteied lound, 

With hoise, and haw'k, and horn, and hound , 
And I might see the youth intent, 

Guard every pass w ith cross-bow bent , 

And through the brake the rangers stalk, 

And falc’ners hold the leady hawk , 

And foresters, in gieen-w’ood trim, 

Lead m the leash the gaze-hounds gnm ; , 
Attentive as the bratchet’s bay 
From the dark covert drove the piey, 

To slip them as he broke away 
The staitled quairy bounds annul, 

As fast the gallant greyhounds stium , 

Whistles the anow from the bow, 

Answers the haiquebuss below , 

While all the rocking lulls reply, 

To hoof-clang, hound, and hunters’ cry. 

And bugles lingmg lightsomely ” — 

Of such proud huntings, many tales 
Yet linger m our lonely dales, 

Up pathless Ettncke, and on Yarrow, 

Wheie erst the Outlaw drew his auo,> 

But not moie blithe that syhan couit 
Than we have been at humbler spoit , 

Though small oiu pomp, and mean oui game. 
Our mirth, dear Marriot, w'as the same 
Remember’st thou my gieyhounds true i 
O’er holt, or hill, theie ne\ci flew, 

From slip, or leash, there ne\er sprang, 

More fleet of foot, oi sure of fang 
Noi dull, between each merry chase 
Passed by the intermitted space , 

For we had fair resouice in stoic, 

In Classic, and in Gothic loie 
We marked each memorable scene, 

And held poetic talk between , 

Nor lull, noi brook, w c paced along 
But had its legend, or its song 
All silent now — for now are -still 
Thy bowers, unten-uitcd Bow lull 1 
No longei, from tliy mountains dun. 

The yeoman heais tire well-known gun. 

And, while his honest heart glows warm. 
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Kt thought oflir Trtlcwd hnn '„ 

Sp , SWSs'iTJfc<vi«. 

Fwas the elu-s whom Jmmt ^ S 

By moonlight, cl m<c mi tnU-thmi, , 

Bo youthful baron’ , Wt to gmtx 
The Forcst-Shcrifl s low 1> cin. t, 

And ape, ni manly ‘Up md tone. 

The majesty of Obaon 

And she is gone, whose, lovely face 

Is hut her least and lowed grace , 

Though if to Sjlphul Queen 

To shoe, our earth the charms ofhe-un. 

She could not glide along the air, 

With form more light, or face more rir 
No more the widow’s dcnf.ncd car 
Grows quick, that lady’s dep to heart 
At noontide she expects her not, 

Hot busies her to tnm the cot , 

Pensive she turns her humming a. heel, 
Or pensive cool s her orphans tneM » 
Yet Blesses, ere she deals then bread, 
The gentle hand By which they re led 


From Yair,— which lulls so clo:cl ; Inn 1, 
Scarce can the Tweed lus passage find, 
Though much he fret, and chafe', and toil, 

Till all lus eddying currents bod,— 

Her long-descended lord is gone, 

And left us by ihe sticam alone. 

And much 1 nuss those spoitivc hoys. 
Companions of my mountain joys, 

Just at the age ’tvmt boy and youth. 

When thought is speech, and speech is truth 
Close to my side, with what delight 
They pressed to hear of Wallace wight, 
When, pointing to his airy mound, 

I called lus i uniparts holy ground 1 
Kindled their brow s to hear me speak , 

And I have smiled, to feel my cheek. 
Despite the difference of our yeais, 

Return again the glow of theirs 
Ah, happy boys ! such feelings pure, 

They will not, cannot long endure , 
Condemned to stem the world’s rude tide, 
You may not linger By tBe side , 

For Fate shall thrust you from the shore. 
And passion ply the sail and oar 
Yet cherish the remembrance still, 

Of the lone mountain, and the nil , 
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For trust, dear boys, the time will come 
When fiercei transport shall be dumb, 

And y on mil think right frequently. 

But, well I hope, without a sigh. 

On the free hours that w e ha\ e spent, 
Togetliei, on the bronn lull’s bent 

'When, musing on companions gone. 

We doubly feel ourselves alone, 

Something, my friend, v. e y et may gam, 
There is a pleasure m this pam 
It soothes the lor e of lonely rest, 

Deep m each gentlei heart impressed 
’Tis silent amid worldly toil 1 ;, 

And stifled soon by mental broils , 

But, m a bosom thus prepared, 

Its still small a oice is often heard. 
Whispering a mingled sentiment, 

*'Tn i\t resignation and content 
Oft m my mmd such thoughts an ake, 

By lone bt Mary’s silent lake , 

Thou know’st it veil, — nor fen, nor sedge, 
Pollute the pure lake’s cry stal edge , 

Abrupt and sheer, the mountains sink 
At once upon the lea el brink , 

And just a trace of siher sand 
Marks a\ here the water meets the land 
Far m the mnror, bright and blue, 

Each lull’s huge outline you may aiei\ , 
Shaggy' ai’ith heath, but lonely, bare, 

Nor tree, nor bush, nor brake is there, 
Saaeaalieie, of land, yon slendci line 
Bears thwart the lake the scattered pun. 

Yet even tins nakedness has power, 

And aids the feeling of the horn 
Noi thicket, dell, noi copse you spy, 

Where liaang thing concealed might lie , 

Nor point, retiring, hides a dell, 

Where sa\ am, or w oodman lone, might dw ell 5 
There’s nothing left to fancy ’s guess, 

You see that all is loneliness 

And silence aids— though these steep hills 

Send to the lake a thousand rills , 

In summer tide, so soft they' v. ecp, 

The sound but lulls the ear asleep , 

Your hoise’s lioof-tread sounds too mde. 

So stilly is the solitude 

Nought living meets the ey e or ear, 

But veil I i\een the dead arc near. 

For though, m feudal strife, a foe 
Hath laid Our Lady’s cliapel Ion, 
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Yet still, bcncadi the 1. 'll o'* tA &35, « 

The u **1 lien from In" 

,\nd, dun’, bids In. how." Ik* lu ’ 

Where erst hu simple father p'^W 

If age lnd limed the pi ' 

And file lnd c it my tic-, to hfi , 

Here, ha\e 1 thought, ’t ' ere uo-X to mieil, 


’ PM ere s cet to «i.\t h the ‘•at-tj try 
On Bourliopc’s lonely top dec-* . , 

And is it ‘not i’id feeble du d 

On the broid hkc, nn 1 mountain 1 ' si L', 

To sn\, “ 1 hu, pleasures fade a\ at , 

Youth, talents, be-utt , tints deca , , 

And kite us darl , forlorn, ami fn\ , ‘ 
riien gaze on Dry Slope’s mined tov f, 

And tlnnh on \ arro'. ’s faded Blown 
And when tint mountain sound 1 heard. 

Which bids us 1 c for s.orm prepared, 

The distant rustling of Ins wings, 

As up Ins force the Temped brings, 

’Twere sweet, ere jet his terror rate, 

To sit upon the \\ izard’s grate , 

Tint \\ izard Priest’s whose bones arc thras' 
From company of holy dust, 

On winch no sunhcim cter shines — 

(So superstition’s creed dit ines,) 

Thence t icw the like, w ith sullen roir, 
llcatc her hroid billows to the shoic , 

And mark the t dd sw-ms mount the gale 
Spread tt ide through mist their snow \ sail. 
And e\er stoop again, to late 
Their bosoms on the surging vrate 
Then, when against the driwng 1ml 
ho longer might my plaid at ail, 

] ack to my lonely home retire, 

\nd light mj lamp, and trun my fire 
1 here ponder o’er some mystic lay. 

Till the wild tale had all its sway, 

And in the bittern’s distant shriek 
I heard unearthly a oiccs speak, 

And thought the Wizaul Priest was come. 
To claim again his ancient home < 

And hade my busy fancy lange. 

To frame him fitting shape and strange. 

Till from the task my brow I cleared, 

And smiled to think that I had feared 

But, chief, ’twere sweet to tlnnk such litc, 
Though but escape fiom fortune’s strife ) 
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Something most matchless good and wise, 

\ gieat and grateful sacrifice , 

And dcci i oath hour to musing given 
A step upon the road to litas cn 

\ ct him, iv hose heart is ill at case 
Such peaceful solitudes displease 
lie loves to drown his bosom’s jai 
Amul the elemental war 
And tm black Palmci s choice had been 
Some ruder and more sasage scene, 

Like that which frowns lound datk Loch-skcnc 
Tticre eagles scream from isle to slioie , 

Down all the locks the torrents mar , 

O’er the black wa\cs incessant dinen, 

Daik mists infect the summer licaacn , 

1 luough the rude barncrs of the lake, 

\waj its lumymg waters break, 

Faster and w’hitet dash and curl, 

'Fill down yon dark abyss they lunl 
Wises the fog -smoke white as snow, 

Thtmdus the \ lew less stream below , 

Diung, as if condemned to lave 
Some demon’s subterranean cave, 

Who, pitsoned by enchanter’s spell, 

Shakes the dark rock with groan and yell 
And well that Palmer’s foim and mien 
Had suited with the stormy scene, 
fust on the edge, straining Ins ken 
Po s icw' the bottom of the den, 

Where, deep, deep down, and fai within, 

Toils with the rocks the roaring linn , 

'1 hen, issuing forth one foamy wa\c, 

And wheeling lound the Giant’s Gr.we, 

While as the snowy charger’s tail, 

Drives down the pass of Mofiatdalc 

Harriot, thy harp, on Isis strung, 

To many a Bolder theme has rung 
Then list to me, and thou shalt know 
Of this mystenous Man of Woe 


CANTO SCCOND 
THE CONVENT 

The breeze, which swept away tile smoke 
Round Norliam Castle lolled , 

\\ hen all the loud aitillery spoke, 

With lightntng-fiash, and lliundei-stioke, 
As Marmion left the Hold 
It curled not Tweed alone, that biceze ; 
Foi, far upon Noi thumbnail seas, 

It freshly blew, and strong, 
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WA RATION 

To cmuhtc Sami Hilda’s fame 
Tor this i,he ga\ c liei ample doner 
I o raise the convent’s eastern toner, 
I'm this, with caning rare .and quaim? 
She decked the chapel of the saint. 

And gave the lehc-shmic of cost, 

'With i\ oi) and gems embossed 
1 he poot lici convent’s bounty blessed, 

I he pilgum m its halls found cst 
4 J'lack n as lici g.aib, her rigid line 
Kcfoimtd on Benedictine school, 

I let cheek was p le, het fonn nas spare 
"Vigils, and penitence auxtcie, 

Had early quenched the light of youth, 
3 hit gentle w as the dame m sooth s 
Though, aim of hei icligious sway. 

She loved to sec her maids obey, 

Yet nothing stein nas she in cell, 

And the nuns loved then Abbess avell 
Sad nas (Jus v oy age to the dame, 
Summoned to Linclisfame, slie came, 
Tlicre, with Saint Cuthbert’s Abbot old, 
And Tynemouth’s Prioress, to liold 
A chapter of Saint Benedict, 

For inquisition stem and strict, 

On two apostates from the faith, 

And, if need were, to doom to death 

5 . Nought say I liere of Sistci Clare, 

Sa\e tins, that she was young and fair> 
As yet a notice unpiofcssed, 

Lovely, and gentle, but distressed 
She w as betrothed to one now f dead, 

Or worse, who had dishonouicd fled 
Her kinsmen bade hci give her hand 
To one, who lo\ed her for lici land* 
lleiself, almost heart-broken now, 

Was bent to take the -vestal vow, 

And shroud, within Saint Hilda’s gloom. 
Her blasted hopes and w ithered bloom 

6 She sate upo i the galley’s piovv, 

And seemed to maik the waves below , 
Nay seemed, so fixed her look and eye, 
To count them as they glided by 
She saw' them not— ’tw as seeming all— 
Far other scene hei thoughts recall,— 

A sun-scoiclied desert, waste and bare, 
N01 wave, 1101 breezes, mummied there, 
There saw' she, where some careless hand 
O’er a dead corpse had heaped the sand/ 

T 0 hide U till the jackals come 
lo tear it fiom the scanty tomb — 


-s. ri. 
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Sec wlnt i woeful look v r- qtv cn ^ 

As she raised up he: <-) e,-. to he* cst 

Lovely, and gentle, and di^f ;c 1 - 
1 hc-c char, ’s m.ght mmc the fitree't he.. 

Harper have 'ling, •‘ill pc eta told, 

That he, in fury uncoiiBulkd, 

The shaggy monarch of the t. oei, 

Before a virgin, fair ara good, 

1 lath pacified hi-. n\ age mood 
But passions in the Irur an fnnie 
Oft put the lion s rge to shame , 

And jealousy, b> d-rk intrigue, 

\\ ith sordid avarice in L-p.e, 

Had practised, v tn th.ir rovl rrtl 5 t.ife 
Agatnst the mau’Tcr’ Irnrle-S luc 
This crime w as ch rged ’gainst those r go lay 
Prisoned m Cuthoert’s islet £ r ay, 

8 And now the vessel si irb- the strand 
Of mountainous Koithnmberl aid , 

Towns, towers, and li dls, successive rise 
And catch the nuns del ghtal ryes 
Monl -Wearmoutl soon bch nd thci i 1~\. 

And Tynemouth s ptiary a id b ly , 

They marked, amid her trees, the hah 
OF lofty Scaton-Delaval , 

They saw the Bly the "ml V’.nrccch P-ncls 
Rush to the sea through s and ng woods, 

1 hey passed the tow cr of H idcknngtcn, 

Mother of many a v ahniv ~on , 

At Coquct-islc their bead tney tell. 

To the good Saint who ovnea the cell , 

Then did tnc Alne attention claim, 

And Wurkvvortn, proud of Percy's nam;, 

And next, they crossed themselves, to lien 
1 he whitening breakers sound so rear 
Where, boiling through the rocks, they rom 
On Dunstanhorough’s enverned slioie , 

Thy tower, proud Bamhorough, marked they here. 
King Ida’s castle, huge and square, 

From its tall rock look grimly down, 

And on the swelling ocean frow n , 

Then from the coast they bore awav. 

And reached the Holy Island’s bay 
9 'Pp tide did now its flood-mark gam 
And girdled in the Saint’s domain , 

For with the flow and ebb, its style 
V arres from continent to isle 
Dry-shod, o’er sands, twice every day, 

The pilgrims to the shrine find way , 
ivwce every day, the waves efface 
Of staves and sandalled feet the trace 
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As to the port the galley flew, 

Higher ami highct'io-c to mow 
T he Cas‘je, with its battled a, alls. 

The ancient Monastery’s halls, 

A solemn, huge, and dark-ied pile, 

Placed on the margin of tlie is'c 

to. In Saxon -.trength tl at Ahbca frowned, 

M ith mas-ne aiches broad and round, 

Tint rose alternate, lov on low 
On ponderous columns, shoit and low, 
Built ere the art was l no uni, 

By pointed able, and shafted stalk, 

The arcades of an nlley ol walk 
To emulate m stone 
On the deep w alls, the heathen Dane 
Had poured his impious rage m a am, 

And needful a\°s such strength to these 
kxposed to the tempestuous seas, 

Scourged by tiie wind s eternal swan, 

Open to i oxers fierce as they, 

\\ Inch could twehe hundred a ears withstand 
Winds, waxes, and noithern pirates’ hand 
Not but that portions of the pile, 

Rebuildcd m a 1 ter style 
Showed where the spoiler’s hand had been, 
Net but the wasting sca-biecze keen 
Ilad worn the pillar’s can mg quaint. 

And mouldered in his niche I he saint, 

And rounded, with consuming power, 

Hie pointed angles of each tower 
Yet still entire the Abbey stood, 

Lil c a etemn, w orn, but unsubdued 

1 1 Soon as they neared Ins turrets strong 
The maidens raised Saint Hilda’s song, 

And aaith the sca-waxe and the aund, 

Their a oiccs, sw cetly shrill, combined, 

And made harmonious close , 

Then, answering from the sandy shoie, 
Half-drouaied amid the breakers’ roai, 
Accotdmg clioius rose 
Down to the Inaen of the Isle. 

Tlie monks and nuns m ordei file, 

From Cuthbcrt’s cloisters grim.. 

Banner, and cross, and relics there, 

To meet Saint Hilda’s maids, they bare- 
And, '•s they caught the sounds on a.r 
They echoed back the hymn 
The islanders in joyous mood, 

Rushed cnnilously through the flood 
To hale the bark to land 
Conspicuous by hei aeil and hood 
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Signing the cross the Abbess stood, 

And blessed them v ith her band 
*2 Suppose vi e nov the welcome seal. 

Suppose the Convent banquet matte: 

All through the holy dome, 

Through cloister, aisle, and gallery. 

Wherever vestal maid might pry, 

Kor risk to meet unlmllovved eye, 

The stranger sisters loam 
Till fell the evening damp with den. 

And the sharp sea-breeze coldly bleu*, 

Tor there, even summer night is chill, 

I lien, ha\ ing stray ed and go, cd their fill- 
Thcy closed around the fire , 

And all, in turn, c.->say ed to paint 
The rival merits of their samt, 

A theme that ne er can tire 
A holy maid , for, be it known. 

That their saint’s honour is their own. 

13 Then Whitby’s nuns c' idling told, 

How to their house three barons bold 
Must menial serv ice do , 

While horns blow out a note of sbamc. 

And monks cry ‘ Fye upon your name 1 
In wrath, for loss of svlvan game. 

Saint Hilda’s priest ye slew ” — 

“This, on Ascension-day, each year, 
bile labouring on our harbour pier. 

Must Herbert, I3rucc, and Percy hear. ’ 
They told, how in. their convent cell 
A Saxon princess once did dwell, 

The lovely Edelfled , 

And how, of thousand snakes, each one 
Was changed into a coil of stone, 

When holy Hilda prayed , 

Themselves, within their holy bound. 
Their stony folds had often found 
They told, how sea-fowls’ pinions fail. 

As over Whitby’s tow ers they sad, 

And, sinking dow n, a itli flutterings famt. 
They do their homage to the saint 


14 Hor did Samt Cuthbert’s daughters fan 
do vie with these in holy tale, 

His body’s resting-place, of old, 

Hov oft their patron changed, they told , 
How, when the rude Dane burned their pile, 
The monks fled forth from Holy Isle , 

1 er northern mountain, marsh, and moor, 

1 rom sea to sea, from shore to shore. 

Seven years Saint Cuthbert’s corpse they bore 
ihey rested them in fair Melrose , 
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But though, nine, he lo\ cd it well, 
Not theie Ins relics might repose , 

Foi, v, ondious tale to tell 1 
In. his stone coffin forth he ndcs, 

(A pondeious bath for mer tides) 

Yet light as gossamer it glides, 
Downward to Tillmouth cell 
Nor long w as Ins abiding there, 

Foi southwaid did the saint iepau , 
Chestci-le-Slieet, and Rippon, saw 
His holy corpse, ere Waidiiaw 
Hailed him with joy and fear. 

And, after many wanderings passed, 

He chose his lordly seat at lost, 

Wheie his cathedral, huge and vast, 

Looks down upon the Wear 
There, deep m Durham’s Gothic shade, 
His relics are m secret laid , 

But none may know the place, 

Sav e of Ins holiest sen ants three. 

Deep sw ora to solemn secrecy, 

Who shaie that wondrous grace 

Xj 'Who may lus miracles declare ' 

Even Scotland’s dauntless king, and hem 
(Although w ith them they led 
Galwegians, wild as ocean’s gale. 

And Lodon’s knights, all sheathed m mail, 
And the bold men of Teviotdale,) 

Before Ins standard fled 
’Tw as ho, to i indicate lus reign, 

Edged Alfred’ - falchion on the Dane, 

And turned the Conqueroi back again, 

W 1 en, wutli lus Norman bowyer band, 

He came to W’oste Northumberland 

1 6 But fam Saint Hilda’s nuns w ould learn, 

If on a l ock by Lmdisfame, 

Saint Cuthbert sits, and toils to frame 
The sea-born beads that bear lus name 
Such tales had Whitby’s fishers told. 

And said they might Ins shape behold. 

And hen his anvil sound , 

A deadened clang, — a huge dim form, 

Seen but, and heard, when gathering storm 
And night were closing round 
But this, os tale of idle fame, 

The nuns of Ltndisfarne disclaim 

57 While lound the fhe such legends go. 

Far different w as the scene of w oe, 

Where, m a seciet aisle beneath, 

Council was held of life and death 



94 


MARM10K. 


It was moie daik and lone, that vault, 
lhan the worst dungeon cell , 

Old Colwulf built it, foi his fault. 

In penitence to dwell, 

When he, for cowl and bead-., laid down. 
The Saxon battle a\c and crown 
This den, wlncli, chilling cvcty sen, e 
Offedmg, hearing, sight. 

Was called the Vault of Penitence, 
Excluding an and light, 

Was, by the prelate Sexhelm, made 
A place of burial for such dead 
As, lnvmg died in mortal sin, 

Might not be laid the chuich within 
"l\n, now a place of punishment ; 
Whence if so loud a shriek weic sent 
As reached the upper air, 

The heaicrs blessed themselves, and said 
The spmts of the sinful dead 
Bemoaned tlieir torments theie 


iS But though, m the monastic pile, 

Did of this penitential aisle 
Some vague tradition go, 

Few onlj, save the Abbot, knew 
Where the place lay, and still moie few 
Were those, who had from luin the clew 
To that diead vault to go 
Victim and executioner 
Were blind fold when transposed fhue. 

In low d-rk rounds the niches hung, 

Fiom the rude rock the side walls sprung , 
The grave stones, rudclj sculptured o’er, 
Half sunk m earth, by time half woie, 
Wcie all the pavement of the floor , 

The mildew drops fell one by one, 

With tinkling plash, upon the stone , 

A cresset, in an non chain, 

Which served to light this drear domain, 
With damp and darkness seemed to stuve 
As if it scarce might keep alive , 

And yet it dimly served to show 
The awful conclav e met below 
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There, met to doom in seciecj, 

Were placed the heads of convents tlne< 
All servants of Saint Benedict, 
dhe statutes of whose order strict 
On iron table lay , 

In long black dress, on seats of stone, 
behind v/eic these three iiulges shown, 
fv? F aIe creS! >ct , s ray 
The Abbess of Saint Hilda’s there 
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Sate fui a space with image bate, 

Until, to lude hei bosom’s swell. 

And ten -chops that for pity fell, 

She closely chew her \eil 
Yon shiottdecl figure, as I guess, 

By hei proud nnen and flow ing dress. 

Is Tynemouth’s haugnty Prioress, 

And she w ith aw e looks pale 
And he, that Ancient Man, whose nsht 
Has long been quenched by age's 
Upon w hose wrinkled brow alone, 

Nor ruth, nor mercy’s trace is shown, 
Whose look is hara and stem, — 

Saint Cuthbcit’s Abbot is his style , 

To* sanctity called, through the isle, 

The Saint of Lmdisfame 

2a Before them stood rt guilty pair , 

But, though an equal fate they share 
Yet one alone descries oui c”re 
Her sc\ a p"ge o chess belied , 

The cloak and doublet, loosely' tied. 
Obscured her charms, but could not hide 
Her cap down o'er hei face she diewj 
And, on hei doublet breast. 

She tried to hide the badge of blue, 
Loid Mamuon’s falcon-crest 
Bat, at the Prioress’ command, 

A Monk, undid the silken b'Uid 
That tied hei tresses fair, 

And raised the bonnet from her head. 
And down her slender foim they spread 
In ringlets ncli and raie 
Constance de Becerley’ they' know, 

Sister professed of Font cm and, 

Whom the church numbered with the dec 
For broken cows, and convent fled 

21 When thus her face w as given to vew 
(Although so pallid was hei hue, 

It dicl a ghastly contiast bear, 

To those bright ringlets glisten mg raw , 
Her look composed, and steady eye, 
Bespoke a matchless constancy ; 

Ancl theie she stood so calm and pale. 
That, but her breathing did not fail, 

And motion slight of cy e and head, 

And of hei bosom, w'an anted 
That neither sense nor pulse she lacks, 

You might hac e thought a form of w a\ 
Wiought to the very life, was there 
So still she w as, so pale, so fa.r 
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2Z Iici coimtcle was a sordid soul, 

Such -vs tiocs murder for a meed 
Who, but of fear, knows no conti oJ, 
Because lus conscience, seared and lorn 
Feels not the import of lus deeu , 

One, whose bvutc-feehng no ci aspires 
Beyond bis own moic brute desires 
Such tools the tempter evei needs. 

To do the saragesl of deeds , 

For them no visioned terrors daunt, 

I heir nights no fancied spectres haunt , 
One fear with them, of all most base. 

The fear of death,— alone finds place. 

Tins wretch was clad m frock and cowl. 
And shamed not loud to moan and hoi '1. 
llis bodj on the floor to dash. 

And crouch, like hound beneath the iVl.; 
While his mute partner, standing near, 
Waited her doom without a tear 


2% Yet w ell the luckless w retch might shriek, 
Well might bet paleness terror speak ' 

For there w ere seen, m that dark w all, 

Tw o niches, narrow , deep, and talk 
Who enters at such grisly door 
Shall ne’er, 1 ween, find e\it more 
In each a slender meal w as laid, 

Of roots, of water, and of bread. 

By each, m Benedictine dress. 

Two haggard monks stood motionless 
Who, holding high a blazing torch, 
Showed the gum entrance of the porch 
Reflecting back tbe smoky beam, 

The da\k-red w alls and arches gleam 
Hewn stones and cement ivere displayed. 
And building tools in order laid 


24 These executioners were chose 

As men who 11 ere w ith mankind foes 
knd, with despite and eniy fired, 

Into the cloister had ictired , 

Or who, in desperate doubt of grace, 
Strove, by deep penance, to efface 
Of some foul enme the stam , 

For, as the a assals of her w ill, 

Such men the church selected still 
^ either joyed in doing ill, 

T . V r thought more grace to gam. 

If m her cause they wrestled down 
heelings their nature strove to own 
By str mge device were they brought there, 
They knew not bow, and knew not where 
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25 And now that blind old Abbot lose, 

To speak the Chapter’s doom, 

On those the wall was to enclose. 

Alive, within the tomb. 

But .stopped, because that woeful maid, 
Gathering her powers, to speak essajed , 
Twice she essayed, and twice m a am, 
Her accents might no utterance gain. 
Nought but imperfect muinnirs slip 
From her convulsed and quivering lip 
'Twi\t each attempt all was so still, 
You seemed to hear a distant nil — 
’Tv as ocean’s swells and falls, 

For though this vault of sin and fear 
Was to the sounding surge so near, 

A tempest there }ou scaice could hear, 
So massive tveie the wails 

26 At length, an effort sent apart 
The blood that curdled to her heart, 

And light came to het eye, 

And colour dawned upon her cheek, 

A hectic and a fluttered streak, 

Like that left on the Cheviot peak 
By Autumn’s stoimy sky, 

And when her silence broke at length, 
Still as she spoke, she gathered slienglh 
And armed herself to beat 
It was a fearful sight to see 
Such high resolv e and constancy 
In form so soft and fair 

27 “ I speak not to implore ) our grace , 

Well know I, for one minute s space, 

Successless might I sue 
Nor do I speak yoin praj ers to gam , 

For if a death of lingering pam, 

To cleanse my sms, be penance vam, 

Vain aie your masses too — 

I listened to a traitor’s tale, 

I left the convent and the red, 

For three long a ears I bowed nn pride, 

A horse-boy m his train to nde. 

And well my folly's meed he ga\e, 

Who forfeited, to be his slave, 

All here, and all hej ond the grav <s — 

He saw joung Clara’s face moie fair, 

He knew her of broad lands the hur. 
Forgot his vows, Ins faith forswore, 

And Constance w as belov ed no more — 
'Tis an old tale and often told, 

But, did my fate an 1 wish agree, 

Ne’er had been read in s'orj o'u. 
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Of maiden true betnyed for gold, 

That loved, or v»as avenged, lire met 

28 “The King approved his favourite’s mm; 

In \am aural barred his claim, 

Whose faith vv ith Clare’s was plight, 

For lie attaints that rival’s fame 
Fith treason’s ctiargc~and on uicy came, 

In mortal lists to fight 
Ihcn oaths are said, 

Their praycis are pnjed, 

I heir lances 111 the rest arc laid, 

They meet 111 moitai shod , 

And liavlv ' the throng, with thundering cry, 
Shout, ‘ Marmion, Marmion, to the sky l 
De Wilton to the block 1 ’ 

Say ye, who preach heaven shall decide, 
When in the lists two champions ride, 

Say, was heaven's justice here? 

When, loyal m Ins love and faith, 

Wilton found overthrow or death, 

Beneath a traitors spear 
How false the charge, how true he fell, 

This guilty packet best can tell ” — 

'1 hen diew a packet from her breast, 

Paused, gathered voice, and spoke the rest 

?9 “ Still was false Marmion’s bridal stayed , 
To Whitby’s convent fled the maid. 

The hated match to shun 
‘ IIo 1 shifts she thus?’ King Henry cried, 

* Sir Marmion, she shall be thy bride, 

If she vv eie sworn a nun * 

One way remained — the king’s command 
Sent Marmion to the Scottish land 
I lingered here, and rescue planned 
For Clara and foi me 
This caitiff Monk, for gold, did swear, 

He would to Whitby’s shrine repair, 

And, by bis drugs, my nv al fair 
A saint m heav en should be 
But ill the dastard kept his oath. 

Whose covvaidice hath undone us both 
3° “And now my tongue the secret tells, 

Not that remorse my bosom swells, 
eu\i° assure ray soul, that none 
rr , C '' CI with Marmion 
Had fortune my last hope betrayed, 

Hus packet, to the king conveyed, 

/fwv. £ l '? n um to the headsman’s stroke. 
Although my heart that instant broke — 
Wow men of death, wmk forth your will, 
1 or 1 can suffer, and he still , 



MA RATION. 


And come he slow, or come he fast. 

It is but Death who comes at last. 

31 "Yet dread me, from my living tomb, 

Ye vassal slaves of bloody Rome 1 

If Marmion’s late remorse should wake. 
Full soon such vengeance will he take 
That you shall wish the fieiy Dane 
Had lather been your guest again 
Behind, a darker hour ascends 1 
The altars quake, the crosier bends. 

The ire of a despotic king 

Rides forth upon destruction’s wing. 

Then shall these a aults, so strong and deep, 
Burst open to the sea-winds’ sweep. 

Some traveller then shall find my bones. 
Whitening nnnd disjointed stones, 

And, ignorant of priests’ cruelty, 

Marvel such idles hete should be ” — 

32 Fi\cd was hei look, and stem her air. 

Back from her shoulders streamed her hair. 
The locks, that wont her brow to shade, 
Stared up erectly from her head. 

Her figure seemed to rise more high , 

Her voice, despair’s wild enejgy 
Had given a tone of piophecy 
Appalled the astonished conclave sate , 

With stupid eyes, the men of fate 
Gazed on the light inspired form. 

And listened for the avenging storm. 

The judges felt the victim's diend , 

No hand was moved, no woid was said, 

Till thus the Abbot’s doom was given. 
Raising his sightless balls to heav en — 
"Sister, let thy sorrows cease. 

Sinful brother, part m pence’ ” — 

From that dire dungeon place of doom, 
Of execution too, and tomb. 

Paced forth the judges tin ee , 

Sorrow it were, and shame, to tell 
The butcher work that there befell, 

When they had glided from the cell 
Of sun and misery 

3"t An hundred winding steps convey 
That conclave to the upper day , 

But, ere they bre-tned the fresher air, 

They heard the shriekmgs of uespair. 

And many a stifled groan 
With speed their upward way the) fake, 
(Such speed as age -md fear can 1, ake ) 

And crossed themseh cs foi terror s sake, 

As, hurrying, toitermg on, 
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Even m t’iie vespeiS hcav enly tone, 

1 hey seemed to liear a dying groan, 

And bade the passing knell to toll 
For welfare of a parting «oul 
Slow o'ei the midnight w a\ e it swung, 
Northumbrian rocks m answer rang, 
lo Waikworth cell the echoes rolled. 

His beads the w akcful hermit told , 

The Bamborough peasant laised his head. 
But slept eie half a prater he said , 

So far was hcaid the might) knell, 

The stag sprung np on Cliev lot 1 ell, 
Spicad his broad nostril to the w ind, 
Listed before, aside, behind ; 

Then couched him down beside the hind. 
And quaked among the mountain fem, 
do hear that sound so dull mid stern 


INlRODLCriON TO CAhTO THIRD 
To Willi \u Eksmnl, Esq 

As/ 1 'tul, Fttnc/ e /V) 
Like Apnl morning clouds, that pass, 

With aarjmg shadow, o’er the grass. 

And imitate, on field and furrow, 

Life’s chequered scene of ]o> and sorrow , 

Like streamlet of the mountain north, 

Now m a torrent racing forth, 

Now winding slow its siher tram, 

And almost slumbering on the plain , 

Like breezes of the Autumn day, 

Whose a oice inconstant dies aw ay, 

And ever sw ells again as fast, 

When the ear deems its murmur past , 

Thus \anous, m) lomantic theme 
Flits, winds, or sinks, a morning dream 
Yet pleased, our e)e pursues the trace 
Of Light aud Shade s inconstant race , 

Pleased, view s the rivulet afar, 

Wea\ mg its maze irregular , 

And pleased, we listen as the breeze 
Heaves its wild sigh through Autumn trees. 

Then w ild as cloud, or stream, or gale, 

Flow on, flow unconfined,ni) tale 

Need I to thee, deal Erskine, tell 
I love the licence all loo well, 

In sound now low 1% , and now strong, 

To raise the desuitor) song" 5 

Oft, when ’mtd such capricious clnme, 

Some tiansient fit of loftier rhvme 
1 o thj kind judgment seemed excuse 
lor manj an error of the muse , 
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Oft hast thou said, “ If still mis*spent. 

Thine hours to poetry are lent, 

Go, and to tame thy wandering- course, 

Quaff fiom the fountain at the somce , 
Approach those masters, o’er w hose tomb 
Immortal laurels e\ er bloom , 

Instructn e of the feebler bard, 

Still from the gra\e their voice is heard , 
From them, and from the paths they show ed, 
Choose honoured guide and practised road , 
Nor ramble on through brake and maze, 
With harpers rude of barbaious days 

“ Or, deem’st thou not our later time 
Yields topic meet foi classic rhjme ? 

Hast thou no elegiac a erse 
For Brunswick’s -venerable hearse? 

What 1 not a line, a tear, a sigh, 

When a alour bleeds for hbcrt} ? 

Oh, hero of that glorious time, 

When, with unm ailed light sublime, — 
Though martial Austria, and though all 
The might of Russia, and the Gaul, 

1 hough banded Europe stood her foes — 

Hie star of Brandenbutgh arose, 

Thou couldst not live to see her beam 
For ever quenched m Tenu’s stream 
Lamented chief' — it was not given 
1 o thee to change the doom of hea\ en, 

And ciaish th'rt dragon m its birth, 

Piedeslmed scourge of guilt) earth 
Lamented chief ' — not thine the pow er, 

To sav e m that presumptuous hour, 

When Prussia hurried to the field 

And snatched the speai, bu' left the shield. 

Valour and skill ’twas thine to trj. 

And, tried m a am, ’tw as thine to die, 

111 had it seemed 111) silver hair 
The last, the bitteicst pang to share, 

For princedoms reft, and scutcheons nven. 

And birthrights to usurpers giv en , 

Thy land’s, th> children’s wrongs to feel, 

And w ltness w ocs thou couldst not heal ' 

On thee relenting Heav en bestov s 
For honoured life an honoured close, 

And when revolves, m time's suie change, 

The hour of Germany ’s re, enge, 

V hen, breathing fur) for her srke. 

Some new Armmius shall aw at e 
Her champion, ere lie strike, shad come 
To whet h>s swore on Brans \ ii‘A tomb 

“ Or of the Red-Cros> hero te-'ch, 
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Dauntless in dungeon as on breach 
Alike to lum the sea, the shore, 

The brand, the lmdle, or the oar, 

Alike to him the war that calls 
Its votaries to the shattered avails, 

Which the grim Turk besmeared with blood, 
Against the Invincible made good , 

Or that, whose thundering voice could wake 
The silence of the polar lake, 

When stubborn Russ, and metalled Swede 
On the warped wave their death game piavcd. 
Or that, where vengeance and affright 
Howled round the father of the fight, 

Who snatched on Alexandria’s sand 
The conqueror’s wreath with dying hand 

“ Or, if to touch such chord be tlnnc. 
Restore the ancient tragic line, 

And emulate the notes that Tung 
From the wild harp which silent hung 
By silver Avon’s holy shore, 

Till twice an hundred years rolled o’er , 

When she, the hold Enchantress, catne, 

With fearless hand and heart on flame 1 
Fiom the pale willow snatched the treasure. 
And swept it with a kindred measure, 

Till Avon’s swans, while rung the giove 
With Monfort’s hate and Basil’s love, 
Awakening at the inspired strain, 

Deemed their own Sliakespeaie lived again ” 


Thy friendship thus thy judgment wronging 
With praises not to me belonging, 

In task more meet for mightiest powers, 
Wouldst thou engage my thuftless hours 
But say, my Erskine, hast thou weighed 
That secret pow er by all obeyed, 

Which waips not less the passive mind, 

Its source concealed or undefined , 

Whether an impulse, tint has birth 
Soon as the infant wakes on earth, 

One vvith our feelings and our pow ers, 

And rather part of us than ours , 

Or whether fitliei termed the sway 
Of liahit, formed m early day? 

Howe'er derived, its foice confessed 
Rules with despotic sway the breast, 

And drags us on by viewless chain, 

\\ hue taste and reason plead m vain 
Look east, and ask the Belgian why. 
Beneath Batavia s sultry sky. 

He seeks not eager to inhale 
The freshness of the mountain gale. 
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Content to 1 eai Ins w Intellect will 
Beside the dank and dull canal? 

He’ll say, fiom ) outli he lo\ ed to see 
The white sail gliding by the tree 
Or see yon weather-beaten hind, 

Whose sluggish herds before him wand, 

Whose tattered plaid and nigged cheek 
His 1101 them clime and lunched speak. 
Through England’s laughing meads he goes, 
And England’s wealth around him flows. 

Ask, if it w ould content him w ell, 

At ease m these gay plains to dw ell, 

Where hedge-rows spiead a verdant screen, 

And spires and forests intervene, 

And the neat cottage peeps between? 

No 1 not for these w ill he exchange 
His dark Lochaber’s boundless range, 

Nor for fair Devon’s meads forsake 
Bennevis gray and Garry’s lake 

Thus, \slwle. I ape the measure wild 
Of tales that charmed me ) et a child, 

Rude though they be, still w ith the chime 
Return the thoughts of earlier lime, 

And feelmgs, loused in life’s first da), 

Glow m the line, and prompt the Jay 
Then rise those ciags, that mountain towei, 
Which charmed my fine) ’s w ahenmg hour 
Though no broad river swept along, 

To claim, perchance, heroic song, , 
Though sighed no grov es in summer gale, 

To prompt of lov e a softer tale , 

Though scarce a puny streamlet’s speed 
Claimed homage from a shepherd’s reed. 

Yet was poetic impulse giv en, 

B) the green lull and dear blue heaven 
It was a barren scene, and wild, 

Where naked cliffs w ere rudely piled , 

But e\ er and anon beta een 
Lay v elv et tufts of lov eliest green , 

And w ell the lonely infant knew' 

Recesses where the wall-flower grew, 

And honey-suckle loved to crawl 
Up the low crag and ruined w all 
I deemed such nooks the sw eetest shade 
The sun m all 1 m round sune)ed. 

And still I thought that shattered tow er 
The mightiest vvoik of human power. 

And marvelled, ”s the aged hind 

With some strange tale bewatched m> mind 

OF fo ravers who, with headlong force 

Down from that strength had spurred their horse, 



Still, with vain foulness, cut.hl 1 trace, 
Anew, each kind fannlrr fate, 
r I hat brightened at our evening f re , 

From the thatched nimivon's gmv -haired Ft^, 
\\ ise w nliout learning, plain mi 1 goo 1 
And sprung of Scotland s gentler Ido ad , 
Who'e eye in age, quid , ck it, ani l ecu, 
Showed what m youth it glance hil been , 
Whose doom discordtng ntiehW'tu sought. 
Content with equity unbound. 

To him the venerable Brest, 

Our ftequent and familiar guest, 

Whose life and manners well could paint 
Alike the student and the saint , 

Alas! whose speech too oft 1 brol e 
With gambol rude and timeless jol e 
For 1 was vvav waul, bold, and wild, 

A self willed imp, a gianthme’s clidd , 

But half a plague, and half a jest, 

Was still endured, beloved, caressed 

From me, thus nurtured, dost thou ask 
The classic poet's well conned tasl 7 
Nay, Frskine, nay— on the wild hill 
Let the w ild licathbell flourish still , 

Cherish the tulip, prune the v me. 

But freely let the w oodbme tsv me. 

And leav c untnmmcd the eglantine 
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Nay, my friend, nay— since oft thy piaise 
Hath given flesh a lgoui to my lays, 

Since oft thy judgment could refine 
My flattened thought, or cumbious line, 
Still kind, as is thy m ont, attend, 

And m the minstrel spare the friend 
Though 11 ild as cloud, as stream, as gale, 
Flow forth, flow uniestramed, my tale 3 


CANTO THIRD 
THE HOSTEL, OR INM 
l The livelong day Lord Marmion rode * 
The mountain path the Palmer shoued. 
By glen and streamlet n aided still, 

Where stunted birches hid the nil 
They might not choose the lou land road, 
For the Merse foray eis uere abroad, 

Who, fired ivitli hate and tlmst of prey, 
Had scarcely failed to bar their 11 ay 
Oft on the trampling band, from cron n 
Of some tall cliff, the deei looked don n , 
On uing of jet, fioni his lepose 
In the deep heath, the blac! -cock rose. 
Sprang from the gome the timid roc, 

Noi waited for the bending bon , 

And n hen the stony path began, 

By which the naked peak they wan. 

Up flew the snowy ptarmigan 

The noon had long been passed befoie 

*1 hey gamed the height of Lammennooi , 

I hence minding down the northern n iy , 
Before them, at the close of day, 

Old Gifford's toners and hamlet lay 
2 No summons calls them to the ton er, 

To spend the hospitable hour 
lo Scotland’s camp the Lord was gone. 
His cautious dame, in bon er alone, 
Dieaded liei castle to unclose, 

So late, to unknown fiiends or foes 
On through the hamlet as they paced, 
Before a porch, whose front was graced 
With bush and flagon trimly placed, 

Lord Marmion drew his lem 
The ullage inn seemed large though rude, 
Its cheerful fire and hearty food 
Might well rebel e Ins tram 
Down from their seats the horsemen sprang, 
With jingling spurs the court-yaid rung. 
They bind their horses to the stall, 

Foi forage, food, and firing call. 

And various clamour fills the hall : 
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For still, as squne and archer stared 
On that dark face and matted beard. 

Their glee and game declined 
All gazed at length m silence diear, 

Unbroke, save w hen m comrade’s ear 
Some yeoman, ■wondering in his fear, 

Thus whispered forth his mmd — 

* Saint Mary' saw ’st thou e’er such sight 1 
Flow pale his cheek, his eye how bright, 

"Whene’er the fire-brand’s fickle light 
Glances beneath Ins cow 1 1 
Full on our Lord lie sets his eye. 

For his best palfrey', w'ould not I 
Endure that sullen scowl ” — 

7 But Mamnon, as to chase the aw e 

Which thus had quelled then hearts, who saw 
The ever-\ arying fire-light show 
That figuie stern and face of woe, 

Now' called upon a squire — 

“Fitz-Eustacc, know'st thou not some lay, 

To speed the lingering night aw ay ? 

"Wc slumber by the fiie ” — 

& “ So please you,” thus the youth rejoined, 

“ Om choicest minstrel ’s left behind 
111 may we hope to please yom eai, 

Accustomed Constant’!, stiams to heal 
The harp full deftly can he strike. 

And w ake the lover’s lute alike , 

To dear Saint Valentine, no thrush 
Smgs livelier from a spring-tide bushy 
No nightingale her love-lorn tune 
More sweetly w aibles to the moon 
Woe to the cause, w hate’er it be. 

Detains from us his melody', 

Lai ished on rocks, and billow s stem, 

Oi duller monks of Lmdisfarne 
Now must I venture as I may, 

To sing lus favourite roundelay ” 

9 A mellow' voice Fitz-Eustacc had, 

The air he chose w as w llcl and sad , 

Such have I heard, m Scottish land. 

Rise fiom the busy harvest band. 

When falls before the mountaineer. 

On lowland plains, the ripened car 
Now' one shnll voice the notes prolong, 

Now' a wild chorus swells the song 
Oft have I listened, and stood still. 

As it came softened up the hill, 

And deemed it the lament of men 
Who languished for then native glen* 
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It fell on Marmion’s ear, 

And plained as if disgrace and ill. 

And shameful death were near 
He drew his mantle past his face, 

Betw een it and the band, 

4 nd rested with his head a space 
Reclining on his hand 
His thoughts I scan not , but 1 w een 
That, could then import ha\e been seen, 
The meanest groom in all the hall. 

That e er tied courser to a stall, 

"Would scarce haa e w ished to be their prey, 
For Lutterward and Fontenaye 

13 High minds, of natne pnde and force, 

Most deeply feel thy pangs. Remorse 1 
Feai, for their scourge, mean rillams ha\e, 
Thou art the torturer of the bra\e. 

Yet fatal strength they boast to steel 
Their minds to bear the w ounds the) feel , 
Even while the) writhe beneath the smai t 
Of crvif conflict m the heart 
For soon Lord Marmion raised his head, 
And, smiling, to Fitz Eustace said — 

“ Is it not strange, that, as ) e sung, 

Seemed m mine eat a death-peal rung, 

Such as in nunneries they toll 
For some departing sister’s soul? 

Say, what may this portend?" 

Then first the Palmer silence broke, 

(The Irvelong day he had not spoke,) 

‘The death of a dear friend ” 

I<j. Marmion, whose steady heart and e) e 
Ne’er changed in worst extremity , 

Marmion, whose soul could scantl) brook, 

E\ en ftoin his hmg, a haughty look , 

"Whose accent of command controlled, 

In camps, the boldest of the bold — 

*1 hough t, look, and utteiance, failed him now, 
fallen was his glance, and flushed Ins brow • 
For cither 111 tire tone, 

Or something 111 the Palmci s look, 

So full upon his conscience strook 
That answ er he found none 
Thus oft it haps, that when within 
1 Iie> shrink at sense of secret an, 

A feather daunts the brai e , 

A fool’s w dd speech confounds the wise. 

And proudest pnnees a eil their eyes 
Before their meanest slar e 
1 5 Well might he falter ! — by his aid 
"Was Constance Beterle) betra>ed. 
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The very chirms tint w ahe 1ns lo\eJ 
Her convent’s peaceful solitude 
Is now a prison liarsh and rude; 

And, pent w ithm the narrow cell, 

How will her spirit clmfe and swell I 
IIow brook the stern monastic laws* 

Ihe penance how— and I the cause* — 

Vigil and scourge— pei haps even worse,” — 
And tw ice he rose to cry “ to horse ' ” 

And twice his sovereign's mandate came. 
Like damp upon a kindling flame, 

And twice he thought, “ Gave I not charge 
She should be safe, though not at large? 

'i he> durst not, for their' island, shred 
One golden ringlet from hei head ” 

i$, V hile thus m Marmion’s bosom strove 
Repentance and reviving love, 

Like whirlwinds, whose contending sway 
I’ve seen Loch Venn? char obej , 

Their Host the Palmer’s speech lv»4 heard. 
And, talkaltvc, took up theviord — 

“A), reverend Pilgrim, you, who stray 
From Scotland’s simple land away, 

To v isit realms afar, 

Full often leant the art to know, 

Of future w eal, or futuie w oe, 

33y w ord, or sign, or star , 

Yet might a knight lus fortune hear, 

If, hmght-hhe, he despises fear, 

Not far from lienee , — if fathers old 
Aright our hamlet legend told ” — 

These broken words the menials move, 

(For marvels still the vulgar love,) 

And, Marmion giving licence cold, 

His tale the Host thus gladlj told 

Tun Hosts Talc. 

19 " A clerk could tell what jears have flown 
Since Alexander filled our throne, 

Third monarch of that w arlihe name. 

And eke the time w hen here he c»me 
To seek Sir Hugo, then our lord; 

A brav er nev er drew a sw ord , 

A wiser nev ei, at the hour 
Of midnight, spoke the word of power; 

1 1 o same, vv hom ancient records call 
The founder of the Goblin Hall 
I would. Sir Knight, )our longei stay 
Gave vou that cavern to survey 
Ofloft> ioof, and ample size, 

Rcneath the castle deep it lies, 
lo hew the living lock profound. 
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The floot to pave, the nidi to tound, 

1 heic never toiled n mortal arm, 

It all was wrought by word and tlmm. 

And I have heard my grandsire vay, 

Tint the wold clamour and affray 
Of those dread artizans of hell, 

Who laboured under Hugo’s spell, 

Sounded as loud as ocean's n ar 
Among the caverns of Dunbar 

to " The king Lord Gifford’s castle sought, 

Deep labouring with imceilam thought; 

Even then he mustered all his host, 

To meet upon the western coast. 

For Norse and Danish galleys plied 
'I heir oars w lthm the firth of Clyde 
There floated Ilaco’s banner trim, 

Above Norvveyan w amors giim, 

Savage of heart, and large of limb, 
Threatening both continent nnd isle, 

Bute, Arran, Cunnmghamt, and Ivvle. 

Loid Gvffoul, deep beneath the ground, 
Heard Alexander’s bugle souud, 

And tamed not his garb to change, 

But, m his wizard habit strange, 

Came forth, a quaint and fearful sight ; 

IIis mantle lined with fox-skins white. 

His high and wrinkled forehead bore 
A pointed cap such as of y ore 
Clerks say that Phaiaoh’s Magi wore, 

His shoes were marked with cross and spelt 
Upon his breast a pcntncle, 

His zone, of vugm pnichmcnt thin, 

Or, ns some tell, of dead man s skin, 

Boie many a planetary sign, 

Combust, and retrograde, and trine , 

And m Ins hand he held prepared 
A naked sword without a guard 
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“Dire dealings with the fiendish race 
Had marked strange lines upon his face, 
Vigd and fast had worn him gnm, 

His eyesight dazzled seemed, and dim, 

As one unused to upper day , 

Even his own menials with dismay 
Beheld Sir Knight, the grisly sire, 

In this unwonted vv ild attire 
Unwonted, for traditions run. 

He seldom thus beheld the sun 

A ir\’ le STK h— Ms -voice w as hoarse. 
And broken seemed its hollow force,— 

Whvfw? 16 C1U5 ?’ a ™i°ugh untold, 

Why the lung seeks his, vassal’s hold. 



M-lRMIOSi 


Yamly fiom me my hege would know 
Ills kingdom’s future weal or woe 
But j cl, if strong his arm awl hcaU, 

IBs coungc iM) do more linn art 

' “ ‘ Of middle air the demons proud, 

Who ride upon the racking cloud, 

C an read, m fixed or wandering star, 

'l he issue of events afar , 

But still their sullen aid withhold, 
have when by mightier force conti oiled 
Such late I summoned to my hall , 

And though so potent was the call 
That scarce the deepest nook of hell 
I deemed a refuge from the spell, 

Yet, obstinate in silence still. 

The haughty demon mocks my skill 
But thou, — who little know’st thy might, 
As bom upon that blessed night 
When yawning graaes, and dying groan, 
Proclaimed hell s empne oaerthrown, — 
With untaught \alour shall compel 
Response denied to magic spell — 
‘Grametcy,’ quoth our Monarch free, 

‘Place him but fiont to fiont with me. 

VncI, by this good and honomed brand. 

The gut of Ccetu-de-Lion’s hand, 

Sooliily I sw'ear, that, tide what tide, 

I he demon shall a. bufict bide — 

His bearing bold the wirard viewed. 

And thus, well pleased, his speech lenewcd 
‘Thcte spoke the blood of Malcolm 1 — mark 
Forth pacing hence, at midnight dark, 

1 he rampart seek, w hose circling crown 
Crests the ascent of yonder down, 

A southern entrance shalt thou find. 

There halt, and there thy bugle w md, 

And tmst tlnne elfin foe to see, 

In guise of thy w orst enemy' , 

Couch then thy lance, and spur thy steed — 
Upon him 1 and St George to speed 1 
If lie go down, thou soon shalt know 
Whate’ci these airy sprites can show , — 

If thv heart fad thee in the strife, 

I am no vat rant for thy life ’ 

“ Soon as the midnight bell did ring, 

Alone, and armed, foith rode the King 
To tint old camp’s deserted round 
Sir Knight, you avcll might nmk the rnou-d. 
Left hand the town,— the Pictish race 
The trench, long since, in blood did trace , 
The mooi around is brown and baie, 
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The spice within is gicen and fur 
The spot out ullage chilchen Know, 

For there the earliest wild flowers grow. 
But woe betide the wandering wight 
That trcids its circle m the night 1 
1 he breadth across, a bow shot clear, 
Gues ample spice for full career, 
Opposed to the four points of heaven, 
By four deep gaps 's entrance gwen 
The southernmost our monarch passed, 
Halted, and blew a gallant blast, 

And on the north, w ithm the mg, 
Appeared the form of England's king, 
Who then a thousand leagues afar, 


In Palestine waged holy war 

Vet arms like England’s cbd he wield, 

Alike the leopards m the shield, 

Alike his Syrian courser's fiamc, 

The rider’s length of limb the same 
Long afterwards did Scotland know', 
Fell Edward was her deadliest foe 


24 


“The vision made our monaich start, 
But soon he manned lus noble heart, 
And in the fiist caieer the) ran, 

Ihe Elfin Knight fell horse and man. 
Yet did a splinter of lus lance, 

'1 hrougll Alexander’s \ isor glance, 

And razed the skm — a punj wound 
The king, light leaping to the giound. 
With naked blade Ins phantom foe 
Compelled the future w ar to show' 

Or Largs be saw the glorious plain, 
Wheie still gigantic bones remain, 
Memoual of the Danish war , 
Himself he saw am id the field 


On high his brandished war axe wield, 

And strike proud Haco from Ins car, 
While all around the shadowy kings, 
Denmark’s grim ravens cow'eicd their wings 
’Tts said, that, ill that awful night, 

Remoter visions met Ins sight, 

Foreshowing future conquests far, 

When our sons sons w'age northern w ai , 
d Cl ^’ Wwer and spire, 

Reddened the midnight sky noth fire , 

\nd snouting crews liei nary bore, 
tiiumphant, to Uie victor shore 
buch signs may learned clerks explain, 

They pass the wit of simple swam , 

5 M Th f turned home again, 

Headed his host, and quelled the Dane, 
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But yeaily, when returned the night 
Of his strange combat with the sprite. 

His wound must bleed and smart , 

.Lord Gifford then would gibing say, 

‘ Bold as ye were, my liege, ye pay 
The penance of your start ’ 

Long since, beneath Dunfeimhne’s nave, 
King Alexander fills his grave, 

Oui Lady gave lnm lest ! 

Yet still the 1 nightly speai and shield 
The elfin wan lor doth wield, 

Upon the brown hill’s breast. 

And many a knight hath pioved his chance 
In the dimmed ling to break a lance, 

But all have foully sped. 

Save two, as legends tell, and they 
Were Wallace wight, and Gilbert Ilaj — 
Gentles, my tale is said ” 

26 The quaighs weie deep, the liquoi strong, 
And on the tale the yeoman throng 
Had made a comment sage and long, 

But Marmion gave a sign , 

And, with their loid, the squires retire. 

The rest, around the hostel fire, 

Theu drowsy limbs recline , 

For pillow, underneath each head. 

The qun er and the taige were laid. 

Deep slumbering on the hostel flooi, 
Oppressed with toil and ale, they snore 
The dying flame, m fitful change, 

Threw on the group its shadows strange 

27 Apart, and nestling in the hay 
Of a waste loft, Fitz. Eustace lay, 

Scarce, by the pale moonlight, were seen 
The foldings of his mantle green 
Lightly he dreamt, as jouth will dream, 

Of sport by thicket, 01 by sti earn, 

Of hawk or hound, of ring or glove, 

Or, lighter jet, of lady’s love 
A cautious tiead his slumber bioke. 

And, close beside him, when he woke, 

In moonbeam half, and half in gloom, 

Stood a tall form with nodding plume. 

But, ere lus dagger Eustace drew 
Ills master Marmton’s voice he knew 

28 — “ Fitz-Eustace * rise,' — I cannot rest. 

Yon churl’s wild legend haunts my breast. 
And graver thoughts have chafed my mood, 
The air must cool my feverish blood , 

And fam would I nde forth, to see 
The scene of elfin chivalry 
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Arise, and saddle me my steed , 

And, gentle Eustace, take good heed 
Tliou dost not rouse these drowsy slaves, 

I would not that the prating knaves 
Had cause for saj mg, o’er their ale, 

That I could credit such a tale 
Then softly down the steps they slid, 

Eustace the stable door undid, 

And, darkling, Warmion’s steed arrayed, 
While, whispering, thus the Baion said 

“ Didst never, good my youth, hear tell 
That in the hour when I was bom, 

St Geoige, who graced my sire’s cliapelle, 
Down from his steed of marble fell, 

A weary wight forlorn? 

The flattenng chaplains all agree, 

The champion left his steed to me 
1 would, the omen’s truth to show, 

That I could meet this Elfin Foe 1 
Blithe would I battle, for the nght 
To ask one question at the spnte — 

Vain thought 1 for elres, if elves theie be. 
An empty lace, by fount or sea, 

To dashing wateis dance and smg, 

Or round the green oak wheel tlicir ring ” — 
Thus speaking, he his steed bestrode, 

And fiom the hostel slowly lode 

30 Fitz-Eustace followed him abroad, 

And marked him pace the Milage load, 

And listened to his horse’s tramp. 

Till, by the lessening sound, 

Fie judged that of the Pictish camp 
Loid Marmion sought the round 
Wonder it seemed, m the squire’s eyes. 
That one, so wary held, and wise, — 

Of whom 'twas said, he scarce recened 
FoE gospel wliat the church believed, — 
Should, stirred by idle tale, 

Ride forth m silence of the night, 
fts hoping half to meet a spnte, 

Arrayed m plate and mail 
For little did Fitz-Euslacc know 
dhit passions, m contending flow, 

"Unfix the strongest mind , 

\\ carted from doubt to doubt to flee, 
ne welcome fond credulity. 

Guide confident, though blind 
31 Little for this Fitz Eustace cared, 

But, patient, waited till he heard, 

At distance, pncl ed to utmost speed, 
i lie foot-tramp of a flying steed 
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Come town-ward rushing on 
First, dead, as if on turf it trod, 

Then, clatteimg on the ullage road, — 

In othei pace than forth he yode, 

Returned Lord Marmion 
Down hastily he sprang horn selle, 

And, m his haste, well nigh he fell , 

To the squire’s hand the rem he threw, 

And spoke no w ord as he withdreu , 

But yet the moonlight did betraj, 

The falcon crest w as soiled w ith clay , 

And plainly might Fitz-Eustace see, 

By stains upon the chaiger’s knee, 

And his left side, that on the moor 
He had not kept his footing sure 
Long musing on these wondrous signs, 

At length to rest the squire reclines, 

Broken and short , for still, betw een, 

Would dreams of tenor intervene 
Eustace did ne’er so blitliely mark 
The first notes of the morning lark 


INTRODUCTION TO CANTO TOURTH 
..To James Skene, Esq 

Aslcsitcl, Etinclc Een si 
An ancient Mmstiel sagelj said, 

“Where is the life w Inch late we led?” 

That motlej clou n, in Arden n ood, 

Whom humorous Jaques uith envy viewed, 

Not e\ en that cloun could amplif), 

On this trite text, so long as I 
Eleven years we now may tell, 

Since n e ha\ e know n each other v ell , 

Since, riding side b} side, our hand 
First drew the a oluntaiy brand , 

And suie, through main a a aned scene. 

Unkindness never came betw een 
Aw a) these winged } ears have flown, 

To join the mass of ages gone, . 

And though deep marked, like all below. 

With chequered shades of joj and woe. 

Though thou o’er realms and seas hast nnged, 
Harked cities lost, and cmpucs changed, 

While here, at home my narrower 3 en 
Somewdwt of manners saw, and men , 

Though \ arj mg wishes hopes, and fears 
Fev ered the progiess of these 3 ems, 

Yet now, dnv», vieeks and months, but seem 
The recollection of a dream, 

So still w e glide dow n to the sea 
Of fathomless eternity. 
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Even now, it seated) seems a day, 

Since first I tuned tins idle lay , 

A task so often thrown aside, ^ 

When leisure grater cares denied, 

That now, November’s dreary gale. 

Whose voice inspired my opening tale, 

That same Novembet gile orcc v ore 
Whirls the dry leaves on 1 arrow -bore 
Their ve' ed boughs streaming to the el }, 
Once more our naked birches sigh , 

And Blackhouse heights, and Ihtric’.c 1 cn, 
Have donned their wintry shrouds run, 
And mountain darl , and flooded n cad, 

Bid us forsake the banks of Tweed 
Earlier than wont along the sk>, 

Mixed with the rad , the suov -mists fly 
The shepherd, who, m summer sun, 

Has something of our envy v, on, 

As thou with pencil, I with pen. 

The features traced of lull and glen , 

He who, outstretched, the livelong clay, 

At case among the heath-flowers lay, 
Viewed the light clouds with vacant look, 
Or slumbered o’er 1m tattered book, 

Or idly busied him to guide 
His angle o’er the lessened tide, — 

At midnight now, the snowy plain 
Finds sterner labour for trie sw am 


When red hath set the beamless sun, 
Through heavy vapours dank and dun. 
When the tired ploughman, dry and warm, 
Hears, half asleep, the rising stoim 
Hurling the hail, and sleeted ram, 

Against the casement’s tinkling pane 
The sounds that dm e wild deer, and fox 
To shelter m the brake and rocl s, 

Are warnings which the shepherd ask 
To dismal and to dangerous p’sk 
Oft he looks forth, and hope',, m vwn, 

The blast may sink m mellow mg ram , 
Till, dark above, and white below. 
Decided drives the flaky snow, 

And forth the hardy sw am must go 
Long, with dejected look and whine, 
fo leave the hearth his dogs repme , 
vi lnsumg, and cheering them to aid. 
Around his back he wreathes the plaid 
His flock lie gathers, and lie guides 
°l? e n dov, ns, and mountain sides, 
Where, fiercest though the tempest blov, 
beast deeply lies the drift below 
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The blast, that whistles o’er the fells, 
Stiffens his lochs to icicles , 

Oft he looks back, 1111110, streaming fin. 

His cottage window seems a star, — 

Loses its feeble gleam, — and then 
Turns patient to the blast again, 

And, facing to the tempest’s sweep, 

Drives thiough the gloom Ins lagging c heep 
If fads Ins heart, if his limbs fail, 
Benumbing death is m the gale. 

His paths, his landmarks — all unknown, 
Close to the hut, 110 more his own, 

Close to the aid he sought m v am, 

The morn mw find the stiffen’d swam 
His widow sees, at dawning pale, 

Ills 01 phans raise then feeble wail 
And close beside him, in the snow, 

Poor Yanow, paitner of their woe 
Couches upon Ins master’s breast. 

And licks his cheek, to break Ins rest 

Who envies now the shepherd's lot, 

His healthy fare, his ruial cot, 

His summei couch by gieenwood tree, 

His rustic kim’s loud /eveliy. 

His native hill notes, tuned on high 
To Marion of the blithesome eye , 

His ciook, his senp, his oaten reed, 

And all Arcadia’s golden creed ? 

Changes not so with us, my Skene 
Of human life the vaiying scene ? 

Our youthful summer oft we see 
Dance by on wings of game and glee, 

While the dark storm leserves its rage 
Against the winter of om age 
As he, the ancient chief of Troy, 

His manhood spent 111 peace and joy , 

But Grecian files, and loud alarms, 

Called ancient Priam forth to arms 
Then happy those, — since each must dram 
His share of pleasure, shaie of pain, — 

Then happy those, belov ed of hear en, 

To whom the mingled cup is giv en , 

Whose lenient sorrows find lelief, 

Whose jojs are chastened by their grief 
And such a lot, my Skene, was thme, 

When thou of late wcit doomed to twine,— 
Just when thy bridal hour was by,— 

The cypiess with the myrtle tie , 

Just on thy bride her Sue had smiled, 

And blessed the union of his child, 

When love must change its joyous cheer. 
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And wipe affection’ 5 . filial ten 
Nor did the actions next It . end 

Sneak more the father ilnn the 

Scarce Iwl lamented hnrhe. rise 
flic tribute to bis MimPtl ! > bade . 

1 be tale of fi icndship carce ” as told, 

Ere the narrator’s heart v .as c iltl 
Far m i) w e search before a c find 
A heart so maul) and to bind 
But not around Ins honoured «m 
Shall friends alone, and 1 md'e-d mourn, 

Hie thousand c><-s hi care had dried 
Pour at Ins name a bitter tide. 

And frequent falh (he grScful dev , 

For benefits the v orld nc’ci bnev 
If mortal charity d ire claim 
The Almighty’s attributed name', 

Inscribe above his mouldering O'}, 

“llic vadow’s shield, the orphan’s Hat ’ 
Nor, though it wale lh> son on deem 
My verse intrudes on this sad theme , 

For sacred was the pen that v ro.e — 

“Th> father’s friend forget thou not ” 

And grateful title ma) 1 plead. 

For man) a 1 mdl> wore! and deed, 

To bring my tribute to his grace — 

’Tis little — but ; tis all I ln\c 

To thee, perchance, this rambling stmt 
Recalls our summer v. albs again , 

When doing nought, — and, to speak true. 
Not anxious to fmd aught to ao, — 

The wild unbounded hills we ranged , 
"While oft our talk its topic changed. 

And desultorj , os our \uj, 

Ranged unconfmed fiom gmve to ga> 

Lieu wdicn it flagged, as oft will chance 
No effort made to bicab its trance, 

We could right pleasantly pursue 
Our sports in social silence too 
lliou gravely labouring to portra) 

The blighted oak’s fantastic spia) , 

I spelling o’ei, with much delight, 

The legend of that antique knight, 
uranteby name, )depcd the White 
Tj e i lher s ^ ee * ; a trusty squire, 

Pandour and Camp, with e> es of fire, 
jealous, each other’s motions viewed. 

And scarce suppressed them ancient feud 
i he laverock whistled from the cloud , 
The stream w as l.vel), but not loud , 

1 rom Hie white thorn the Ma) flow er she 




122 


MAIiMJOX 


“ Bv Bechet's Bone" ” cned one, X f< w 
That some false Scot has stolen my sp^>r> 
Young Blount, Lord Munition s second <avnr< 
Found Ins steed w ct as ilh w t -t -rd mire , 
Although the rated horse-boa ware 
Last mght he droned him sled M d tu - 
While chafed the impatient « quire M c trur t~ 
Old Hubert shouts »' fc* r -na vender,-- 
“Help, gentle Blount’ help, comrdcA di ' 
Bevis lies dung m his tdl 
To Marmion who the plight dare tcli 
Of the good steed lie loses . <-0 will?' 

Gaping for fear and ruth, the) tan 
The chargcv panting on hts-rtiavr , 

Till one, s\ho would seem viccm crux!,— 

“ What else but esil could hctiae, 

With that cursed Palmer for our guide? 
Better we had through mire and 1 u h 
Been lanthom-lcd by 1 rm Rush ’ 


2 Fitz-Eustace, who the cause hi t guessed, 

Nor wholly understood, 

His comrades' clamorous plaints suppressed 
Hchnev Lord Manmon’s mood 
Him, ere he issued forth, lie sought, 

And found deep plunged in gloom) thought, 
And did his tale display 
Simpl), as if he knew of nought 
To cause such disarm) 

Lord Marmion gave attention cold, 

Nor marvelled at the wonders told, — 
Passed them as accidents of course, 

And bade Ins clarions sound to hone 


Young Henry Blount, meanwhile, the cost 
Had reckoned w ith then Scottish host , 
And, as the charge he cast and paid, 

“ 111 thou desav’st th) hire,” lie said , 
“Dost see, thou knave, my home s plight 5 
Fames have ridden him all the night, 

And left him in a foam ’ 

1 trust, that soon a conjuring band, 

Witb English cross and blazing brand, 
Shall drive the devils from this land, 

To their infernal home 
For m tins haunted den, X trow. 

All night they trampled to and fro f 
1 he laughing host looked on the line, — 
Groniercy, gentle southern squire, 
wl lf o lh ° U ^ omst among tile rest, 

\Mth Scottish hioad-svvord to be blessed 
hhatp be the brand, and sure the blow , 
And shoit the pang to underrm 
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Each at Ins trump a banner wore, 

Which Scotland’s roy il scutcheon bore, 

Ilcialds and pursuivants, by name 
Bute, Islay, Marchmount, Rotlrny, came. 

In painted tabaids, proudly shown)" 

Gules, Argent, Or, and Arure glow mg, 
Attendant on a Kmg-at-arms, 

Whose hand the armorial truncheon held. 
That feudal strife had often quelled, 

When wildest its alarms 

7 lie was a man of middle age , 

In aspect manly, grn\c, and sage, 

As on king’s errand come , 

But m the glances of his eye, 

A penetrating, keen, and sly 
Expression found its home , 

The flash of that satiric rage, 

Which, buisting on the eaily stage, 

Bianded the uces of the age, 

And bioke tbe keys of Borne. 

On milk-white palfrey forth he paced , 

His cap of maintenance was graced 
With the proud heion-plumc 
From his steed’s shoulder, lorn, and breast 
Silk housings swept the ground, 

With Scotland’s arms, device, and crest, 
Embroidered round and round 
The double ti ensure might you see, 

Fust by Achams borne, 

The thistle, and the fleur de lis, 

And gallant unicorn * 

So bright the king’s armorial coat, 

That scarce the dazzled eye could note, 

In living colours, blazoned brave, 

The Lion, which his title gave 
A tram, which well beseemed Ins state, 

But all unarmed, iiound him wait 
Still is thy name in high account, 

And still thy verse lias charms. 

Sir Land Lindesay of the Mount, 

Lord Lion King-at-arms l 

o Down from his horse did Marmion spung. 
Soon as he saw the Lion-King , 

For well the stately Baron knew 
To him such courtesy w as due. 

Whom royal James himself lmd crowned, 
And on Ins temples placed the round 
Of Scotland’s ancient diadem , 

And w ct lus brow w ith hallow ed w me. 
Amt on lus finger given to slime 

the emblematic gem 
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T hur mutual gat tniT"- md\ made, 

*1 Jic Lion tin a Kts. mu* age <--vul — 

" Lhough UotkmV- Kin'; hath dfcply won. 
Nt’u So faith with Henry mote, 

And struT} h'th toiliul report 
Ftot t 1 t<* lm mval couit, 

N ct, for 3m ] tim v I <*ul hLinnion’s nnrne, 
Ami Jtonn ,r-> lm.th Id- wirlil e feme. 

M> hcreln'h dcsmc~d it Humic, and J ick 
Of count a, to turn him back. 

Am] ]» hit ordu, I, \oar ^wde, 

Muil ! a i png St and fair provide, 

Tdl fil'd. Km* Hums Jiml tunc to sec 
The hottei at J ngli-h chmlrj ” 

9 1 hough ml) chafed at tint dclaj, 

Lord Marmum bears it as lie mo) 

The Palmer, hi- mj-L'uoiv guide. 

Beholding thus his pi ice supplied, 

''ought to Irde lease in vnm 
.Strict vac tlic I. ion- King’s command, 

Tint none v ho lode m Marmton’s band 
Should '•e\c , ‘ from the tr-mi 
*‘Tui; land has hue t nun of spies 
In 1 ad} Heron's vuteh.ng eje?,” 

T’o Manchmount tints, np>ri, lie said, 

But fur pretest to M trillion made 
Hie right lund path thov nosv decline. 

And trau. again* t the s' ream the 'line 

to At length up that s\ ild dale they s\ ind 

A here Cnchtmm Castle crow ns the b ink; 
Tor f ! ere the Lion’s care assigned 
A lodging nitcv for Mnrmion s rank 
Tint castle rises on the steep 
Of the c, ern sale of 1 ync. 

And far b< ncath, svlicie slow the\ creep 
I mm pool to edit, daik and deep, 

\\hcie nidus moist and willows weep, 

You hcai hei -trc.ams repine, 

TJie towers in different ages rc^e. 

Their various aiclutceture shows 
The builders’ various hands, 

A mighty mass, that could oppose, 

When deadliest hatred fired Us foes, 

The vengeful Douglas bands 
II Cnchtonn 1 though now thy miry court 
lint pens the la^y steer and sheep, 

Thy turrets rude, and tottered Deep, 

Have been the minstrel s loved icsort 
. 0 ft have I traced within thy fort, 

Of mouldering shields the mjstic sense, 
Scutcheons of honoui, or pretence, 





So stalcl, gluing ok , 

Seemed to me ne’er did limner pmrt 
So just an image of the Sa nt, 

Who propped the Virgin tn h-r faint,— 

The loved Apostle John 

“ He stooped before the Monarch’s chtur, 

And stood with rustic pianinos ihut, 

And little rev trcnce unde , 

Nor head, nor body, bowed nor bent, 

But on the desk his arm he leant, 

And avoids like these he said, 

In a low voice, — but never tone 
So thrilled through vein, and nerve, and bone 
‘ Mj mother sent me from afar. 

Sir Iking, to warn thee not to war, — 

Woe waits on thine irrij , 

If war thou wilt, of woman fair. 

Her witching wiles and wanton snare, 
James Stuart, double warned, bewan. 

God keep thee as he maj ' ’ — 

The wondering Monarch seemed to seek 
For answer, and found none, 

And when he raised his head to speak, 
The monitor w as gone 
The Marshal and raj’s elf had cast 
To stop lum as he outwird passed. 

But, lighter than the whirlwind’s blast, 
He vanished from our eyes. 

Like sunbeam on the billow cast, 

That glances hut, and dies ” 

lS While Luidesay told this marvel strange. 
The tw dight was so pale 
He marked not Marmion’s colour change. 
While listening to the tale 
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But, after 'a suspended pause, 

The Baion spoke — “ Of Na tine’s laws 
So stiong I held the force 
That never superhuman cause 
Could e’ei conliol their course , 

And, tlnee days since, had judged your aim 
“Was but to make yom guest your game 
But I have seen, since past the 1 weed, 

"What much has changed my sceptic ciced, 

And made me credit aught ” — lie stayed, 

And seemed to wish Ins words unsaid , 

But, ba that strong emotion piessed 
Winch piompts us to unload our breast, 

Even when discoaeiy ’s pam, 

To Lmdcsay did at length unfold 
The tale his ullage host had told. 

At Gifford, to his tram 
Nought of the Palmei says he there, 

And nought of Constance, 01 of Clare 

The thoughts, winch broke his sleep, he seems 

To mention but as feveiish dieams 

19 “ In vain,” said he, “to lest I spread 
My burning limbs, and couched my head, 

Fantastic thoughts returned , 

And, by then wild dominion led, 
lily lieai t within me bunied 
So sore was the dehnous goad, 

I took my steed, and forth I lode, 

And, as the moon shone bught and cold, 

Soon readied the camp upon the wold 
The southern entrance I passed through, 

And halted, and my bugle blew 
Methought an answ er met my car, — 

Yet was the blast so low' and diear, 

So hollow', and so faintly blow n, 

It might be echo of my own 

20 “Tims judging, for a little space 
I listened, eie I left the place , 

But scarce could trust my eyes, 

Nor yet can think they sened me true, 

When sudden in the nng I v ew, 

In form distinct of shape and hue, 

A mounted champion use — 

I’\ e fought, Loid-Lion, many a day, 

I11 single fight, and mixed affiai, 

And ever, I myself may say, 

Have borne me as a knight , 

But when this unexpected foe 
Seemed staiting fiom the grdfbelow,— 

I caie not though the truth I show, — 

I trembled with affiiglit , 
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And ns 1 placed in rest my spear, 

My hand so shook for very fear 
I scarce could couch it right. 

“Why need my tongue the issue tclP 
We ran our course,— my charger fell 
What could lie ’gnmst the shock of hell 
I rolled upon the plain 
High o'er my head, with threatening hand, 
The spectre shook his naked brand, — 

Yet did the worst remain , 

M\ dazzled eyes I upward cast, — 

Not opening hell itself could blast 
1 heir sight, like what I saw ' 

Full on lus face the moonbeam slrook,— 

A face could never he mistook 1 
I knew the stem vindictive look, 

And held my breath foi aw e 
I saw the face of one who, fled 
To foreign chmes, has long been dead — 

I well believe the last , 

For ne’er, from visor raised, did stare 
A human warrior, with a glare 
So grimly and so ghast 
Thrice o ci my head he shook the blade , 
But when to good Saint George I prayed 
(The first time e’er I asked Ins aid,) 

He plunged it m the sheath , 

And, or lus courser mounting light, 

He seemed to vanish from mv sight 
The moonbeam drooped, and deepest night 
Sunk down upon the heath — 

'Twere long to tell what cause X have 
To know his face, that met me there. 
Called by lus hatred from the grave, 

To cumber upper air 
Dead or alive, good cause had he 
To he my moital enemy ”• — 


22 Marvelled Sn David of the Mount , 

Then, learned m stoiy, ’gauTecount 
Such chance had happed of old. 

When, once, near Noiham, there did fight 
A spectre fell, of fiendish might. 

In likeness of a Scottish knight, 

With Brian Bulmei bold, 

And trained him nigh to disallow 
‘■a j ^ IS baptismal vow 
W,rt uu a phantom, too, ’tis said, 

l Highland broad-sword, taige, and plaid. 
And fingers red with gore 
Is seen m Rothiemurcus’ glade, 

Or vwhere the sable pme trees shade 
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Daik Toman toul, and Achnaslaid, 
Dromouchty, 01 Glenmoie 
And jet, whate’er such legends sa% 

Of -warlike demon, ghost or fay. 

On mountain, moor, or plain, 

Spotless in faith, m bosom bold, 

True son of chivalry should hold 
These midnight terrors \ am 
For seldom have such spmts poivei 
To harm, save in the e\il hour 
When guilt we meditate within, 

Or harbour unrepented sin ” — 

Lord Mainnon turned, him half aside. 
And twice to clear his ioice he tried, 
Then pressed Sir David’s hand, — 

But nought, at length, 111 answ ei said. 
And heie then father comeise stajetl, 
Each oidenng that his band 
Should bowne them with the using da). 
To Scotland’s camp to take their way, — 
Such was the King’s command 

23 Early they took Dun-Edm’s road, 

And I could tiace each step they trode, 
Hill, brook, noi dell, 1101 rock, nor stone 
Lies on the path to me unknown 
Much might it boast of storied lore , 

But, passing such digiession o’ei, 

Suffice it, that their loule was laid 
Acioss the furzj r hills of Biaid 

r I hey passed the glen and scant) 11JI, 

And climbed the opposing bank, until 
1 hej 1 ' gained the top of Blackford Hill 

24 Blackfoid 1 on whose uncultiued bieast, 

Among the bioom, the thorn, and whin, 
A truant boy, I sought the nest, 

Or listed, as I lay at lest, 

While lose, on breezes thin, 

The miu mm of the city crowd, 

And, fiom his steeple jangling loud, 

Samt Giles’s mingling din 
How, from the summit to the plain, 

Waves all the hill with yellow' gram. 

And o’er the landscape as I look, 
Nought do I see unchanged remain, 

Save the rude cliffs and chiming brook 
To me they make a hear y moan 
Of eaily friendships past and gone. 

25 But diffeient far the change has been, 

Since Marmion, from the crown 
Of Blackford saw that martial scene 
Upon the bent so biown , 
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Uphnd, a n( | (hle^ndX. 001 " be!o "' 
TJmt chequered nil tli^heaiu ",' rc wel1 ’ 
forming -f Sm ^ evten *ng far, 
fh”f i rdlCS of Uie okToil 1 fbere stood 

5* ®«« =«endid "fee",:"' PM: 

A martial lunmW £here % 

26 For f rom rr " ' 151 <«*/ 

To eastern LocW’ " Itlx min 
And from ti,„ d ° n s ^ ertl Je ph ln ’ 

To farthest Rosse’s'r^i R( ; ds wire edge 
From west to cast r ky Ic( %e , k ’ 
Scotland sent ^ Lr Soutl1 1 ° aotth 
Marmion might hear ?7 arriors fort k ’ 



And see the shift ?™? ^ ),e, £ h . 

% e frequent flashed"? lthanc e, 

27 T J be S " n ’ s re «ected m/ r ° m sh *^ld and P 

^fesssri.-. 

aS; ‘V »u.»t ix** »™ 

And She/' ere ^or ?h wlck’s'V >r * 

Til „ ul ' er <ns whirl, w iCk s listers 

RI-omened g,f t , l ch Tnn ce had m, Seven 
The conquer 1" P" 5 «">im *'** 

Atho ni ,e rk f lh c> Is! °"j rJodden Plain 
nnd I'ne, 

SC q°, 1! ’ Pennon p' al! °" tat ’^d\n^ d blue > 
The°2(f a " ner . floating d f cri ed 

Slal 5 a pme-tme "L ide ’ 

c^ongnndstmght. 
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Pitched deeply in a massive stone. 

Which still in memory is show n. 

Yet bent beneath the standaul’s weight, 

Vi hene’ei the western wind umolled, 

With toil, the huge and cunibious fold, 

And gi-ve to Mew the dazzling field, 

Wheie, in proud Scotland’s io)al shield, 

The ruddy Lion lamped m gold 

29 Lord Mamnon a lew ed the landscape bright, 

He \iew r ed it with a chief’s clebght, — 

Until within him burned his heait, 

And lightning fiom his eye did pait, 

As on the battle-day. 

Such glance did falcon never dart. 

When stooping on his prey 
“ Oh 1 well, Lord-Lioi , hast thou said, 

Thy King from warfaie to dissuade 
Were but a a am essay , 

For, by Saint Gcoige, a eie that host mine, 
Notpoavei infernal, 1101 diame, 

Should once to peace mv soul incline, 

Till I had dimmed their ai mom’s shine 
In glorious battle fiaj — 

Answered the baid, of milder mood 
“ Fair is the sight, — and yet ’twere good. 

That kings a\ ould think avithal. 

When peace and w ealth their land haa c blessed 
’Tis better to sit still at rest 
Than use, perchance to fall ” 

30 Still on the spot Loid Marmion stayed, 

F01 fauei scene he ne’er suivejed 
When sated with the maitml sliow 
That peopled all the plain below , 

The aaandeung eje could o’er it go, 

And mark the distant city glow 
With gloomy splendour led , 

For on the smoke-woeaths, huge and sloaa. 

That round her sable turrets flow, 

The morning beams a\ cic shed, 

And tinged them w ith a lustre jiroud. 

Like that which streaks a thundei cloud 
Such dusky giandeui c’othcd the height, 

Whete the huge castle holds its state, 

And all the steep slope clow n, 

Whose ndgv back he^aes to the si ), 

Piled deep and massj close and high, 

Mine own romantic town 1 
But northwaid fai, with purer blaze, 

On Oclnl m untams fell the ua)s, 

And as each heathy top they kissed 
It gleamed a purple amethyst 
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fonder the sh 0 ,es of r,fc , 

Here Prpsfmi i>„ ■ uc )on **nu . 

^ Eustace’ £ jy?*? 1 S°M 
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But not, for my picsagmg thought, 

Dieam conquest suie, oi cheaply bought 1 
Loi d Marnuon, I say my — 

God is the guider of the field, 

He breaks the champion s spear and shield, — 

But thou thyself slialt say, 

■\\ hen joins yon host in deadly stow re, 

That England s dames must veep in boner, 

Her monks the death-mass sing, 

For nevei saw’st thou such a power 
Led on by such a King ” 

And now', don n "winding to the plain, 

The banieis of the camp they' gain, 

And there they made a stay' — 

There stays the Minstrel, till he llmg 
His hand o’ei every Border string, 

And fit his haip the pomp to sing. 

Of Scotland’s ancient Court and King, 

In the succeeding lay 


INTRODUCTION TO CANTO FIFTH 
To Geoi cn Ellis, Esq 

Cdintu>\U 

When dark December glooms the day , 

And takes oiu autumn joys away , 

W hen short and scant the sunbeam tlnows, 

Upon the weary waste of snows, 

A cold and piofitless regard, 

Like pation on a needy bard , 

When sy h an occupation’s done 
And o’er the chimney rests the gun, 

And hang, m idle tiophy, near, 

The game-pouch, fishing-rod, and spear , 

When w iry teirier, rough and gum 
And greyhound watli his length of limb, 

And pointer, now' employed no moie, 

Cumber our parlour’s narrow' flooi 
When m his stall the impatient steed 
Is long condemned to rest and feed, 

When from our snow -encircled home. 

Scarce cares the hardiest step to roam, 

Since path is none, sa\ e that to bring 
The needful watei fioni the spring , 

When w tinkled news-page, thrice conned o er, 
Beguiles the dreary houi no moie, 

And darkling politician, crossed, 

In\ eighs against the lingering post, 

And answering housewife sore complains 
Of earners’ snow -impeded warns 
When such the country' cheer, I come 
Well pleased to seek our city home 
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And charm Malbecco’s care? aw Inle , 

And he, the wandering Squire of Dames, 
Forgot Ins Columbella’s claims, 

And passion, eist unknown, could gain 
The breast of blunt Sir Satyrane, 

Nor durst light Pandel a chance, 

Fold as lie w as, a looser glance, — 

She chaimed, at once, and tamed the heart. 
Incomparable Butoinarte 1 

So thou fair City ' disarm} ed 
Of battled wall, and rampait’s aid, 

As stately seem’st, but lo\ eliei far 
Than m that panopl} of w ai 
Nor deem that fiom thj fenceless tlnone 
Strength and security are flow 11 , 

Still, as of yoie, Queen of the Noith 1 
Still canst thou send thy children forth 
Ne’er readier at alarm-bell’s call 
Thy buighers rose to man thy w all, 

Thau now , in danger, shall be tlune, 

Thy dauntless voluntary line , 

Foz fosse and turiet proud to stand, 

Their breasts the bulw arks of the land. 

Thy thousands, trained to maitial toil. 

Full red would stain their native soil, 

Ere from thy mural crow n there fell 
The slightest knosp, or pinnacle 
And if it come — as come it maj, 

Dun-Edm 1 that eventful daj, — 

Renowned foi hospitable deed. 

That \ irtne much with heav en maj plead, 

In patriarchal times w hose care 
Descending angels deigned to share , 

That claim may wrestle blessings dowai 
On those who fight for the Good Town, 
Destined m e\ ery age to be 
Refuge of injured rojaltj , 

Since first, when conquering Yoik aiose. 

To Henry meek she ga\ c lepo^e, 

Till late, w ith w onder, grief, and aw c. 

Great Bouibon’s ichcs, sad she saw 

Trace to these thoughts '—for, as the} rise. 
How gladly 1 avert mine e)c% 

Bod mgs 01 true or false, to change, 

For Fiction’s fair lomantic range. 

Or for Tradition’s dubious light, 

1 hat ho\ ers ’twi\t the dav and night 
Dazzling alternatel} and dim, 

Her w a\ ering lamp I’d rather trim, 

Knights, squires, and lovely dames to see, 
Creation of my fantas} , 






Nov !csi Uic dullest theme uwl (K 
On w tut?'* of unevpccti d v it , 

In letter-? is m life npproud, 

Lnmplt honoured, and bthnod, — 
lira El US* to the Intd ttnpnl 
A lesion of tin nn"ic art, 
lo win it once the Hvul and lu itt, — 

At once lo tViTTn linlrnci and vnt vd, 

Mj guide, m> pattern, nnd inj fi!„td’ 

Such minstrel lesson to boston 
lie long thy pleasing lid , — but, <1 ’ 

No mote In tin c' ample teach 
Whit fen cm practise, ill tin preach , 

With even patience to en hue 
Lingering disease, md painful cure. 

And boast i {diction’s pings subdued 
By mild ind mmly foititudc 
Enough, the lesson Ins been given 
Forbid the repetition, II cisco. 1 

Come, listen, then 1 for them hist hnann 
And loved the Minstrel’s v in mg tone. 
Who, like Ins Border sires of old, 
n n a " incisure, lude md bold, 

1 ul W uidsor’s oiks, md Ascot plain 
With wonder heard the run them strain 
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Conic, listen 1 — bold m thy applause, 
The Bard shall scorn pedantic laws , 
And, as the ancient art could stain 
Achievements on the storied pane, 
Irregularly traced and planned. 

But j et so glowing and so grand , 

So shall he strive, m changeful hue, 
Field, feast, and combat, to renew. 

And lor es, and arms, and harpers’ glee. 
And all the pomp of elm airy 


CANTO FIFTH 
THE COURT 

1 The tiain lias left the hills of Braid; 

The barrier guard has e open made 
(So Lmdesay bade) the palisade, 

That closed the tented ground . 

Their men the ss arders backss ard dress , 
And earned pikes as they lode through, 
Into its ample bound 
Fast ran the Scottish si amors there, 
Upon die Southern band to staie, 

And ens-y ssith their ssonder rose, 

To see such ss ell-appointed foes. 

Such length of shafts, such mighty boss's. 
So huge, that many simply thought 
But for a s r aunt such ss eapons ss roughl , 
And little deemed their force to feel. 
Through links of mail, and plates of steel, 
When, rattling upon Flodden sale. 

The cloth-yard arrosss fless like hail 

2 Nor less did Marmion s skilful s less 
Glance esery line and squadron through. 
And much he marselled one small land 
Could marshal forth such s anous band 

For men-at-arms ss ere here. 

Heavily sheathed m mail and plate. 

Like iron toss ers for strength and ss eight, 
On Flemish steeds of bone and height, 
With battle-axe and spear 
Young knights and squires, a lighter tram, 
Practised their chaigeis on the plain, 

By aid of leg, of hand, and rem, 

Each v arlike feat to shoss , 

To pass, to ssheel, the croupe to gam. 

And high curs ett, that not in s am 
The sssord-sssay might descend amam 
On foeman’s casque beloss 
He sass the hardy burghers there 
March armed, on foot, ssith faces bare. 
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For n i'-or they v, 01 c non-*, 1 f 

Nor waring plume, nor tr. 4 oi l »>•"»» ^ 
But burnished were their < or kh b*np„, 
iheir brigantine aw* f oigds »£«*> 
Like \ try silver “hone 
Long nil cs they hid for ending rujlrt, 
'I wo handed swords they wore. 

And min) \%icldfcd imcc of * cijkt, 

And buckler, lunjlit the) bore 


3 On foot the yeoman too, hut du? ’t-d 
In hw steel jack, a "nth} rest, 

With iron (united well. 

Each at his bach, a sltndc 1 - ‘tore, 

His forty days’ provision horc, 

As feudal statutes tell 
His arms were h"dbard, n\L, or c pear, 

A cross-bow there, a hagbut licie, 

A dagger-knife and brand — 

Sober be seemed, and sad of cheer, 

As loth to lease bis cottage deal, 

And march to foreign str-md , 

Or musing, who would guide bis steer, 

To till the fallow land 
Yet deem not m his thoughtful eye 
Did aught of dastard terror lie , — 

More dreadful far his ire 
Than theirs, who, scorning danger’s name, 
In eager mood to battle came. 

Their valout hi e light straw on flame, 

A fieice but fading fire 
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Not so the Borduer — bicd to war, 

He knew the battle’s dm afar, 

And joyed to hear it swell 
His peaceful day w as slothful ease , 

Nor harp, nor pipe, Ins eai could please, 
Like the loud slogan yell 
On active steed, w nil lance and blade, 

The light armed pricker plied his trcle,— 
Let nobles fight for fame , 

Let vassals follow where they lead, 

Burghers, to guard their tow nslups, bleed, 
But war’s the Bordcier’s gaine 
Their gam, thui glory, their delight, 
ro'kep the day, maiaud the night, 

O er mountain, moss, and moot , 
joyful to fight they took then way, 

Scarce caring who might wm the day, 
their booty was secure, 
t hese, as Lord Matmion’s tram passed by, 
Looked on, at first, with caieless eye, 
or mar, elled auglit, well taught to know' 
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The foim and force of English bow 
But when they saw the lord arrayed 
In splendid arms, and rich biocade, 

Each Boiderei to his kinsman said,— 

“ Hist, Ringan 1 seest thou there 1 
Canst guess which road the\’ll homewaid ride? 
O 1 could W'e but, on Boidei-sidc, 

By Eusedale glen, or Liddel’s tide, 

Beset a puze so fair ( 

That fangless Lion, too, their guide, 
blight chance to lose his glistering hide , 

Browm Maudlm of that doublet pied 
Could make a kn tie rare ” 


Next Mai nu on maiked the Celtic race, 

~ Of different language, form, and face, 

A a anous race of man , 

Just then the chiefs then tribes anajed, 
And w ild and garish semblance made, 

The chequered trew s, and belted plaid, 

And \arying notes the war-pipes brajed 
To every varjing clan, 

Wjld through then red or sable hair 
Looked out then eyes, with savage stare, 

On Maimion as he passed. 

Their legs, aboie the knee, were bare, 
Their frame W f as smew 3, short, and spare. 
And hardened to the blast , 

Of taller race, the chiefs they own 
Were by the eagle’s plumage known 
The hunted red -deer’s undressed hide 
Their hairy buskins well supplied. 

The graceful bonnet decked their head. 
Back from their shoulders hung the plaid , 

A broad-sword of unwieldly length, 

A dagger, proved for edge and strength, 

A studded taige they wore. 

And qurvers, bows, and shafts, — but, O ’ 
Short was the shaft, and weak the bow, 
lo tint w'lnclx England boie 
The Isles-men earned at their lacks 
The ancient Danish battle-axe 
They raised a wold and w ondenng cn , 

As with his guide rode Mamnon bj 
Loud w ere their clamouring tongues, as w hen 
The clanging sea-fowl lease the fen, 

And, w ith their cries discordant mr cd 
Grumbled and jelled the pipes betwixt 

Thus through the Scottish camp thej passed. 
And reached the Citj gate at last 
Whcie all around, a wakeful guard. 

Armed burghers kept their watch and >rard 
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Well hod they cause of jealous feat, 

When lay encamped, m field so near, 

1 he Borderer and the Mountaineer 
As through the bustling streets they go, 

All uas ah\e with maitnl show. 

At ever) turn, with dinning clang, 

The armourer's am ll clashed and rang , 

Or toiled the swaithy smith, to wheel 
The bar that arms the chaigei s heel , 

Or axe, or falchion, to the side 
Of larring grindstone was applied 

Page, groom, and squire, w itli hurrying pace, 
Through street, and lane, and market-place, 
Bore lance, or casque, or sw ord , 

While burghers, w ith important face, 
Described each new -come lord, 

Discussed his lineage, told Ins name, 

His following, and Ins warlike fame — 

The Lion led to lodging meet, 

Which high o’erlooked the crowded stree- , 
There must the Baron rest, 

Till past the hour of v esper tide. 

And then to Hol> -Rood must ride, — 

Such was the King’s behest 
Meanwhile the Lion’s care assigns 
A banquet rich, and costly wines, 

To Marmion and his tiam 
And when the appointed hour succeeds, 

Ihc Baron dons Ins peaceful weeds, 

And following Lmdesa) as he leads 
The palacc-lialls they gam 

7 Old IIol) -Rood rang merrily 

That night, w ith w assel, mirth, and glee , 
King James within her pimcely bower 
Feasted the chiefs of Scotland’s pow er, 
Summoned to spend the parting hour , 

For he liad charged that his an ay 
Should southward maich by bleak of day 
Well loved that splendid monarch aye 
The banquet and the song , 

By day the tourney, and by night 
The merry dance, traced fast and light, 
The masher* quaint, the pageant bright, 
i he revel loud and long 
a im feast outshone lus banquets past 
It was Ins blithest — and his last 
Hie : dazzling lamps, from gallery gay. 

Cast on the court a dancing ray, B * 

TWM \* 1C lnr P did mmstiels smg, 
low , cllw l a softer stuim , 

Wh long c-ed cap, and mode test, 
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The licensed fool x t.b. jest, 

Hi m n;ic tricks the juggler plied 
At thee .1.11 1 dr w.ghtx the oil J -inis \ieri. 

*\\ Into some in' cVv-«* recess apau, 

Cemrted the 1 ’ hes of them hr'rt, 

Xor coiir*u! them m \-srn, 
ioro»tv*h in Hit- p ‘i tmg hour, 

Vutii mo > }<-,,£ a <• i!-» his power 
O’er a 1 Ir u and tb-dani , 

And flmt\ i** iior heaii, con Mew 
To but I- march a lover titu — 

Can lma* ji.On.te h.<- Hst adieu, 

Nrr ow ,1 her si ,re o! pam 

S Tiiroi' «*» this mt\ot crow if of plec. and game, 

1 'ic Xmg to gi< tt 1 onl Marimon cairn., 

M\ hs!c, rtM ,cni, all r.n ic room 
An ta‘> t-st 1* \\?* t I trow, 

King- James’s m**iU form to Know, 

Although, hr c > .rtes) to show 
lit duffed, to MoumoiJ binding low, 

His btvderid rap aim plume 
J Ur TO) at were In, garb and mien, 

His cioal , of cnnrtm %thct piled 
Trimmed with the fut ofmwltn wild. 

Hi, \est, of changeful vatm Ou.cH, 

1 he dazzkd eve beguiled, 

II is gorgeou culH hungadown, 

Wrought with tin. badge of Seothud’s crown 
The thi 5, Ic brace of old renown , 

His trusts Wade, Toledo right, 

IXsecnrle'! from a hddric bright , 

\\ hite were Ins bn shins on the heel 
Ills spurs inlaid of gohi mid steel, 
lit- bonnet, all of crimson fair, 

Was buttoned with a rub) rare 

And Marmion deemed he ne er lrd seen 

A prince of such a noble ni’cn* 

9 The monai ch’s form was middle size , 

For feat of sttength, or exercise, , 

Shaped in propoi tion fair, 

And hazel was lus eiglc e>e 
And auburn o f the darkest dye 
IIis short curled beard and hair 
Light was his footstep in the dance, 

And firm lus stirrup in the lists, » 

And, oh 1 he had that merr) glance 
That seldom lade’s heart resists 
Lightly from fair to fair he flew, 

And lo\cd to plead, Fment, and sue,— - 
Suit Iightlv won, and slioit-lieed pam 
For monai ebs seldom sigh 111 ram 
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1 ?aul l’c joyed m hinqw* lr\ur ' 

But, ’mid Ins mirth, ’n-a> t ftrn l«nt 
How sudden!) hu cheer would chm S ;c, 

IIis look o ueut rnd lower, 

If, in u sudden turn, he t< h 
The prepare of hv u^n UmI, 

Tint bound In Wau m p< n*i e .-pum, 

In memor)' of hi fathti *»u*n 
Been so ’lw a-> strw,c lwn\ e* uunore. 

Soon as the pa-’ ms; pang "-wu'er. 

Forward lie ntJicd, wi\h tlovi *i f 
Into the stream of tevelrj 
Thus, dim seen object ol afTncht 
Startles the courier in lus flight. 

And half he lulls, half spring -s de , 

But feels the (jmcl uimp ;ptu applied, 

And, straining on the lipli'encd •'ei”. 

Scours douhl) swift o'er hill at *t plain 

10 O’er James’s licaU, the courtiers 

Sir Hugh the Heron’s w ife held sv ay * 

To Scotland’s court she came. 

To he a hostage for her lord, 

Who Ccssford’s gallant heart had gored, 

And w ith the King to make accord, 

Had sent Ins lo\el> name 
Nor to that lad) free .alone 
Hid the gay King allegiance own, 

For the fair Queen of France 
Sent him a turquois ring, and glove, 

And chaigcd him, as her knight and love, 

For her to lircal a lance , 

And strike three strokes with Scott uh brand, 

And march three miles on South! on land, 

And hid the banners of Ins hand 
In English breezes dance 
And thus, for France’s Queen, he dreued 
His inanlj limbs m mailed a e;>l , 

And thus admitted English fair 
His inmost counsels still to share, 

And thus, for both, he maul) plant ed 
The rum of himself and land 1 
And )et, the sooth to tell, 

Nor England’s fair, nor France s Qacert 
Were worth one pearl-drop, bright u <) >1 cco 
F rorn Margai et’s ej es that fell — 

His own Queen Margaret, who m Lithgowk 1 o-u 
AU lonely sat, and wept the wean horn 
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The Queen sits lone m Litbgow p«le, 
rr / yTl '^ " ce P’ the w ear} day, 

The war against her nativ e soil, 

Her Monarch’s risk m battle broil,- 
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And in gay TIoly-Rood, the while, 

Dame Iieion uses with a smile 
Upon the harp to play 
Fan was hei lounded aim, as o’ei 
The strings her fingers flew, 

And as she touched, and limed them all, 
Even liei bosom’s rise and fall 
Was plainei given to view , 

Foi, ail foi heat, was laid aside 
Hei wimple, and hei hood untied 
And fiist she pitched hei voice to smg, 

Then glanced hei daik eye on the King, 

And then aiound the silent ring. 

And laughed, and blushed, and oft did say 
Hei pietty oath, by Yea and Nay, 

She could not, -would not, durst not play I 
' At length, upon the limp, with glee. 

Mingled with arch simplicity, 

A soft, yet lively, an she 1 ung, 

While thus the wily lady sung 

LOCHINVAR 
Lad\ Heron's Song 

O, young Lochmvai is come out of the west, 
lluough all the rvide Bordci his steed w r as the best. 
And save his good bioad-sw'oid he weapons had none. 
He rode all unarmed, and he lode all alone 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in wai, 

Theie nevei was knight like the young Loclnnvar 

He stayed not for biake, and he stopped not foi stone, 
He swam the Eske uvei where fold theie wans none, 
But, ere he alighted at Nethcrby gate, 

The bride had consented, the gallant came late 
For a laggaid in lore, and a dastaid m w'nt, 

Was to wed the fair Ellen of biave Loclnnvar 

So boldly he entered the Nctheiby hall, 

Among bnde’s men and kinsmen, and biotheis and all 
Then spoke the bride’s fatliei, his hand on his swoul, 

* (For the poor ciaien budegroom said never a word,) 

“ O come ye in peace heie, oi come ye m war. 

Or to dance at oui bridal, young Lord Loclnnvai?” 

“I long wooed youi daughtei, mv suit you denied, — 
Love swells like the Solway', but ebbs like its tide — 
'And now I am come, w ith this lost lov e of mine 
-To lead but one measure, dunk one cup of wine 
There are maidens m Scotland moie lovely byfai, 

That w'ould gladly be bride to the y oung Loclnnvai ” 

The bride kissed the goblet, the knight took it up. 

He quaffed off the wane, and he thiew down the cup, 
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh 


146 


maizmioiV 


With 1 Millie on hei bps and a tear m her c>c 
lie took hei soft hand, ere her molhci could bar, - 
“bow bead we a roca-mc 1 ” said >oung Lochmvan 

So stately his foini, and so lovely her face, 

Tint never a hall such a gallnrd did grace , 

While her mother did fiet, and ha 



One touch to her hand, and one word m her ear, 

When they leached the hall door and the chniger stood 1 e , 
So light to the croupe the fan lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her lie sprung'— 

“She is won' we are gone, ovei bank, bush, and seam , 
They’ll have fleet steeds that follow,’ quoth young 1 oclninar 

Theie was mounting mong Gi ernes of the Kcthcrby clan , 
Torsters, Fenwicks, and Musgiavcs, they lode and 'hey ran 
’Iheie was lacing, and chasing, on Cannobic Lee, 
but the lost bude of Netlierby 11c er did they sec 
So dating m love, and so dauntless in vvai, 

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like voting Loclnnvnr ’ 

13 TheMonaich o’ei the Mien hung, 

And beat the measure as she sung , 

And, piessing closer, and mote ncai, 
lie whispcicd pi uses in hei eai 
In loud applause the combers vied, 

And ladies w mked and spoke aside 
The witching dame to Mairmon threw 
A glance, vvheie seemed to reign 
The pude that claims applauses due, 

And oilier loyal conquest, too, 

A real or feigned disdain 
Familiar was the look, and told 
Mamuon and she weie friends of old 
The King obseived then meeting eyes, 

With something like displeased surpuse 
For monarclis ill can rivals biook, 

Even in a avoid, 01 smile, or look 
Straight took he foilh the parchment hioad 
Which Maimion’s high commission showed 
“Our Borders sicked by many a raid, 

Our peaceful liege-men robbed,” lie said , 

“On day of truce our Warden slam, 

Stout Barton killed, his a assals ta’en - 
" eie ' ve heic to reign, 
liould these for vengeance cry m vam. 

Our full defiance, hate, and scorn, 

Our herald has lo Henry borne ” 

14. He paused, and led where Doughs stood, 

And with stem eye the pageant viewed 
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I mean that Douglas, sixth of toic, 

"Who coionet of Angus boie, 

And, when his blood and heart weic high, 
Did the thud James in camp defy, 

And all his nnmons led to die 
On Lauder's dieary flat 
Pimces and far ountes long grew tame, 
And trembled at the homely name 
Of Archibald Bell-the-Cat 
The same who left the dusk} rale 
Of Heimitage m Liddesdale, 

Its dungeons, and its tow ers, 

TVheie Botlirr ell’s turrets brnre the air, 
And Botlirr ell bank is blooming fair, 

To fix Ins princely borreis 
"I hough norv, m age, he had laid down 
His armour foi the peaceful gorr n, 

And for a staff lus binnd, 

Yet often would flash forth the file 
That could, m )outli, a monaich’s ire 
And minion’s pride withstand, 

And e’en that da} , at council board, 

Unapt to soothe Ins sor ereign’s mood, 
Against the w ar had Angus stood, 

And chafed lus loyal lord 

IIis giant-foim, like ruined towei, 
Though fallen its muscles’ braw ny \ aunt, 
Huge-boned, and tall, and grim, and gaunt. 
Seemed o’ei the gaudy scene to lowei 
His locks and beard m silr ci grew , 

IIis eyebiows kept their sable line 
Neai Douglas when the Monarch stood, 

His bitter speech he thus pursued — 

“ Lord Marmion, since these letters say 
That m the North }ou needs must sta}, 
While slightest hopes of peace remain, 
Uncourteous speech it were, and stern, 

To say — Return to Lmdisfnrne, 

Until ni} lieiald come ogam — 

Then lest }Ou in Tantallon Hold, 

Your host shall be the Douglas bold, — 

A chief unlike lus sires of old 
lie wears then motto on his blade, 

Their blazon o’er lus towers disph}edj 
Yet loies Ins soieieign to oppose. 

More than to face his count!} ’s foes 
And, I bethink me, b} Saint Stephen, 

But e en tins morn to me was gnen 
A prize, the first-fruits of the war, 

Ta’en b\ a galle} fiom Dunbai, 

A bev} of the maids of lieai en 
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U iuler your gunid, these holy nruds 
Shall safe return to cloistei shades, 

And, while they at I'antoUon slay, n 
Requiem foi Cochran’s soul may say 
And, with the slaughtered favourite s name 
Acioss the Monarch’s hiow there came 
A cloud of ire, lemorsc, and shame 

16 In answer nought could Angus speak , 

His pioud heart swelled well nigh to bicak; 
He turned aside, and down his cheek 
A burning tear there stole 
His hand the Monarch sudden took, 

That sight Ins kind heart could not brook 
“ Now, by the It nice's soul, 

Angus, my hasty speech forgive’ 

For suie as doth his spirit h\e. 

As he said of the Douglas old, 

I well may say of you, — 

That never king did subject hold 
In speech mme free, m wai mote bold, 
More tender, and mote liue 
Forgive me, Douglas, once again ” — 

And, while the King Ins hand did strain, 
Ihe old man’s teais fell down like ram 
To seize the moment Mainnon tiled, 

And wlnspeied to the King aside 
“Ob' let such tears unwonted plead 
For respite short from dubious deed 1 
A child will weep a bramble s smart, 

A maid to see her sparrow part, 

A stripling for a w Oman’s heart 
Rut woe ,■ awaits a country, w hen 
She sees the tears of bearded men 
Then, oh' what omen, daik and high, 
When Douglas vets lus manly eye ' ” — 


17 Displeased was James, that stranger viewed 
And tampeied with his changing mood 
“Laugh those that can, weep those that may,’ 
Finis did the fiery Monarch say, 

“ Southward I march by break of day 
And if within Tantallon strong 
The good Lord Marmion tames long, 

Pei chance our meeting next may fall 
At Tamvvorth, m his castle-hall 
The haughty Marmion felt the taunt, 

And answered, grave, the royal vaunt 
t " cie m y humble home, 

T , Wn, ? Km ,S should come, 
has arc hers good, 

Nortlmmhr" re ' lre s hvn <>f mood, 
Northumbrian puckers wild and rude 
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On Deiby Hills the piths are steep. 

In Ouse and T)ne the fords aie deep. 

And man) a banner w ill be tom, 

- And man) a knight to earth be home. 

And man) a sheaf of arrow s spent. 

Ere Scotland’s King shall cross the Trent 
Yet pause, brave prince, while 3 et 3011 may’ 
The Monarch lightl) turned away. 

And to his nobles loud did call — 

“Lords, to the dance, — a hall 1 a hall 1 ” 
Himself Ins cloak and sword flung b), 

And led Dame Heion gallantl) , 

And minstrels, at the ro)al order. 

Rung out — 1 Blue Bonnets o’er the Border.” 

18 Lear e we these ret els notv, to tell 
W hat to Saint Hilda’s maids befell, 

Whose gallev, as they sailed again 
To WI11 tli), b) a Scot was taen 
Now' at Dun-Edm did the) bide. 

Till James should of their fate decide, 

And soon, by his command 
Were gentl) summoned to prepare 
To journey under Mamnon’s care. 

As escort honoured, safe, and fair. 

Again to English land 
The Abbess told liei chaplet o’er. 

Nor knew which Saint she should implore. 
For when she thought of Constance, soic 
She feared Lord Marmion s mood 
And judge what Clara must have felt 1 
The sword, that hung 111 Marnuon s belt. 

Had drunk De Wilton’s blood 
Unwittingly, King James had giten, 

As guard to W hitb) ’s shades, 

The man most dreaded under beaten 
B) these defenceless mauls 
Yet wliat petition could at ail. 

Or who would listen to the talc 
OF tt oman, prisoner and nun, 

’Mid bustle of a tt ai begun ? 

The) deemed it hopeless to at oid 
The" com o) of their dangerous guide 

19 Their lodging, so the King assigned, 

To Marmion s, as their guardian, joined , 

And thus it fell that, passing nigli, 

The Palmer caught the Abbess et e, 

Who tt arned him by a scroll 
She had a secret to ret eal, 

That much concerned the Church’s tt eal, 

And health of sinner’s soul , 

And, w ith deep charge of secrecy, 
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She named a place to meet, 

Witlim an open balcony, 

That hung from ch//,y pitch, anu liign, 

Above the stately street. 

To which, as common to each home, 

At night they might in secret come 

20 At night in secret there they came, 

Hie palmer and the holy dame 
The moon among the clouds lode high, 

And all the city hum was by 

Upon the street, wlieie late before 
Did dm of war and warriors roar, 

You might have heard a pebble fall, 

A beetle hum, a ci ichet sing, 

An owlet (lap his boding w mg 
On Giles’s steeple tall 
The antique buildings, climbing high, 

Whose Gothic frontlets sought the shy, 
Were here wiapt deep m shade 
There on their blows the moonbeam brol.e 
Through the faint wieaths of silvery smoke. 
And on the casements played 
And other light was none to see, 

Save torches gliding far. 

Before some chieftain of degree, 

Who left the loyal revelry 
To liovvne him for the war — 

A solemn scene the Abbess chose, 

A solemn lioui, her secret to disclose 
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“ 0 , holy Palmer 1 ” she began, — 

“ For sure he must be sainted man 
Whose blessed feet have trod the ground 
Where the Redeemer’s tomb is found , — 
Foi Ins dear Church’s sake, my tale 
Attend, nor deem of light avail, 

Though I must speak of worldly love,-' 
How v am to those w ho wed above ' 

De Wilton and Lord Marnuon wooed 
Clara de Clare, of Gloster's blood , 

(Idle it were of Whitby’s dame, 

To say of that same blood I came ,) 

And once, when jealous rage was high, 
Loid Marnuon said despiteously , 

Wilton W’as traitoi m Ins heart, 

And had made league with Martin * 5 wait, 
v\ lien he came lieie on Simnel’s part , 
And only cow ardice did restrain 
a S -> rC i 3t ^ on Stokehold's plain, — 

And down he threw lus glove —the tiling 
Was tried, as w ont, before the King , 
Where frankly did De Wilton ow n 
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That Swart m Guehlcrs he lnd known, 
And lint between them then there went 
Rome <-cioll of couiteous compliment 
For this he to his castle sent , 

Ilut when Ins mc'scnger returned 
Judge how de A ikon’s fun binned 1 
Tot m his packet there were laid 
Lettets that claimed disloyal aid, 

And proved King I fenry ’s cause betrayed 
Ills fame, thus blighted, in the field 
He strove to clear, b> spear and shield , — 
'lo clear his fame in a am he c tro\ e, 

For wundrors are His ways above 1 
Perchance some form was unobserved, 
Perchance in prayer or faith he sweived , 
Else liow could guiltless champion quail. 
Or how the ble^cd ordea? fail ? 

22. “Ills squire, who now De Wilton saw 
As recreant doomed to suffer law, 
Repentant, owned m vrm 
That, while he had the scrolls m care 
A stranger maiden, passing fair, 

Had drenched bun with a beverage rare — 
His words no faith could gam 
With Clarc'alone he credence won, 

\\ ho, rather tlnn w cd Mamnon, 

Did to Saint Hilda s shrme lepair, 
lo give our house her livings fair, 

And die a ves'al vot’ress there 
The impulse from the earth was given, 

Put bent her to the paths of hcav en 
A purer heart, a loi chcr maid, 

Ne’er sheltcicd her m Wlutby s shade, 

No, not since Savon Edelfled , 

Only one tr>ce of earthly strain, 

Urt for her lover's loss 
She cherishes a soriow vain, 

And murmurs at the cross — 

And then her heritage , — it goes 
Along the banks of Tame, 

Deep fields of gram the reaper mow s, 

In meadows rich the heifer lows. 

The falconer, and huntsman, know s 
Its woodlands for the game 
Slrnie were it to Saint Hilda dear 
And I her humble vot’ress heie, 

Should do a deadly sin , 

Her temple spoiled before mine eyes, 

If this false Maimion such a prize 
]5y my consent should win , 

Yet "hath our boisterous Monarch sworn 
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Tint Clare shall from our house be tom, 

And grievous cause lme I to fern, 

Such mandate doth Lord Alaniuon bear 

23 “Now, prisoner, helpless, and betrayed 
To evil power, 1 claim thine aid 
By ever) step thn f thou hast trod. 

'I o holy shunc, and grotto dun, 

By every martyi’s toitured limb, 

By angel, samt, and seraphim, 

And by the Church of God 1 
Tm maih —When Wilton n as betrayed. 

And with his squttc forged letters laid, 

She urs, alas '—that sinful maid, 

By u liom the deed was done, — 

0 > shame and horror to be said, — 

She uas a perjured nun ' 

No clerk in all the land, like her, 

Traced quaint and vary mg character 
Perchance you may a man el deem, 

That Marnnon s pai amour 
(For such vile thing she uas) should scheme 
Her lover’s nuptial hour, 

But o’er him thus she hoped to gam, 

As privy to lus honour’s stain, 

Illimitable power 
For this she secretly retained 

Each proof that might the plot res eal, 
Instructions with Ins hand and seal , 

And thus Samt Hilda deigned, 

Through sinner’s perfidy impure. 

Her house’s glory to secure, 

And Clare’s immortal n eal 


24 “ Tivere long, and needless,' here to tell 
How to my hnnd these papers fell , 

With me they must not stay 
Samt Hilda keep her Abbess true 1 
Who knows what outrage he might do, 
While journeying by the nay? — 

0 ' blessed Samt, if e’er again 

1 venturous leave tliv calm domain, 

To travel or by land or mam, 

Deep penance may I pay 1 — 

Non, saintly Palmer, mark my prayer 
I give this packet to thy care, 

For thee to stop they mil not dare , 
Anct, O with cautious speed, 

T? T\ O SC) s t!lc papers bring, 
a *>“*1 sW them to the Xing 
thy well earned meed. 

Thou holy man, at Whitby’s shnne, 

A weekly mass shall still be tlnne. 
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"While priests can sing and read — 

"What ail’st thou? — Speak ' ” — F01 as he took 
The charge, a strong emotion shook 
His frame , and, ere reply, 

They heaid a faint, yet slnillv tone, 

Like distant clinon feebly blown, 

Tint on the biceze did die, 

And loud the Abbess shrieked in fear, 

“Saint Withold save us 1 — What is here! 

Look at yon city cross 1 
See on its battled tower appear 
Phantoms, that scutcheons seem to rear, 

And blazoned banneis toss 1 ” — 

25 Dun-Edin’s cioss, a pillai ed stone, 

Rose on a tun cl octagon , 

(But now is razed that monument, 

"Whence royal edict rang, 

And voice of Scotland’s law' was sent, 

In glorious ti umpet clang 
O ! be his tomb as lead to lead, 

Upon its dull destroyer’s head ' — 

A minstrel’s malison is said ) 

Then on its battlements they saw 
A vision, passing Nature’s law', 

Strange, wild, and dimly seen , 

Figuies, that seemed to use and die. 

Gibber and sign, advance and fly , 

Wlnle nought confirmed could cai or eye 
Discern of sound or mien 
Yet dailJy did it seem, as thcie 
Heralds and puisim ants picpaie, 

With trumpet sound, and blazon fair, 

A summons to proclaim , 

But indistinct the pageant pioud, 

As fancy forms of midnight cloud, 

When flings the moon upon her shioud 
A wavering tinge of flame , 

It flits, expands, and shifts, till loud, 

From midmost of the spectre crowd, 

This awful summons came — 

26 “Prince, pi elate, potentate, and peei, 

Whose names I now shall cal), 

Scottish, 01 foreigner, give car' 

Subjects of him who sent me heie, 

At his tribunal to appeal, 

I summon one and all 
I cite you’by each deadly' sm 
That e’er hath soiled your hearts w itlnn , 

I cite you by each brutal lust 
That e’er defiled youi eailhly dust, — 

By wrath, by pride, by feai, 
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By each o’er-mastermg passion’s tone, 

By the dark grit e, and dying groan 1 
When foity days are passed and gone 
I cite y on at y our Monarch s throne 
To answer and appear ” — 

Then thundeied forth a roll of names 
The first was thine, unhappy James’ 

Then all thy nobles came, 

Crawford, Glencairn, Montrose, Argyle, 
Ross, Bothwell, Forbes, Lennox, Lyle, — 
Why should I tell their separate style? 

Each chief of birth and fame, 

Of Lowland, Highland, Border, Isle, 

Fore doomed to Fiodden’s carnage pile, 
Was cited there by name , 

And Marmion, Lord of Fontenaxe, 

Of Lutterward and fecmelbaye, 

He Wilton, erst of Aberley 
The self-same thundering xoice did say — - 
But then another spoke 
‘Thy fatal summons I deny. 

And thine infernal lord defy, 

Appealing me to Him on High, 

Who burst the sinner’s y oke ” 

At that dread accent, w ith a scream, 
Parted the pageant like a dream, 

The summoner w as gone 
Prone on her face the Abbess fell, 

And fast, and fast, her beads did tell , 
Her nuns came, startled by the yell, 

And found her there alone 
She marked not, at the scene aghast, 
What time, or how , the Palmer passed 


27 Shift we the scene — The camp doth mew 
Dun-Ldm’s streets are empty now , 

Saxe xvhen, for weal of those they lore, 
To pray the prayer, and xow the xow, 
The tottering child, the anxious fair, 

The gray -haired sire with pious care, 

To chapels and to shrines repair — 
Where is the Palmer now > and xxhere 
The Abbe's, Marmion, and Clare? — 
Bold Douglas 1 to Tantallon fair 
They journey in thy charge 
Lord Martmon rode on Ins right hand, 
the 1 aimer still w as w ith the band , 

‘'l- e L ndesax , did command 
i lnt none should roam at large 
But m that Palmer s altered mien 
A wondrous change might now be seen , 
i rceljr he spohe of w ar, 
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Of nnn ds wrought by single hind, 

"When lifted foi a mine land, 

And still looked high, as if he planned 
.Some desperate deed afai 
His coursei would he feed and stioke, 

And, tucking up his sable frocke, 

Would fust Ins mettle bold piovoke, 

Then soothe, or quell lus pride 
Old Ilubeit said, that never one - 
lie saw, 'except Lord Waimton, 

A steed so fanly ride 

8. Some half-bom's march behind, there came. 
By Eustace go\cmcd fan, 

A tioop cscoiltng Hilda's Dame, 

With all liet nuns, and Clare 
No audience had Loul Marnnon sought; 
Ever he feared to aggia\ale 
Claia de Claie’s suspicious hate, 

And safei ’twas, he thought, 

To u lit till, from the nuns removed, 

The influence of kinsmen loved, 

And suit b> Ileniy’s self approved, 

IIci slow consent had wrought 
His was no flickering flame, that dies 
Unless when fanned bj looks and sighs, 
And lighted oft at ladj’s ejes , 

He longed to stretch Ins wide command 
O’er luckless Claia s ample land 
Besides, when Wilton with him \ted. 
Although the pang of humbled pude 
The place of jealousy supplied, 

Yet conquest, by that meanness won 
He almost loathed to think upon, 

Led him, at limes, to hate the cause 
Which made him burst through honour’s law 
If e’er he loved, ’twas her alone 
Who died within that vault of stone 

9 And now r , when close at hand the) saw 
North-Berw lek’s town and lofty Law, 
Fitz-Eustace bade them pause a while 
Befoie a -venerable pile, 

Whose turrets -viewed, afai, 

The lofty -Bass, the Lamlne Isle, 

The ocean’s peace 01 war 
At tolling of a bell, foi th came 
The convent's venerable Dame, 

And piajed Saint Hilda’s Abbess rest 
With her, a loved and honouied guest. 

Till Douglas should a batque picpaie, 

To waft her back to Whitbj fall 
Glad was the Abbess, vou may guess, 
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And thanked tlic Scottish Piiorec 1 , 

And tedious were to tell, 1 ween 
'lhe comtcous speech tint passed between, 
O’erjoycd the nuns then palfnsx 1< ne 
But when fair Chi a did intend, 

Like them, from hoisebnck to descend, 
Fitz Eust-ice end, — “ 1 gricrc, 

Fair hdy, gtieee e’en from on heart, 

Such gentle company to part — 

Think not discourtesy, 

But lords’ commands must be obea ed , 
And Marmion and the Douglas said 
That you must wend with me 
Lord Marmion hath a letter broad, 

Which to the Scottish Earl he showed, 
Commanding that, beneath Ins ewe, 
Without delay, you shall repair. 

To your good kinsman, Lord Fitr-Clatc ” 
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The startled Abbess loud exclaimed , 

But she, at whom the blow was aimed, 
Grew pale as death, and cold as lead, — 

She deemed she heard her death doom read 
“Cheer thee, my child 1 ” the Abbess said, 
“They dare not tear thee from my hand, 
To nde along with armed band ” — 

“ Nay, holy motlici, nay," 

Fitz-Eustacc said, “ the loiely Chre 
Will be in Lady Angus' caie, 

In Scotland while w e stay , 

And, when we more, an easy ride 
Will bring us to the English side, 

Female attendance to provide 
Befitting Glostcr’s heir , 

Nor thinks, nor dreams, my noble lord, 

By slightest look, or act, or word, 

To harass Lady Clare 
Her faithful gnaicban lie will be, 

Nor sue for slightest courtesy 
That e’en to stranger falls, 

Till he shall place her, safe and free, 
Within her kinsman’s halls ” — 


He spoke, and blushed with earnest grace, 
His faith was painted on Ins face, 

And Claie’s worst fear relics ed 
The Lady Abbess loud exclaimed 
On Henry, and the Douglas blamed, 
Entreated, threatened, grieved , 

To martyr, samt, and prophet prav ed. 
Against Lord Marmion inveighed, 

And called the Prioress to aid 
To curse with candle, bell, and book - 
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Hi i* head the gr>\c Cisterti.m shook 
** fin D n't^s md the Kin",’ 1 - he said, 
<l ln their louuminK will he olicjcd, 
(nitve not. 11 n dream tint harm can fall 
ihc mnden m 'Lant.illon 2ml! ” 

31 I he AWh.", seeing strife was arm, 

A"Ui ad hoi wonted M"tc again, — 

Fu- much of su.tc she had — 

Compm ed iur veil, and nuad hei lmaa, 
And — “Bui, ' in 'oltrrtn voice <bt said, 

' I hv nivdcr, boh! and bad, 

The records of his home tarn o’er, 

And when he shah thcio written see 
lint one of 3ns own nticistty 
Drove the Monks forth of Covuitr), 
Bid him his fate evpiore ! 

Pi arcing 111 pride of carthlj trust, 

Hi» charger Imrhd him to thedu«i, 
And 1 j a bne plebeian timi't, 
IleditU his hand befotc 
God judge ’twnl Matmion and me, 

11 c ii a chief of high dcgiec, 

And 1 a pom recluse , 

\ a oft, m holy w ut, we see 
liven such wt-’k lnmista as me 
Ida) liic oppressor bruise 
1 or thus, inspired, dul Judith si ty 
TIic might) m 3ns sin, 

And Jael thus and Deborah,” — 

Here hastv Blount broke in 
"Fitr-Diistaec, wc must march out band; 
St Anton’ fne tliee ’ wilt thou stand 
All da\, with bonnet in thy band, 

To heir the Lad) c prcacli? 

By this good light’ if thus we stay 
Lord Mninnon, for our fond deli). 

Will sharper sermon teach 
Come, don tin cap, and mount tli) horse, 
The Dame must patience take perfcncc ’— 

2 “ Submit we then to foice,” said Clare, 
"But let this barbarous lord despan 
IBs pm posed aim to w m. 

Let linn take In mg, land, and life 
But to be Maumon’s wedded wife 
In me wuc deadl) sin 
And if it be the king’s deciee 
That I must find no sanctum), 

Wheic even an homicide might come, 

And safcl) lest Ins head, 

Though at Us open portals stood, 

Thirsting to pom foitli blood for blood, 



*58 


makmjon 


'1 he kinsmen of the dead; 

1 et one asylum is my own, 

Against the dreaded hour , 

A low , a silent, and a lone, 

Where kings have little power 
One \ ictim is before me there — 

Mother, your blessing and m prayer 
Remcmbei yom unhappy Clare'” 

Loud w r eep5 the Abbess, and bestows 
Kind blessings many a one , 

Weeping awl wailing loud aiose 
Round patient Clare, the clamoious woes 
Of c\ cry simple nun 
His eyes the gentle Eustace clued, 

And scaice rude Blount the sight eoutd bmg. 
Then took the sqnne her rein, 

And gently led aw ay her steed 
And, by each courteous word and deed, 

To cheer her strov c m \ am 


33 But scant tlncc miles the band had rode, 
When o er a height they passed, 

And, sudden, close bcfoic them showed 
His towers, Tantallon \ ast 
Bioad, massive, high, and stretching Tar, 
Ancl held impregnable in w ai 
On a projecting rock they io=e, 

And lound tlncc sides the ocean flows, 
The foul lit did battled walls enclose, 

And double mound and fosse 
By narrow drawbridge, outw oiks strong, 
Through studded gates, an entrance long. 
To the mam court the\ cross 
It was a wide and stately square , 

Around were lodgings, fit and fair, 

And towers of various form, 

Which on the court projected far, 

And broke its lines quadrangulai 
Here was square keep, there turret lugli, 
Or pinnacle that sought tlic sky , 

Whence oft the Warder could descry 
The gatheung ocean storm 


34 Here did they lest — The pimccly caie 
Of Douglas, why should I declare, 

Or say they met reception fan 5 
Oi why the tidings say, 

Which, varying, to Tantallon came, 

By hurrying posts, or fieetei fame, 

Yv ith erery varying day? 

1 ^yl'card Kmg James had won 

a ^ ' irl ” ancl * orcl > nnd then, 

that iNorliam castle strong v as ta’en 
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At that sore man cl led Marmion , — 
And Douglas hoped his moiiaich’s liand 
Would «oon subdue Northumberland 
But whispcied new s there came, 
Tint, while Ins ho^t linctne lay, 

And melted by degrees aw ay 
King James w as d ill) mg off the day 
Mith Heron’s wily dame — 

Such acts to chronicles I yield, 

Go seek them there, and see 
Mme is a tale of IToddcn Field, 

And not a history — 

At length, thc\ heard the Scottish host 
On that high ridge had made their post 
Which frowns o’er Millficld Plain, 
And that in r\e Smrcy many a band 
Ilad gathcied in the Southern land, 

And marched into Northumberland, 

And camp at Woolci t.a’cn 
Marmion, like charger in the stall, 

1 hat hears without the trumpet-call, 
Began to chafe, and swear — 

“A soiry tiling to hide my head 
In castle, hi c a fearful maid, 

When such a field is near ' 

Needs must I sec this battle-day 
Death to my fame, if such a fray 
Were fought, and Marmion away 1 
Tlu. Douglas, too, I wot not why, 
Hath 'bated of Ins courtesy 
No longer in Ins halls I’ll stay 
Then bade lus band, they should array 
I or march against the daw mng day 


INTRODUCTION TO CANTO SIXTH 
To RiciiArn Hcbi-k, Dsq 

jl r n tom House, Chuslmas 
IlrAT on more w’ood ' — the w md is chill , 

But let it whistle as it will, 

Wc’H keep our Christmas mern still 
Each age has deemed the new-born yeai 
Hie fittest time foi festal chcei 
E\cn heathen yet, the sange Dane 
At Iol more deep the mead did dram, 

High on the beach Ins galleys diew, 

And feasted all his pirate ci e\v , 

Then m lus low and pmc built ball, 

Wliei e shields and a\es decked the wall, 

They goiged upon the half-dicssed steci , 
Caroused" in seas of sable beer , 

Wnile lound, m brutal jest, weie thiown 



l&O 


MAliiU/OX 


] he half-gnuw cd nl), and maiioiv-bmit J 
Oi hstuie 1 all, m gi mi ih Imht, 

While scalds yelled out the my s ol tight 
Then foilh, m freivi, would the} hie, 

While wildly loose then led locls 11} , 

And dancing round the blaring pdc, 

I hey make such barbarous mirth the white 
As best might to the mind leeall 
The boisterous joys of Odin's 1 all 

And well oui Christian sires of old 

Loved when the }cai its course had iol>ed, 

And brought blithe Christmas hr cl agmn, 
With all his hospitable tram 
Domestic and lehgieius rite 
Gave honour to the hoi} night 
On Christmas c\c the hells weie rung. 

On Christmas esc the mass avas sung, 

That only night, m all the year, 

Saw the stolcd priest the chalice icat 
The damsel donned her 1 ii tic sheen , 

The liall was diessed w nil holly gieeii, 

Forth to the wood did merry-men go. 

To gather m the misletoc 
Then opened wide the baron’s hall 
To sassal, tenant, serf, ami all , 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And Ceremony dolled his pride 
The heir, with loses m his shoes, 

That night might Milage paitnei choose; 

Tlie lord, undeiogating, '■hare 
The \ulgar game of “ post and pair ” 

All hailed, w ith uncontrolled delight, 

And genei al a oice, tlie happy night, 

That to the cottage, as the erow n, 

Brought tidings of salaation down 

Tlie fue, with well dned logs supplied, 
Weutioanng up the chimney wide, 

The huge hall-table’s oaken face, 

Scrubbed till it shone the day to giace 
Bore then upon its massne board ’ 

No mark to part the squire and loid 
Then was brought m the lusty biown, 

By old blue coated sen mg man , 

Then the grim boar’s-head downed on high 
Crested with bays and losemary ° 

Well can the green-garbed langei tell, 

How, when, and where, themonstci fell, 
p°S s before Ins death he tore, 

Ai\d all the baiting of the boar 

The wossel jound in good blown bowls. 

Garnished with ribbons, blithely trow Is 
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There the huge surlom reeked , haid by 
Plum porridge stood, and Chnstmaspie, 
Nor failed old Scotland to produce, 

At such high-tide her savoury goose 
Then came the merry masquers m, 

And carols roaied with blithesome dm , 

If unmelodious was the song, 

It was a hearty note, and strong 
Who lists may m their mumming see 
Traces of ancient mystery , 

White shirts supplied the masquerade, 

And smutted cheeks the visois made. 

But, O 1 what masquers richly dight 
Can boast of bosoms half so light 1 
England was merry England, when 
Old Christmas biought Ins sports again 
’Twas Chustmas bioached the mightiest ale, 
5 Twas Christmas told the merriest tale, 

A Christmas gambol oft could cheei 
The poor man s heart through half the yeat 

Still lmgei m our northern clime, 

Some remnants of the good old time. 

And still, within our valleys here. 

We hold the kindred title deai, 

Even when perchance its farfetched claim 
To Southron ear sounds empty name , 

For course of blood, our proveibs deem, 

Is warmer than the mountain-stream 
And thus, my Christmas still 1 hold 
Wheie my greut-grandsire came of old , 

With amber beard, and flaxen han, 

And leveiend apostolic air — 

The feast and holy tide to share, 

And mi\ sobriety with wine, 

And honest mirth with thoughts divine 
Small thought was his, m after-time 
E’er to be hitched into a rhyme 
The simple sire could only boast 
That he was loyal to Ins cost, 

The banished race of kings revered, 

And lost his land, — but kept lus beard 

In these dear halls, where welcome kind. 

Is with fair libeity combined , 

Wheie coidial friendship gives the hand, 

And flies constraint the magic wand 
Of the fair dame that rules the land, 

Little we heed the tempest drear, 

While music, mirth, and social cheer, 

Speed on their wings the passing year 
And Mertoun’s halls are fair e’en now. 

When not a leaf is on the bough. l 
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I^ccd lores them well, ami turns again, 

As loath to leave (he sweet domain, 

And holds his mirror to her face, 

And clips her with a close tmbiacc 
Gladly as he, we seek the dome, 

And as reluctant turn 11s borne 

How just, tint, at tin- time of glee. 

My thoughts should, llehcr. turn to tliCC* 
I'oi many a meriy houi weSe 1 not n, 

And heatd the chimes of midnight's tone- 
Cease, then, my friend 1 a moment cease, 
And lease these clisstc tomes fn peace! 

Of Roman and of Grecian lore, 

Sure moital brain can bold no more 
Uiese ancients, as Noll Blufi might say, 
'Were " pretty fellows in their day,” 

But tune and tide o'er all pret atl — • 

On Chustmas e\e a Cluistmas tale — 

Of wonder and of war — “ Profane ! 

Wlnt’ lease the lofty Latnn strain, 

Her stately prose, her aersos charms, 

T<x l\ox tlv, dash of trusty autvs , 

In Fairy Land or Limbo lost, 

To jostle conjiuei and ghost. 

Goblin and witch *’ — Nay Hebei, deaA 
Before you touch my charter, hear 
Tliough Leyden aids, alas ’ no more 
My cause with many-lauguaged lore, 
This may I say — m realms of death 
Ulysses meets Alcides’ wi a\lh, 

/Eneas, upon Tliracia s shore, 

The ghost of murdered Polydore , 

For omens, we 111 Livy cross, 

At eseiy turn, lout tits Bos 
As grave and duly speaks that o\ 

As if he told the price of stocks , 

Or held, in Rome republican, 

The place of Common councilman 


AU waUows base then omens drear, 
Ihcir legends wild of woe and fear 
To Cambrja look — the peasant see 
Bethink lum of Glcndovcrdy, 

And shun “the spirit’s blasted tree.” 
Ike Highlander, whose red claymore 
The battle turned on Maida’s shore, 

r) , a 1?T,da > morn, look pale. 

If asked to tell a fany tale 
lie ferns the vengeful Elfin King, 
Who leaves that day his grassy nng, 
Invisible to human ken, 

' walks among the sons of men 
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Didst e’er, dear Ileber, pass along 
Beneath the towers of Franchemont, 

Which, like an eagle’s nest in an. 

Hang o’er the stream and hamlet fair? — 
Deep m their vaults, the peasants say, 

A mighty treasure buried la}', 

Amassed through lapme, and through wrong, 
By the last loul of Fiancliemont 
The iron chest is bolted hard, 

A Huntsman sits, its constant guard ; 

Aiound his neck his horn is hung, 

His hanger 111 his belt is slung , 

Befoie Ins feet his bloodhounds lie 
An ’tv, ere not for his gloom} eye. 

Whose withering glance no heart can brook, 
As true a huntsman doth he look 
As bugle e’er 111 brake did sound, 

Oi ea er hallooed to a hound 
To chase the fiend, and win Hie prize. 

In that same dungeon evei Ines 
An aged Necromantic Pnest, 

It is an hundred years at least 
Since ’tavixt them first the strife begun, 

And neithei yet has lost or won 
And oft the Conjmei’s words avail make 
The stubborn Demon groan and quake; 

And oft the bands of iron break, 

Or bursts one lock, that still amain. 

Fast as ’tis opened, shuts again 
That magic strife av ltlnn the tomb 
May last until the day of doom, 

Unless the Adept shall learn to tell 
The a ery a\ ord that clenched the spell. 

When Franch’mont locked the treasure cell 
An hundred years are past and gone, 

And scarce tlnee letters has he avon 

Such general superstition may 
Excuse for old Pitscottie say , 

Whose gossip history has giv en 
My song the messenger from heaven, 

That warned, m Lithgoav, Scotland’s King, 
Nor less the infernal summoning , 
hi ay pass the monk of Durham’s tale, 

Whose Demon fought in Gothic mail , 

May pardon plead for Forduu graae, 

Who told of Gifford’s Goblm-Caae 
But avhy such instances to }ou, 

Who, in an instant, can revieav 
Your treasured hoards of aanous lore; 

And furnish taventy thousand more’ 

Hoards, not like theirs avhose aohimes rest 
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Like tieasure m the Franch’mont chest , 
While gripple owners still iefuse 
To others what they cannot use , 

Give them the priest’s whole century, 
They shall not spell you letters three , 
Their pleasure m tlie book’s the same 
The magpie takes m pilfered gem 
Thy volumes, open as thy heart, 
Delight, amusement, science, art, 

To every ear and eye impart , 

Yet who, of all who thus employ them. 
Can, like the owner's self, enjoy them ? 
But, hark 1 I hear the distant drum 
The day of Flodden Field is come — 
Adieu, dear Hebcr 1 life and health, 
And store of Uteiary wealth 
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CANTO SIXTH 

ran battle 


While great events were on the gale. 

And each houi brought a varying tale, 

And the demeanour, changed and cold, 

Of Douglas, fretted Marmion bold, 

And like the impatient steed of war, 

He snuffed the battle from afar , 

And hopes were none, that back again, 
Herald should come from Terouenne, 

Where England’s King m leaguer lay. 

Before decisive battle day , — 

While these things were, the mournful Clare 
Did m the Dame’s devotions share 
For the good Countess ceaseless prayed, 
lo Heaven and Samts, her sons to aid, 

And, with short interval, did pass 
From prayer to book, from book to mass, 
And all m high baronial pride, 

A life both dull and dignified , — 

Yet as Lord Mamuon nothing pressed 
Upon her intervals of rest, 

Dejected Clara well could hear 
The formal state, the lengthened prayer, 
Though dearest to her wounded heart 
Ike hours that she might spend apart 


i said, Tantallon’s dizzy steep 
Hung o’er the margin of the deep 
Many a rude tower and rampart theie 
Impelled the insult of the air, 

it u r V, * ien ' *-ke tempest vexed the sky 
Wait breeze, half spray, came whistling 
Above the rest, a turret square 
Did o er its Gothic entrance hear. 
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Of sculpture rude, a stony shield , 

The Bloody Heart was m the field. 

And in the chief three mullets stood, 

The cognizance of Douglas blood 
The timet held a narrow stair, 

Which, mounted, gave you access where 

A parapet’s embattled io\v 

Did seaw ard round the castle go , 

Sometimes m dizzy steps descending, 

Sometimes m narrow circuit bending, 

Sometimes m platform broad extending, 

Its varying circle did combine 
Bulwark, and bartizan, and line, 

And bastion, towter, and vantage coign ; 

Above the booming ocean leant 
The far-projecting battlement , 

The billows burst, m ceaseless flow, 

Upon the piecipice below' 

Where’er Iantallon faced the land, 

Gate-v'orhs, and w alls, w ere strongly manned , 

No need upon the sea-girt side , 

The steepy rock, and frantic tide, 

Approach of human step denied , 

And thus these lines, and ramparts rude, 

Were left m deepest solitude 

3 And, for they were so lonely, Clare 
Would to these battlements repair, 

And muse upon hei sorrow s there, 

And list the sea-bird’s cry , 

Or slow, like noon-tide ghost, would glide 
Along the daik-gray buhvarks’ side. 

And ever on the heaving tide 
Look down with weary eye 
Oft did the cliff, and swelling mam, 

Recall the thoughts of Whitby’s fane, — 

A home she ne’er might see again , 

For she had laid adown,. 

So Douglas bade, the hood and veil, 

And frontlet of the cloistei pale, 

And Benedictine gown 
It were unseemly sight, he said, 

A novice out of convent shade — 

Now her bright locks, with sunny glow 
Again adorned her brow of snow , 

Her mantle nch, whose borders, round, 

A deep and fretted broidery bound, 

In golden foldings sought the ground. 

Of holy ornament, alone 
Remained a cross with ruby stone, 

And often did she look 
On that which in her hand she bore 


MARM10N' 


1 66 


With velvet hound, and broidered o er, 

Her breviary book 
In such a place, so lone, so grim, 

At dawning pale, 01 twilight dim, 

It fearful w ould have been 
To meet a form so uchly dressed, 

With book in hand, and cross on breast, 
And such a woeful mien 
Fitz-Eustace, loitering with Ins bow, 

To practise on the gull and crow, 

Saw her, at distance, gliding slow. 

And did by Mary sweai, — 

Some love-lorn Fay she might have been, 
Or, miomance, some spell-bound queen, 
For ne’er, in work-day world, was seen 
A form so witching fair 


4 


Once walking thus, at evening tide, 

It chanced a gliding sail she spied, 

And, sighing, thought — “The Abbess there, 
Perchance, does to her home repair. 

Her peaceful rule, where Duty, fiee, 

Walks hand m hand with Charity, 

Where oft Devotion’s tianced glow 
Can such a glimpse of heaven bestow 
That the enraptuicd sisters see 
High vision, and deep mystery , 

The very foim of Hilda fair, 

Hovering upon the sunny air, 

And smiling on her votaries’ prayer 
O ' wlierefoie to my duller eye, 

Did still the Samt her form deny? 

W T as it that, scared by sinful scorn, 

My heart could neither melt nor bum? 

Or lie my warm affections low, 

With lum that taught them first to glow? 
Yet, gentle Abbess, well I knew 
To pay thy kindness grateful due, 

And well could brook the mild command 
That ruled thy simple maiden band — 
How different now ’ condemned to bide 

My doom from this dark tyrant’s pride 

But Marmion has to learn, ere long 
That constant mind, and hate of wronm 
Descended to a feeble gill, 

From Red De Clare, stout Gloster’s Earl 

Ot such a stem, a sapling weak 

lie neer shall bend, although he bieok 


“But see'— -what makes this armour here?” 

1 or m her path there lay 

hc hn she viewed them near 
The breastplate pierced!— Ay, much I fear. 
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Weak fence wert thou 'gainst foeman’s speai, 
That hath made fatal enhance here, 

As these dark blood-gouts say — 

Thus Wilton ' — Oh 1 not corslet’s ward, 

Not truth, as diamond pure and hard, 

Could be thy manly bosom’s guild, 

On yon disastrous day 
She raised her eyes m mournful mood,— 
WlLTOtf himself before her stood 1 
It might have seemed his passing ghost, 

For e\ ery y outhful grace was lost , 

And joy unwonted, and surprise, 

Gave their strange w lldncss to his eyes — 
Expect not, noble dames and lords, 

That I cm tell such scene in words 
Whit skilful limner e’er would choose 
To paint the rambow’s varying lines, 

"Unless IQ moital it u f cre gi\en 
To dip his brush m dyes of lien en? 

Far less can my weak line decWic 
Each changing passion’s shade , 
Brightening to rapture from despair, 
Sorrow', surpuse, and pity there, 

And joy, with her angelic air, 

And hope, that paints the future fan. 

Their varying hues displayed 
Each o’er its mal’s ground extending, 
Alternate conquering, shifting, blending, 

Till all, fatigued, the conflict yield, 

And mighty Love retains the field 
Shortly I tell w hat then he said, 

By many a tender word delayed. 

And modest blush, and bursting sigh, 

And question kind, and fond reply 

De Wilto, \s Histoki 
“Forget we that disastrous day, 

When senseless in the lists I lay 
Thence dragged,— but how 1 cannot know. 
For sense and recollection fled, — 

I found me on a pallet low, 

Within my ancient beadsman’s shed 
Austin, — remember’st thou, my Clare, 

How thou didst blush when the old mail. 
When first oui infant lore began, 

Said we would m^ke a matchless pan ~ — 
Menials, and fnends, and kinsmen fkd 
From the degnded traitor s bed — 

He only held my burning head, 

And tended me fo- mans a tby, 

Mliile wounds and finer held their sw ay. 

But far more needful was lus care, 

M-tmf i 1 " " ■ “ r 1 ' ‘ ' 
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When sense returned to wake despair } 
For I did tear the closing wound, 

And dash me frantic on the ground, 

If e’er I heard the name of Clare 
At length, to calmer reason brought, 

Much by his land attendance wi ought, 

With him I left my native strand, 

And, in a Palmer’s weeds arrayed, 

My hated name and form to shade, 

1 journeyed many a land , 

No more a lord of lank and birth, 

But mingled with the diegs of earth 
Oft Austin for my reason feared, 

When I would sit, and deeply brood 
On dark revenge and deeds of blood, 

Or wild mad schemes upreared 

My frtend at length fell sick, and said, 
God would remove him soon. 

And while upon his dying bed, 

He begged of me a boon — 

If e’er my deadliest enemy 

Beneath my brand should conquered lie. 

Even then my mercy should awake, 

And spare his life for Austin’s sake 
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“ Still restless as a second Cam, 

To Scotland next my route was ta’en 
Full w r ell the paths I knew , 

Fame of my fate made various sound, 

Tint death in pilgrimage I found, 

That I had perished of my w’ound, — 

None cared which tale was true 
And living eye could nei er guess 
De Wilton m his Palmer’s dress , 

For now that sable slough is shed, 

And trimmed my shaggy beard and head, 
I scarcely knon me m the glass ’ 

A chance most wondrous did provide 
That I should be that Baron’s guide — 

I will not name his name 1 — 

Vengeance to God alone belongs , 

But, when I think on all my wrongs, 

M) blood is liquid flame ! 

And ne’er the time shall I forget, 

When, in a Scottish hostel set, 

, v ~' ^k lool s we did exchange 
vs hat were Ins thoughts I cannot tell, 
i>ut in my bosom mustered Hell 
Us plans of dark revenge 


- u, , mgar augury, 
i lr* t brof e from me, 1 scarce knew v/1 
Brought on a village tale , 
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Which -wrought upon his moody sprite, 
And sent him armed forth by night 
I borrowed steed and mail, 

And weapons, rom his sleeping band ; 

And, passing from a postern door, 

We met, and ’countered, hand to hand, — 
He fell on Giffoid-moor 
For the death-stroke my brand I drew, 

(O then my helmed head he knew, 

The Palmer’s cowl was gone,) 

Then had three inches of my blade 
The heavy debt of r engeance paid, — 

My hand the thought of Austm stayed , 

I left him there alone — 

O good old man * even from the grave. 
Thy spirit could thy master save 
If I had slain my foeman, ne’er 
Had Whitby’s Abbess, m her fear, 

Given to my hand this packet dear, 

Of pow er to clear my injured fame, 

And vindicate De Wilton’s name — 
Perchance you heard the Abbess tell 
Of the strange pageantry of Hell, 

That broke our secret speech — 

It rose from the infernal shade, 

Or featly w as some juggle played, 

A tale of peace to teach 
Appeal to Heaven I judged was best. 
When my name came among the rest 

9 “Now here, within Tantallon Hold, 

To Douglas late my tale 1 told, 

To whom my house was known of old 
"Won by my proofs, his falchion bright 
This eve anew shall dub me knight 
These weie the arms that once did turn 
The tide of light on Otterbume, 

And Harry Hotspur forced to yield. 

When the Dead Douglas won the field 
These Angus gave — his armourer’s care. 
Ere mom, shall e\ery breach repair, 

For nought, he said, was m his halls. 

Put ancient armour on the walls. 

And aged chargers m the stalls, 

And women, priests, and gray-haired men 
The rest were all m Twisel-glen 
And now I watch my armour here, 

By law' of arms, till midnight ’s near , 

Then, once again a belted knight, 

Seek Surrey’s camp with dawn of light 

IO “There soon again we meet, my Clare I 
This Baron means to guide thee there. 
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Douglas tevei es lus king’s command, 

Else would he take thee from his band 
And there thy kinsman, Surrey, too, 

Will give De Wilton justice due 
Now meeter far for martial broil, 

Firmer my limbs, and strung by toil, 

Once more’ “ 0, Wilton ' must we then 

Risk new-found happiness again, 

Trust fa'e of arms once more? 

And is there not a humble glen, 

Where we, content and poor. 

Might build a cottage m tbe shade, 

A shepherd thou, and I to aid 
Thy task on dale and moor ? — 

That reddening brow ' — too well I know 
Not even thy Claie can peace bestow, 

While falsehood stains thy name 
Go then to fight 1 Clare bids thee go ' 

Clare can a warrior’s feelings know, 

And weep a w amor’s shame , 

Can Red Earl Gilbert’s spmt feel, 

Buckle the spurs upon thy lieet, 

And belt thee with thy brand of steel, 

And send thee forth to fame 1 ” 


II, That night, upon the locks and bay, 

The midnight moonbeam slumbering lay, 

And poured its silver light, and pure, 

Through loop-hole, and through embrasure, 

Upon Tantallon ton er and hall , 

But chief where arched windows wide 
Illuminate the chapel’s pride, 

The sober glances fall 

Much was their need , though, seamed with scars, 
Two veterans of the Douglas’ wars, 

Though two gray priests were there, 

And each a blazing torch held high. 

You could not by their blaze descry 
The chapel’s earning fair 
Amid that dim and smoky light, 

Chequering the silvery moonshine bright, 

A bishop by the altar stood, 

A noble lord of Douglas blood, 

Yitli mitre sheen, and Tocquet white, 

\ct showed his meek and thoughtful eye 
But little pride of prelacy 
More pleased that, m a barbarous age, 
lie gave rude Scotland Virgd’s page, 

' tint bencth Ins rule he held 

The bishopric of fair Dunkcld 
Beside lum ancient Angus stood, 

Doffed his furred gown, and sable hood. 
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O’er his huge form, and visage pale. 

He w ore a cap and shirt of mail 
And leaned his Laige and wrinkled liand 
Upon the huge and sweeping brand. 
Which wont, of yore in battle-fray. 

His foeman’s limbs to shred an ay, 

As wood-knife lops the sapling spray. 

He seemed as, from the tombs around 
Rismgatjudgment-day, 

Some giant Douglas may be foimd 
In all Ins old array , 

So pale his face, so huge his limb, 

So old his arms, his look so grim 

12 Then at the altar Wilton kneels, 

nd Clare the spurs bound on Ins heels ; 
And think w hat next he must hate felt 
At buckling of the falchion belt. 

And judge how Ciaia changed her hue. 
While fastening to her lot er’s side 
A friend, winch, though m danger tried. 
He once had found untrue 1 
Then Douglas struck him w ltli his blade 
“Saint Michael and Saint Andrew aid, 

I dub thee knight 

Arise Sir Ralph, De Wilton’s heir 1 
For king, for church, foi lady fair. 

See that thou fight.” — 

And Bishop Gav, am as he rose, 

Said , — “ Wilton ! gne\ e not for thy woes. 
Disgrace, and trouble. 

For He, w ho honour best bestows 
May gne thee double ” — 

De Wilton sobbed, for sob he must — 
“Where’er I meet a Douglas trust 
That Douglas is my brother 1” — 

“Hay, nay, old Angus said, “not so; 

To Surrey ’s camp thou now must go. 

Thy wrongs no longer smother 
I ha\ e tv o sons m y onder field , 

And, if thou meet’st them under shield. 
Upon them bravely — do thy worst. 

And foul fall lum that blenches first 1 ” 

13 ''Not far advanced was morning day, 

When Marmion did his troop array 
To Surrey’s camp to nde , 

He had safe conduct for his band. 

Beneath the roval seal and hand. 

And Douglas ga\ e a guide 
The ancient Earl, with stately grace, 

Would Clara on her palfrey place, 

And whispered, in an under-tone, 
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* Let the hawk stoop, his prey is flown ” 

The tram from out the castle drew . 

But Marmion stopped to hid adieu — 

Though something I might plain, he 
“ Of cold icspcct to stranger guest, 

Sent luther bv jour Ling’s behest, 

While m Tantollon’c towers I stayed. 

Part we m friendship from your land, 

And ''noble *»*. rccc.sc m> band 
But Douglas round him drew his cloak, 

Folde l his arms and thus he spoke — 

“My manors, halls, and bowers, shall still 
Be open, army so\ creign s w ill, 

To each one whom he lists, howe'er 
Unmeet to he the owner’s peer 
M> castles are my king’s alone, 

Fiom turret to foundation stone — 

The hand of Douglas is his own. 

And ne\cr shall m friendly grasp 
The hand of such as Marmion clasp ” 

*4 Burned Manmon’s sw arthy cheek like fire, 

And shook his very frame for ire. 

And — ‘ This tome'” he said, — 

“An ’twere not for thy hoary' beard, 

Such hand os Marmion’s had not spared 
To cleat e the Doughs’ head ’ 

And, first, I tell thee, haughty Peer, 

He, who does England’s message here, 

Although the meanest m her state. 

May well, pioud Angus, be thy mate 
And, Douglas, more I tell thee here. 

Even in' thy pitch of pride. 

Here in thy Hold, thy tassals near, 

\itay, never look upon your lord. 

And lay y'oiirhands upon your sword,} 

I tell thee, thou’rt defied , 

And if thou saidst, I am not peer 
To any lord in Scotland here, 

Lowland or Highland, far or near, 

Lord Angus, thou hast lied — 

On the Earl’s cheek the flush of rage 
O’ercame the ashen hue of age 
Fierce he broke forth-— “ And darest thou then 
To beard the hon m his den, 

The Douglas m his hall? 

And hopest thou hence unscathed to go? — 

No, hy Saint Bryde of Bothwell, no ' — 

Up drawbridge, grooms— what, Warder, hoi 
Let the portcullis fall 

Lord Marmion turned, — well was his need. 
And dashed the rowels m his steed, 
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Like arrow through the archway sprung, 

The ponderous gate behind him rung 
To pass there was such scanty room, 

The bars, descending, razed his plume 

15 The steed along the diawbndge flies, 

Just as it trembled on the rise. 

Not lighter does the swallow skim 
Along the smooth lake’s level brim 
And when Lord Marmion reached his band, 

He halts, and turns with clenched hand, 

And shout of loud defiance pours, 

And shook his gauntlet at the towers 
“ Horse 1 horse 1 ” the Douglas cued, "and chase 1 55 
But soon he reined his fury’s pace 
"A royal messenger he came, 

Though most unwoithy of the name — 

A letter forged ! Saint J ude to speed 1 
Did ever knight so foul a deed ! 

At first in heart it liked me ill. 

When the ICmg praised his clerkly skill 
Thanks to Samt Bothan, son of mine. 

Save Gawam, ne’er could pen a line* 

So swore I, and I swear it still, 

Let my boy-bishop fret his fill — 

Saint Mary mend my fiery mood 1 
Old age ne’ei cools the Douglas blood 
I thought to slay him where he stood — 

’Tis pity of him, too," he cried, 

“Bold can he speak, and fairly Tide . 

I warrant lum a W'amor tried ” — 

With this his mandate he lecalls. 

And slowly seeks his castle halls 

16 The day in Marm ion’s journey wore , 

Yet, ere his passion's gust w"is o’ei. 

They crossed the heights of Stanrigg-mooi 
His troop moie closely there he scanned, 

And missed the Palmei from the band — 

“ Palmer or not,” young Blount did say, 

“ He paited at the peep of day , 

Good sooth, it w as m strange array ” 

"In what an ay?” said Marmion, quick 
“ My lord, I ill can spell the trick , 

But all night long, with clink and bang, 

Close to my couch did hammers clang , 

At dawn the falling drawbridge rang, 

And from a loophole while I peep, 

Old Bell-the-Cal came from the Keep, 

Wrapped m a gown of sables fair. 

As fearful of the morning air , 

Beneath, when that was blown aside, 

A rusty shirt of mail I spied, 
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Yet mourn thou not its cells , 

Our time a fair exchange has made , 

Hard by, m hospitable shade, 

A reverend pilgrim dw ells, 

Well worth the whole Bemardme brood, 
That e’er w ore sandal, frock, or hood } 

Yet did Saint Bernard’s Abbot there 
Gi\ e Marmion entertainment fair. 

And ’lodging for his tram, and Claie 
Next mom the Baron climbed the tower, 

To view afar the Scottish power, 

Encamped on FlOdden edge 
The white pa\ilions made a show, 

Like lemnants of the winter snow 
Along the dusky ndge 
Long Marmion looked — at length his eye 
Unusual movement might descry, 

Annd the shifting lines * 

The Scottish host draw'n out appears. 

For, flashing on the edge of speats 
The eastern sunbeam shines 
Their front now deepening, now r extending , 
Their flank inclining, w heeling, bending, 
Now draw mg back, and now descending, 
The skilful Marmion well could know, 

They w atched the motions of some foe, 

Who tra\ ersed on the plain below 

19 E’en so it was — flom Flodden ndge 
The Scots beheld the English host 
Leave Bnrmore-w'ood, their e\enmg post, 
And heedful watched them as they crossed 
The Till by Twasel-bndge 
High sight it is, and haughty , w hile 
They dn e into the deep defile , 

Beneath the cai emed cliff they fall, 
Beneath the castle’s airy w all 
By rock, by oak, by haw thorn-tree, 

Troop after tioop are disappearing. 

Troop after troop their banners reanng 
Upon the eastern bank you see 
Still pouring down the rocky den, 

Where flows the sullen Till, 

And nsmg from the dim-wood glen, 
Standards on standards, men on men, 

In slow' succession still, 

And sw eepmg o’er the Gothic arch, 

And pressing on, m ceaseless march, 

To gam the opposing lull 
That mom to many a trumpet-clang, 

Tw isel * thy rocks deep echo rang , 

And many a chief of birth and rank •>- 
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S-unt Helen' at thy fountain drml 
Thy hawthorn glide, nlnch now we see 
In spring tide bloom so lavishly. 

Had then from many an axe its doom, 

To give the marching columns room 

And why stands Scotland idly now, 

Dark Tlodden ! on thy airy brow, 

Since England gams the pass the while. 

And struggles through the deep defile? 

What checks the fiery soul of James’ 

Why sits that champion of the dames 
Inactive on his steed, 

And sees, between him and Ins land, 

Between him and Tweed’s southern strand, 
His host Lord Surrey load’ 

What J \ ails the vam knight-errant’s brand?— 
O, Douglas, for thy leading wand 1 
Fierce Randolph, for thy speed 1 
O for one hour of Wallace wight, 

Or w ell-skilled Bruce, to rule the fight, 

And cry— “Saint Andrew and. mat right'' 
Another sight had seen that mom, 

From Fate’s dark book a leaf been tom, 

And Floddcn had been Bannock-bourne 
The precious houi Ins passed m a am, 

And England’s host has gamed the plain , 
Wheeling their march, and circling still, 
Around the base of Flodden-bill 
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Ere yet the bands met Mammon's eye, 

Fitz-Eustace shouted loud and high, — 

“ Hark ' hnik ' my lord, an English drum 1 
And see ascending squadrons come 
Between Tweed’s river and the hill, 

Foot, horse, and cannon — Imp what hap, 

My basnet to a ’prentice cap, 

Loid Surrey’s o’er the Till < — 

Yet more 1 yet more '—how fair arrayed 
They file from out the hawthorn shade, 

And sweep so gallant by 1 
With all their banners braielv spread, 

And all then armour Hashing high, 

Saint George might waken from the dead, 

<( To sec fair England’s standards fly 
Stmt m thy prate,” quoth Blount, “ tliou’dst best,- 
And listen to our lord’s behest ” — 

With kindling brow Lord Marrmon said,— 
this instant be our band arrayed , 

The nver must be quickly crossed, 

7f 1 VTr may T 0m Lord Surrey’s host. 

Ttf? u J a me S , — as well I trust 

That fight he will, and fight he must,— 
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The Lady Clare behind our lines 
Shall tarry, while the battle joins ” — 

22 Himself be swift on horseback threw, 

Scarce to the Abbot bade adieu 

Fai less would listen to his piayer, 

To leave behind the helpless Clare 
Down to the Tw'eed Ins band he diew, 

And muttered, as the flood they view, 

“The pheasant m the falcon’s claw 
He scarce will yield to please a daw. 

Lord Angus may the Abbot awe, 

So Clare shall bide w ith me ” 

Then on that dangeious ford, and deep, 
Where to the Tweed Lent’s eddies cieep. 

He ventured desperatcl} , 

And not a moment will lie bide. 

Till squuc, or groom, bcfoie him ride; 
Headmost of all he steins the tide, 

And stems it gallantly 
Eustace held Clare upon her horse, 

Old Hubei t led her rem, 

Stoutly they braved the current’s course, 
And, though far downwaul dmen pei force. 
The southern bank they gam , 

Behind them, straggling, came to shoie, 

As best they might, the tram 
Each o’er his head his yew -bow bore, 

A caution not in vain , 

Deep need that day that e\eiy string, 

By w et unharmed, should shaipl) ring 
A moment then Loid Marmion stayed. 

And breathed his steed, lus men ai rayed, 
Then fonvard moved lus hand 
Until, Lord Surrey’s rent-guard w r on, 

He halted by a cross of stone, 

That, on a hillock standing lone, 

Did all the field command 

23 Hence might they see the full array 
Of either host, for deadly fray' , 

Their maislialled lines stretched east and w r est, 
And fronted north and south, 

And distant salutation passed 
From the loud camion mouth. 

Not m the close successne rattle 
That breathes the roice of modem battle, 

But slow and far betw een — • 

The hillock gained, Loid Marmion stayed 
“Heie, by this cross,” he gently said, 

“ You well may view the scene 
Here shalt tliou tarry, lovely Clare 
0 1 think of Marmion m thy prnyei ' — yj 
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Thou wilt not?' — w ell, -no less my cttc 
Shall, watchful, for thy weal prepare — 

You, Blount and Eustace, arc her guard, 

With ten picked archers of my train , 

With England if the day go hard, 

To Berv tch speed amain — 

But, if we conquer, cmel maid ' 

My spoils shall at your feet be laid, 

When here we meet again 
He wailed not for answer there, 

And would not maik the maid’s despair. 

Her heed the discontented look 
From either squire , but spurred amain, 

And, dashing through the battle plain, 
liis W'aj to Surrey took 

24 “ The good Lord Mammon, by my life 1 

Welcome to dangei’s hour ' — 

Short greeting senes m time of strife — 
Thus ln\c I ranged my power 
Myself will rule this central host. 

Stout Stanley fronts their nglit. 

My sons command the \ award post, 

With Brian Tunstntl, stainless knight; 
Lord Dacre, with 1 ns horsemen ligh'. 
Shall be in rear-w ard of the fight, 

And succour those that need it most 
Now, gallant Maimion, well I know, 
Would gladly to the a anguard go 
Edmund, the Admiral, Tnnstall there, 
With thee their charge will blithely share; 
There fight thine own retainers too. 
Beneath De Burg, thy steward hue." — 

<e Thanks, noble Surrey 1 ” Mamnon said. 
Nor further greeting there he paid. 

But, parting like a thunderbolt. 

First hi the a anguard made a halt. 

Where such a shout theie rose 
Of “ Marmion * Marmion 1 ” that the cry, 
Up Flodden mountain shrilling high. 
Startled the Scottish foes 


25 Blount and Eitz-Eustace rested still 
With Lady Clare upon the hill. 

On which (for far the day was spent) 
The western sunbeams now weie bent 
The cry they heard, its meaning knew, 
* eir distant comrades Mew 
Sadly to Blount did Eustace say. 
Unworthy office lieie to stay' 

No hope of gilded spurs to day — 

Tt, 1 ’ 2 * u P“ on Flodden bent, 

the Scottish foe has fired Lis tent 
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And sudden, as lie spoke, 

Fiom the sharp ridges of the hill, 

All downward to the banks of Till, 

Was wreathed in sable smoke, 

Volumcd and aast,* and rolling far, 

The cloud enveloped Scotland's war, 

As down the hill the}’- broke , 

Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tone, 
Announced thetr march , their tread alone, 
4 ,t times one warning trumpet blown, 

At times a stifled hum. 

Told England, from his mountain-throne 
lung James did rushing come — 

Scarce could they hear 01 see their foes. 
Until at weapon-point they close — 

They close, in clouds of smoke and dust 
With sword-sway, and ruth lance's thrust , 
And such a jell was there, 

Of sudden and portentous birth, 

As if men fought upon the earth, 

And fiends m upper air 
Long looked the anxious squires, their eye 
Could m the darkness nought descry 

26 At length the freshening western blast 
Aside the shroud of battle cast , 

And, first, the ridge of mingled spears 
Above the brightening cloud appears , 

And m the smoke the pennons flew. 

As m the storm the white sea mew 

T hen marked they, dashing broad and far, 
T he broken billows of the war, 

And plumed crests of chieftains brave, 
Floating like foam upon the va\e. 

But nought distinct they see 
Wide raged the battle on the plain , 

Speais shook, and falchions flashed amain , 
Fell England’s arrow -flight like ram , 

Crests rose, and stooped, and rose again, 
Wild and disorderly 
Amid the scene of tumult, high 
They saw Loid Manmon’s falcon fl} 

And stainless T unstall’s banner -white, 

And Edmund Howard’s lion bright. 

Still bear them bravely in the fight , 
Although against them come 
Of gallant Gordons many a one, 

And many a stubborn Ilighlandman, 

And manj a lugged Border clan. 

With Huutley, and with Home 

27 Far on the left, unseen the while, 

Stanley btoke Lennox and Argjle 5 
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Though there the w estern mountaineer 
Rushed with baie bosom on the spear, 

And flung the feeble targe aside. 

And with both hands the broadswoid plied. ' 
Tvvas vain —Rut Fortune, on the right, 

With fickle smile, cheered Scotland’s fight 
Ihen fell tint spotless banner white, 

The Howard’s lion fell , 

Yet still Lord Marmion's falcon flew 
With wavering flight, while fiercer grew 
Around the battle yell 
The Border slogan rent the sky 
A Home’ a Gordon ’ was the cry , 

Loud were the clanging blows , 

Advanced, — forced back, — now low, now high, 
The pennon sunk and rose, 

As bends the bark’s mast in the gale, 

When lent are rigging, shrouds, and sail, 

It waveied ’mid the foes 
No longer Blount the \ lew could bear — 

“ By hear en, and all its saints ’ I sw ear, 

I w ill not see it lost 1 
Fitz Eustace, you with Lady Clare 
'May bid your beads, and patter prayer, — 

I gallop to the host ” 

And to the fray he rode amain, 

Follow ed by all the archer t-am 
The fiery youth, with desperate charge 
Made, for a space, an opening large, — 

The rescued banner rose, — 

But daikly closed the war around, 

I ike pine-tree, rooted from the ground 
It sunk among the foes 
Then Eustace mounted too, — yet stajed, 

As loath to leave the helpless maid, 

When, fast as shaft can fly , 

Blood-shot Ins ejes, his nostrils spread, 

Iht loQ^c rem dangling from his head, 
Housing and saddle bloody red, 

Lord Marmion's steed rushed hy , 

And Eustace, maddening at the sight, 

A look and sign to Clara cast, 

To math he would return in haste, 

Then plunged into the fight 


28 A*k me not what the maiden feels, 

Left in that dreadful hour alone 
Jkrc her reason stoops, or reels, 
Pc'-uiancc a couraec, not her own, 
braces her mnd to desperate tone — 
Tin 'cattmil van of England wheels,— 
(l ' L ' j -aid, as loud m air 
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The tumult roared, “ Is 'Wilton tlieie ’” 
The) fl), or maddened b) despair. 

Tight but to die. — “ Is "Wilton there’” 

With that, straight up the hill there rode 
Tiro horsemen drenched -with gore. 

And m their arms, a helpless load, 

A wounded knight they bore 
His hand still strained the biohen brand,, 

His arms weie smeared with blood and sand, 
Dragged from among the horses’ feet. 

With dinted shield, and helmet beat. 

The falcon-crest and plumage gone, 

Can that be liaught) Marmion' 

Young Blount Ins armotu did unlace. 

And, goring on his gliastl) face, 

Said, — “B) Saint George, he’s gone' 

Hr>t spear-w ound has our master sped. 

And see the deep cut on his head 1 
Good night to Marmion ” — 

“Unnurtured Blount' — tin brawling cease. 

He opes his eyes, ’ said Eustace, “peace 1 ” — 
29 When doffed his casque, he felt free air, 
Aiound ’gan Marmion wildly stare — 

Where’s Harr) Blount? Fitz-Eustace where? 
Linger ye here, ) e hearts of hare 1 
Redeem my pennon, — charge agam , 

Cry — ■* Marmion to the rescue *’• — Vain ' 

Last of my race, cn battle-plain 
That shout shall ne cr be heard again ' — 

Yet my last thought Is England’s. — fl>, 

To Dacre bear my signet-nng ; 

Tell him his squadrons up to bring — 
Fitz-Eustace, to Loid Surrey hie 
Tunstall lies dead upon the field ; 

His life-blood stains the spotless shield 
Edmund is down , — my life is reft , — 

The Admiral alone is left 

Let Stanle) charge with spur of fire, — 

With Chester charge, and Lancashire, 

Full upon Scotland’s central host, 

Or victory and England’s lost — 

Must 1 bid twice’— hence, iarlets' fly! 

Leave Marmion here alone— to die ” — 

They parted and alone he la) , 

Clare drew her from the sight aw a), 

Ti’l pam wrung forth a low lj moan, 

And half he murmured, — “Is there none, 

Of all my halls lm e nursed. 

Page, squire, 01 groom, oue cup to bring 
Of blessed w ater from the spring, 

To slake m> dying thirst — 

3a 0, w oman 1 in our hours of ease, 
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Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 

And \ amble as the shade 

By the light quivering aspen made , 

When pain and anguish aviing the brow 
A ministering angel thou ! — 

Scarce were the piteous accents said, 

When, with the Baron’s casque, the maid 
To the nigh streamlet ran 
Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears , 

The plaintn e voice alone she hears, 

Sees but the dying man 
She stooped her by the runnel’s side, 

But in abhorrence backward drew, 

For, oozing from the mountain’s side, 

Where raged the war, a dark led tide 
Was cuidling m the streamlet blue 
Where shall she turn ' — behold hei maik 
A little fountain cell, 

Where water, clear as diamond-spark, 

In a stone basm fell 
Above, some lialf-w om letters say, 

'■prink toenrg pilgrim brink mtb prag 
<$01 the lank soul of <Sibpl ©tnn 
SHlto built this cross mtb torll ” 
She filled the helm, and back she hied. 

And w ith surprise and joj espied 

A Monk supporting Marmion’s head , 

A pious man, whom dut) brought 
To dubious a erge of battle fought, 

To shriev e the dying, bless the dead 


31 Deep drank Lord Marnuon of the wave, 
And as she stooped Ins brow to lave — 

“ Is it the hand of Clare,” he said, 

“ Or injured Constance bathes my head?” 

Then, as remembrance rose — 

“ Speak not to me of shrift or praj er ’ 

1 must redress her w oes 
Sho’t space, few words, are mine to spare , 
Forgive and listen, gentle Clare 
“Alas'” she said, “the while, — 

0 think of jour immortal weal ' 

In sain for Constance is your zeal , 

She ebed at Holy Isle” — 

1 ord Marnuon started from the ground 
Vs light as if he felt no wound , 

1 no iph m the action burst the tide 
*ifV , orrcnt5 *" rom bis wounded side 
t lien it w as truth 1” — be said — “ I knew 
l in the dark presage must be true — 

J would the fiend, to vliom belongs 
1 lie vengeance dut to all her wrongs, 
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Would spire me but 1 day’ 

For writing fire, md dj mg groin, 

And wuests sKm on the altar-stone, 

Might bnbe him for dcliy. 

It mnj not be 1 — tins dizrj tiance — 

Curse on )on base mnraudei’s lance, 

And doubly cursed my filling brand * 

A sinful heirt makes feeble hind ” — 

Then, fainting, down on earth he sunk, 

Suppoited by the trembling Monk 

32 With fruitless labour, Clara bound 
And stiovt to stanch the gushing wound 
The Monk, with unavailing cares, 

Exhausted all the Clinch's prayers, 

E\er, he said, tint, close md near, 

A lady’s voice was 111 his car, 

And that the priest he could not hen, 

For tint she c\ er sung, 

“ In the lost ba'th, borne down by Hu flying, 

Where rr'/tg/cs wen's laitU soifh gioaus of the dying 1 
So the notes rung 

“ Avoid thee, Fiend f — with cniel hand. 

Shake not the dying sinner’s sand 1 — 

O look, my son, upon >on sign 
Of the Redeemer’s gnee dome, 

O think on faith md bliss ' — 

By many a death-bed I have been. 

And man) a smnci’s parting seen, 

But never aught like tins ” — 

The war, that for a space did fail, 

Now trebly thundering sw elled the gale, 

And— S iam E\ > was the cry — 

A light on Marmion’s visage spiead, 

And fired his glaring e>e 
With dj mg hand, above his head 
lie shook the fragment of his blade, 

And shouted “ Victory 1 — 

Charge, Chester, charge 1 On, Stanley, on 1 ’ 

Weie the last words of Marimon 

33 By this, though deep the evening fell, 

Still rose the battle’s deadly swell, 

For still the Scots, aiound their king, 

Unbioken, fought m desperate ring 
Where’s now their victor vanward wing. 

Where Huntley, and vvheie Home? — 

0 for a blast of that dread horn. 

On Fontaiabian echoes home, 

That to King Charles did come, 

When Rowland brave, and Oliver, 

Andover} paladin and peer. 

On Roncesvalles died l 
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Such blast might warn them, not m vain, 
lo quit the plunder of the slam. 

And turn the doubtful day again, 

While yet on Flodden side, 

Afar, the lloyal Standard flies, 

And round it toils and bleeds and dies 
Our Caledonian pnde’ 

In vain the wish — lor far away, 

While spoil and lmoc matk their nay, 
Near Sibyl’s Cioss tlie plunderers stray — 
“0 Lady,” cried the Monk, “an ay’ ’ 
And placed liei on lier steed , 

And led her to the chapel fair 
Of Tilmoutli upon Tweed 
There all the night they spent 11a prayer. 
And, at the dawn of morning, there 
She met her kinsman, Lord Fitz-Clare. 


34. But as they left the darkening heath, 

More desperate grew the strife of death 
Tlie English shafts, in \ olleys hailed, 

In headlong charge their horse assailed 
Front, flank, and rear, the squadrons sweep, 

To break tlie Scottish circle deep, 

That fought around then king 
But yet, though thick the shafts as snon. 

Though charging knights like whirlwinds go, 
Though bill-men ply tlie ghastly blow, 

Unbroken was the ring, 

The stubborn spearmen still made good 
Their dark impenetrable wood, 

Each stepping where lus comrade stood, 

The instant that he fell 
No thought was there of dastard flight , 

Linked in the serried phalanx tight, 

Groom fought like noble, squire like knight, 

As fearlessly and well , 

Till utter darkness closed her wing 
O’ci their thin host and w ounded king 
Then skilful Surrey's sage commands 
Led back from stufe his shattered bands, 

And from tlie chaige they drew, 

As mountain-waves, from w asted lands, 

Sweep back to ocean blue 
Then did their loss his foemen know; 

Their king, their lords, their mightiest low. 
They melted from the field as snow, 

\\ hen streams are swoln, and south wands blow, 
Dissolves 111 silent dew 

^ ain C \ S cc ' loes beard the ceaseless plash, 

>v hue many a broken band, 

Disordered, through her currents dash, 
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To gain the Scottish iana ; 

To town ana tower to down and dale. 

To tell red F iodden. s carnal tale, 

And mRe the unn ersai wad. 

Tradition, legend, lane, and song. 

Shall mam an age tna* va’I prolong. 

StiH from the sire trie son «nad hear 
Of the stem strife, and carnage drear. 

Of Flodden’s fata 5 f do. 

Where shnered was fanr Scotland’s spear. 
And broke i was her shield 1 

35 Day dawns npon the wountam’s s de: — 
There. Scodana l lay tey Lra\ est pade, 
Chiefs, knights, and nobles, man} a one; 
The sad survivors ail are gore. — 

View not that corpse m<s*n,stfidly 
Defaced and mangled though »i be, 

Xo r to } on Border castle Kgh 
Look northward with npbnndmg eve; 

Xor chensh hope in vain. 

That, journo, zng far on foreign strand* 

The Royal V Ignui to bis land 
Map y e- return agam 
He saw the wreck his mshness wrought 
Reckless of life, he desperate fought. 

And fell on Hodden p’" ; n . 

And well In deatn his tn*s 4 v'h*and 
Firm clenched wkhia his marry hard 
Beseemed the monarch si an 
But, O * bow changed same von blithe ngin 
Gladly I turn me from the wght, 

Un f o me t~lc aca m 
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The last Lord Mai mum la> not there 
From Ettneke Moods, a peasant swam 
Follow ed lus lord to Flodden plain — 

One of those flowers, whom plaintive lav 
In Scotland mom ns a-. “ node away 
Sore wounded, Sibyl s Cross be spied. 

And dragged him to its foot,^ and died, 
Close by the noble Marmion’s side 
The spoilers stripped and gashed the slam, 
And thus their corpses were mista’en, 

And thus, m the proud Baron's tomb. 

The lowdy w oodsman took the room 
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Less ea«y task it were, to show 
Lord Marmion’s nameless grave, and low. 
Ihey dug lus grave e'en where he lay, 

Bat every mark is gone , 

Times wasting hand has done away 
The simple Cross of Sib) 1 Gray, 

And broke her font of stone 
But yet from out the little lull 
Oozes the slender springlct still 
Oft halts the sti anger there, 

For thence may best lus curious eye 
The memorable field descry , 

And shepherd bo> s repair 
To seek the vvatei-ilng and rush, 

And rest them by the hazel bush, 

And plait their garlands fair , 

Nor dream the) sit upon the grave 
That holds the bones of Marmion brave 
When thou shalt find the little lull, 

With thy heart commune, and be still 
If ever, in temptation strong, 

Thou leftst the right path for the wrong. 

If every devious step, thus trode, 

Still led thee faither from the road , 

Dread thou to speak presumptuous doom 
On noble Marmion’s low 1) tomb , 

But say, “ He died a gallant knight, 

With sword m hand, for England’s right ” 


3° I do not rhyme to that dull elf 
Who cannot image to himself 
Td?at all through Flodden’s dismal night 
Wilton was foremost in the fight , 
that, when brave Surrey’s steed was slam, 
,4 W ' IS Wilton mounted him again , 

Twas Wilton’s brand that deepest hew ed, 
Amid the spearmen’s stubborn wood 
Unnamed by Hollmshed or Hall, 

He was the living soul of all , 

That, after fight, his faith made plain. 
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He won his lank and lands again , 

And charged his old paternal shield 
With heaungs won on Flodden field — 
Nor sing I to that simple maid 
To whom it must in terms be said 
That king and kinsmen did agree 
To bless fair Clara s constancy. 

Who cannot, unless 1 1 elate 
Paint to her mind the bndal’s state, 

That Wolsey’s ■voice the blessing spoke. 
More, Sands, and Denny, passed the joke • 
That bluff King Hal the curtain diew, 

And Catheime’s hand the stocking Ihiew, 
And afterwards, for many a day, 

That it \\ as held enough to say, 

In blessing to a tv edded pair, 

“Love they like Wilton and like Claie 


L’ENVOY. 

TO THE READER 
Why then a final note prolong, 

Oi lengthen out a closing song, 

Unless to bid the gentles speed. 

Who long have listed to my iede ? — 

To Statesmer giave, if such may deign 
To read the Minstiel’s idle strain, 

Sound head, clean hand, and pieicing ant, 
And patriotic heart — as Pitt ' 

A garland for the lieio’s crest, 

And twined by her he loves the beat , 

To every lovely lady bright, 

What can I wash but faithful knight? 

To every faithful lover too, 

What can I wash but lady true? 

And knowledge to the studious sage. 

And pillow soft to head of age 
To tliee, dear school-boy, whom my lay 
Has cheated of thy hour of play, 

Light task, and merry holiday 1 
To all, to each, a fair good night, 

And pleasing dreams, and slumbers light 
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CANTO I IRST 
THE CHASE 

II VRi' of the North ' that mouldering long hast hung 
On the autetfehn that shades "Saint Julian's spring, 

And down the fitful breeze thy numbers flung, 

Till envious ivy dtd around thee cling, 

Muffling with verdant ringlet every string, — 

O minstrel Harp, still must tlune accents sleep ? 

'Mid rustling leaves and fountains murmuring. 

Still must thy sweeter sounds their silence keep, 

Nor bid a warrior smile, nor teach a maid to weep ?j 

Not thus, m ancient days of Caledon, 

thy voice mute amid flTcTeital crowd, 

When lay of hopeless love, oi glory w on, 

Aroused the fearful or subdued the proud 
At each according pause was heard aloud 
Tlune ardent symphony sublime and high 1 
(than dames and erestecTchicfs altenti ofTbow e<J , 
h°r stdl the burthen of thy minstrelsy 
^Knighthood’s dauntless deed, and Beauty’s matchless 
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O wake once more ! how rude soe’er the hand 
That ventures o’er thy magicjmaze to stray , 

O wake once more 1 though scarce my skill command 
Some feeble echoing of thme earlier lay , 

Though harsh and faint, and soon do die away, 

And all unworthy of thy nobler strain' 

Yet if one heart throb higher at its sway, 

The wizard note has not been touched m vain 
Then silent be no more ! Enchantress, wake again I 


1 The stag at eve had drunk his fill, 

Where danced the moon on Monan’s nil,* 
And deep his midnight lair had made 

In lone'Glenartney’s hazel shade , 1 
But, when the sun his Jieacon red / 

Had kindled on Bcnyoirhch’s head, 

The deep-mouthed bloodhound’s heavy bay 
Resounded up the rocky way, 

And faint, from farther distance borne, 
Were heard the clanging hoof and horn 

2 As chief who hears his ward er call, 

“ To arm s ! the foemen storm the wall, ’ ■, 
The antlered 4 nonarch of the waste 
Sprung from his heathery couch m haste. 
But, ere his fleet career he took, 

The dew-drops from his flanks he shook , 
Like crested leader proud and high. 

Tossed his beamed f rontl et to the sky ; 

A moment gazed adown the dale, - / 

A moment snuffed tTieTam t ed-fgale, 

A moment listened to the_cry, 

That thickened as the chase drew mgh \/^ 
Then, as the headmost foes appeared. 

With one brave bound the copse he cleared 
And stretching forward free and far, , 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var 

Yelled on the view the opening pack,V^^ 
Rock, glen, and cavern pafT them back • 

To many a mingled sound at once 
The awakened mountain gave response. 

A hundred dogs bayed deep and strong, 

- Clattered a hundred steeds along ^ 
^ITieirpeil the merry horns rang out,-® 1 
A hundred voices joined the shout , 

With hark and whoop and wild halloo, 

No rest Bern oirhch’s echoes knew 
Par from the tumult fled the roe, 

Close in her covert cow ered the doe, / 

HThe falcon, from her cairn on high, -fS-‘ 
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T\yo-dqgs of black Sami Ilubeil’s breed, 
Un matc hed for coinage, breat h, and speed, 

,Fafit on his flymg traces come, 

'And airbut non tint desperate game ysu 
For, scaice a spear’s length from Ins haunch, ' 
Ynf3T&ti\e toiled the blood-hounds slancipj^ ^ "* 
Nor nearer might tlie dogs attain, 

Nor farther might the quarry strain 
Thus up the margin of the lake, ‘ 

’Betweerpthe precipice and bcaj:e,-d^_ 

O’er stock and rock their race the} take -> 

The Hunter mat bed th at mo untain high, 

The lonejake’s uvesterifboundury, 

And deemed the stag must turnJjaJm , 

Where lhatjaide ranvpait barred 'The way; 
Already glorying m the pnze, 

On ensured lus antlers with Ins eyes, , 

Tor the death-wound, and deadilialloo^ 
Mustered Ins breath, his w hiny a rcT~di eu 
But, thu nder ing as he came prepared, 

With ready aim and ucipon baied, 

The wily quairy sli^mn edttli Uslioclcr 
And turned him from (lie opposingjpek , 

Then, dashing dow n a darksome glen, & - 
Soon lost to hound and hunter’s ken, 

In the deep liosach’s wildest n<5ok <SEO 
His solitary refuge took 
There, while close couched, the thicket sli 
Cold dews and w ild floWirs on lus head, 
Hejieaid the bullied dogs m \ am_ , 

Ra\e through the hollow pass araam, 

'Chiding the rocks that yelled again 

Close on the hounds the hunter came, 

To~cl ieer th em on the vanished game , , J 
Buk's tumbling m tho rugged deIJ,- /I ~ J 
The gallant horse exhauSTed fell 
The impatient nder strove m i am 
To rouse him w ith the spur and rein, 

For the good steed, his l abours o’e r, 

Stietched his stiff limbs, to rise no moie , 

Then, touched u ith pity and remorse, 

He sorrowed o’er the expiring horse 
“I little thought, when first thy rein 
I slacked upon the banks of Seine, ’ 

That Highland eagle e er should feed 
On thy fleet limbs my r matchless steed 1 , 

Woj^yiorth the chase woe w’orth_the day,’ 
lliat cosTthy life, my gallant gray ''phtyLlC 
Then through the dell Ins horn resounds, 

From vain, pursuit to call the hounds 
Back lunpgd, with slow and crippled pace, 
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The *m1i y leach r of the chav- , 

Clo^c to I'.K'ir master*- ndc tlmy pro 
\\ ith dumping n.i siW humbled re, 1 , 

But still the dmgVs hollow throat ' ^ ^ 
Prolonged the welling bugle note 
The owlets siartc 1 from their dream. 

The eagles answered with tl ctr '.cream, 
Round and around the rounds v ere ca r % 

I ill echo seemed an answering bias) s , ‘» a 
And on the hunter hied Ins a a\, -/*"*" ’ 

1 o join some commie-, of the day , 

Yet often paused, so strange the road, 

So wondrous were the scenes it show < >1 

1 1 , The western wares of ebbing day *■'*' 

Rolled o'er tire glen their le\ cl way / 

Each purple peat , each flint mpirc, - 
\\ as bathed in floods of In ng nd> , I 
But not a setting beam could glow* 

Within the dark ray tries below, - *. 

W here tv.incd the path, m shadow hid, 
Round man) a rochy pyramid, 

, bbooUng abnyrth from ike dell . 

'''its thunder-splmfercd pinnacle ;/v< 
yRonndjrnny an msulatcd'imss, 

**The native bulwarks of the pass ,^/-^ r ' 
r Huge aj_thc tow cr w Inch builders v air 
'**' Presumptuous piled on Slunar’s plain ; 

. Their rocky summits, split and rent, 
vVFormed turret, dome, or battlement, *• 

Or seemed, fantastically set , 

_ With cupola of minaret, J ' *'• r ~ 

** Wild crests as pagod ever decked, 

Or mosque of eastern architect 
,Hor were these earth-bom castles bare, 
tetpioi lacked they nvVrry"'i lnnnci fan , 

For, from their shivered blows displayed 
Far o’er the unfathomable glade ,- iftiAi f 
pAll twinkling wuhjhe'dcw drop “sheen, 
The briar rose fell m streamers green, 

And creeping shrubs of thousand dy es, 
"Waved in the west- wind’s summer sighs 

Boon nature scattered, free and wild, 

Each plaint or flow er, the mountain’s chile 
Here eglantine embalmed the air 
Hawthorn and hazel mingled theic , (' 
Hie primrose pale, and violet flovvei, 
^oundm each cliff a narrow bower , 

(a b nd nigliTshade, sule'by side, 

U Pm, I a S +? r l nt mshinent and pride. 
Grouped the, rdaik hues with every slant 
The -weather-beaten crags xetam j 
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With boughs tlntl quaked n r < ^ •> b i.uh, 

Gray bitch and aspen i y.pp t t,i , T , , 

Aloft, the ash and w amor o d 
Cast anchor in the rifted roc.' ; '*<■ • 

And higher > ct, the pme-tu 1i-*~ 

His sha tter ed trunk, and freq >>' * <! mg, 

Where seemed the clifls to meet or W*’, 

Ills boughs athwart the nanowedjA^ 

Highest of all, where white peaks glam i d, 
Wheic glistening streamers waved and danced. 
The wanderer’s eje could barfly view 
Ihe summer heaven’s delicious blue , | 

So wondrous jnld, the whole might seem 
ITTifscenery of a fairy dream 


j, Onward, amid the cop=e ’gan peep 
AHiarrow inlet, still and deep, TTfly , 
Affording scarce such-breadth of bum ^ 
As served the wikl-duck’s brood to swim , 
Lost for a space, through thickets vcCmigu 
But broader whejuagam appearing, / 

1 all rocks and tufted knells then f-xccA^ 
Could on the darL-bluc mir ror tiace , » 

And farther as the hunter strayed, 

Still broader sweep its channels made 

4 The shaggy mounds no longer stood,. \ 
Emerging from entangled wood, THEDAS. 

But, w av e-encircled, seemed to float, 1 
Like castle girdled with its moat , 

Yet bi oader, floods extending still. 

Divide them from then patent lull. .. 
Till each, letinng, clamvTto 
An islet m an inland sea| 

\ And now, to issue fiom the glen, 

No pathway meets the wanderer’s ken, 

Unless lie climb, with footing nice, 

A fai piojectmg piccipice 

The broondsjougli roots his ladder made. 

The hazel saplings lent then jvid , . 

54-And thus an, ai ry po int lie von,^^ 1 
Where, gleaming with the setting sun, 

: One burnished sheet of living gold, 
Loch-Katnne lay beneath him rolled ; 

In all her length far w indmg lay. 

With promontory, creek, and bay, 

And islands that, empurpled bright,’ . 
Floated amid the hvclierTight 
And mountains that like giants stand, 

To sentinel enchanfed land 1 r f 

HighTm the south, huge Ben-venue /' 
Down to the lake m masses threw 
Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly hurled, 
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The fn^Vnt 1 . t*f an turner uvcnld , 

A v. ild Ci .g forc-.t fathered o p ; - 
III? nine l sides ml Mimnvt Imar y 

While on the north, through middle nr, 
iferT an beared high his forehead hart 

From the steep promontu-) gared 
Ilie stringer, raptured mid nmimd. 

And “ \\ hat a scene w cro here, 

“ For prinedv pomp or thuicluuau ^ 

On this bold brov , a lordly tov 
In tint sofFvale, a Fdv s bona 
On >omler meadow ,Jar nw 
The turrets of a cloister pro) , ^ 1 
lion blithely might the bugle horn 
7< Clude, on the lake, the lingering morns 
lion svuet, at oe, the loser's lute, 

Clmnc, when the groves are still and imiU* f 

*"^\tul, nhen the midnight moon should 1 ivc- 
, Her forehead in the sdvu v ■•ve, 
lion solemn on the car vouU come 
Iheliolv matins' distant hum, 

While the deep peal’s commanding tone 
Miould wake, m yonder islet lone, 

A sainted hermit from Ills cell, 

To drop a bead vath every knell — 

And bugle, lute, and bell, and all, , 
Should each ben lltfcrcd stranger call Sc'® 
To^fucjidl) feast and lighted hah 

’ft ‘n* htlic were it then to w under here* 

But non, — beslirew son ninlGle deer,--^ 
Like tint sanielierinit’s, thm and spare, V 
1 lie copse must give nn evening faref, •or' 
Some mossy bank my couch must be, • 
Some nisllmg oak my conojn 
yFot-iTass wtriKat , — the nai and chase 
Give little choice arresting place , 

■'/A summer night, m green-wood spent/v 
(Were but to morrow s mernment r t-*- 
But hosts lira) m these v\ lids abound, 

Sucti as are better missed than found ! 
lo meet with Highland plunderers hen. 
Were v\ orse than loss of steed or deer — 

I am alone , — ni) bugle strain 
Mi) sail some straggler of the tram fc ( 
-iADi, fall the worstjtlnt may betide, K't 
hre now this falchion lias been tricdF^ 
Y\xt scarce again his horn he w ound, 

V> lien lo i forth starting at the sound 
h rom underneath an aged oak, . 
lliat slanted from the islet rock 
ft- Uamsel gander of its wa), 
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A little skiff shot to the bay, 

ATbat roundjhe piomontoiy steep 
^Led Us deeplme m g i acefu l sweep,* 
Ed dying , m almost'viewdess wave, 

1 lie w eepmg wallow tw ig to la\ c, 

And kiss, with whispering sound and slow, 
The beach of pebbles bi lglit as snow 
The boat had touched the silvei stinnd, / 
Just as the Huntei left his stand, 

And stood concealed amid the bi akc, -4^ 
loi lew this Lad y o f the Lake 
The jnaidcn paused, "as if again 
She thought to catch the distant stiam, 
’With head up laised, and look intent, 

And eye and cai attentive bent, 

And locks flung back, and bps rtpaic, 

Like monument of Grecian art!; 

Ill listening mood _shc seemed to stand, 

^The guardian Naia d of the stiaiid tfj/lfrtyjC 

And wj’ei did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a Naiad, 01 a Grace, 

Of finer foim, or loveliei face” 1 
What though the sun, wit h_ard ent frow n, 
i Had slightly tinged hei cheek with blown,— 
The spot live toil, which, short and light, 

Had dyed her glow mg hue so bright, 

Served too in liastiei sw ell to show 
( Short glimpses oka breast of snow , 

What though no aule of couitly giace^ 

To measiucd mood had trained hei pace.- 
A foot more light, a step moie lrue| ‘IP 1 
Ne’er from the heath flow cr dashed the dew , 
E’en the slight haie^liell laisedjts head, . 
^Elastic fiom her any tread 
What thougli_ugpn4iewspeecliJhere hung 
The accents of the mountain tongue, — 

Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear, 

The listener held his breath to hear 


A chieftain’s ^daughter seemed jbe maid, 
JTer satin snood, her silken plaid, 

Her golden Tnoocb, such birth beliayed 
And seldom -was a snood amid 
Such wild luxunant ringlets hid, 

Whose glosiy black to shame might bung 
The plumage of the laven’s wang, 

And seldom o’er a breast so fair, 

Mantled a plaicl with modest care, 
AncTncvei biooch the folds combined 
A! o\e a heait moie good and kind 
Her kindness and hei worth to spy, 
y ou need buf giic on Ellen’s eye, 
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He told of his benighted load , ^ 

His ready speech flowed fair and nee, 

In phrase of gentlest couitesy, 

\ et seemed that tone, and gesture bland, 
Less used to sue than to command -AL-zt 

22 Awhile the maid the stranger eyed, 

And, reassured, at last replied 
That Highland halls were open still 
To wildered wandeiers of the hill 
“Noi think you unexpected come 
To yon lone isle, om deseit home,\y 
Befoie the heath had lost the dew, 

This mom, a couch w as pulled for you , 
On yonderjnountam’s puiple head 
Have pta rmig an and heath-cock bled, 
f And oui broad nets have sv\ ept the mere, 
Ho furnish foith your evening chcei.”- — 
“Now, by the rood, my lovely maid ,' 2 - u 
Your courtesy has eiTed,” he said , 

“ No right have 1 to claim, misplaced. 
The welcome of expected guest_ 

A wanderer here b> fortune tossed,""^ 

My way, my fi lends, my courser lost, 

1 ne’er befoie^believe me, fair, -f&Ft- 
Tl u e e\ ei drawn your mountain air, 

Till on this Jake’s romantic strand, 

I found a fay in fairy land ” — 

“ I well believe,” the maid replied. 

As her light skiff appioaclied the side, 
“In ell believe that ne’er before 
Your foot has trod Loch Katnne’s sho 
Jlut yet, as far as yesternight, 

Old Allan- bane foietold jour plight,— 

A graj haired sire, w hose ej e intent 
Was on the visi oned fut me bent 
He saw your steed, alluppled gray, -D 
Lie dead beneath the birclieir waj , 
Painted exact your form and mien, 

Your hunting suit of Lin coln g ieen. 

That tasselled hom so gaily gilt, 

That falcluon’s ciookcd blade and lult. j 
That cap with heion’s plumage 
And yon two hounds so daik and grmi 
lie bade that all sh ould icady be 
■To gra ce a gues t of lair degree 
But light! held Ins prophecy, 

And deemed it was mi father’s hom, 
Whose echoes o’er the lake w ere borne ’’ 
The stranger sm iled — “ Since to jour hon 
A destined e n ant k night I come, 
Announced fay prophet sooth and 
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And e\ erv hardy plan/cou^A beat 
Loch-Kntnne’s been and searching a 
An instant m this porch she sta\eii 3 
. And gaily to the stranger said, 

J “On Heaven and on thy lady call, 

| And enter the enchanted hall ’ ’ 

27' “My hope, my heaven, my trust must be, 

Mv geflUe guide, m following thee — 
lie crossed the threshold— and a_clang 
Of angry steel that instant rang. 

To Ins bold blow his spirit rusjied, 

]>ut soon for vain alarm he blushed, 

When on the floor he saw displayed/ 

Cause of the dm, a. naked blade 
Dropped from the sheath, thatjarelessjlang 
Upon a stag s huge antlers swung, 

For <ul around," the \\ alls to grace, 

Hung trophies of the fight 01 chas< 

"A target there, a bugle here, 

A battle-axe, a hunting-spear, 
r And broad-swords, bows, and ai 1 ovvs st ore, 

• A\ 1th trig t listed trophies of the boar 
Heie grins the wolf as vvhenhe died , ' 

And there the vv ild-cat*s bnn dled hi de 
The frontlet of the elk adorns, 

Or mantles o’er the bison s horns , ■ 
Fcnnons and flags defaced and stained, 
That blackening streaks of blood retained. 
And decr-skms dappled, dun, and white, 
With otter s fur and seal’s unite. 

In rudeend uncouth tapestry' alty 
1 lo ga rnish fo ith the sylvan hall, 

The wondenng stranger round him gazed, 
\rd next the fallen w capon raised , 

1 ew weie the arms whose sinewy strength 
Sufficed to stretch it forth at length 
And as the brand be poised and swayed. ^ 
“ I never knew but one,” be said, 

1 ^ hoe stalwart arm might biook to wie 
A blade like this in battle- held ”’ __ 

She Mghen, then smiled and took~flie~\\ on 
“ \ ou see the guardian champion s sword 
As light it trembles m his hand. 

As in my grasp a hazel wand , 

Mv sire s tall form might grace the part 

Of Fcrragus, or A^calnrt 

But m the abscnTgi'iUTs hold , 

Are w omen now, and menials old ” 

£9 1 he mi -tress of the mans, on came- 
Mature of age, a graceful dame, ’ 

" easy step ard siatc l v port 
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In our isle’s enchanted, hall, ___ 
Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fany' strains of music fall, 

-t-vdEvery sense m slumber 
Soldier, rest 1 thy \\ arfa^c 
Dream of fighting fields no more, 

Sleep the sleep tint know s not breaking 
Mom of toil, nor night of making 

“No rude sound shall reach thme ear, 
Armour's clang, or vv ar-steed c hamp ing, 
Frump nor pilnoch summon here 
V^Mnstenng clan, or _squadron tramping 
Vet the lark’s shrill fife may come j 
At the daybreak from the fallow, . 
/And the bittern sound his dnim, 

■ “ Booming fiom the sedgy shallow - * 6 

Ruder sounds shall none be near, 

Guards nor warders challenge here, 

Here’s no wai steed’s neigh and champmm 
Shouting clans 01 squadions stamping " 

$2. She paused — then, blushing, led the la} 

To grace the stranger of the day, " 

Iler mellow notes awhile prolong 
The cadence of the flow mg song, 

Till to her lips m measured/rame 
The minstrel -verse spontaneous came.-- 

Song [continued ) 

ct Huntsman, rest 1 thy chase is done , 

While our slumbrous spells assail ye, 
Dieam not with the rising sun_^ } 

Bugles here shall sound reveille 
Sleep 1 the deer is m his den , 

Sleep 1 thy hounds are by thee lying, 
Sleep 1 nor dream in yonder glen 
How thy gallant steed lay dying 
Huntsman, rest 1 thy chase is done, 

Think not of the using sun, 

For at dnw*ning to assail y e, 

Here no bugles sound reveille ” 

33i The ball was cleared— the stranger’s bed 
Was there of mountain headier spread, 
Where oft a hundred guests bad lam, 

And dreamed their forest spoits again 
But vainly did the heath-flower shed 
Its moorland fragrance round Ins head; 

Not Ellen s spell had lulled to rest 
Thelev eFofhis troubled breast , 

In broken di earns the image rose 
Of v aricd perils, pains, and w oes 
His steed now flounders m the brake; 


deyung 


o er. 



/VI icm;in ^un i mu m u f,u» *; 
lie seemed to will , iwl ''{'eit of 1 )U‘ , 

Mu. listened with a blush an 1 M,h 
Ills suit was warm, Jus hopes i eic high, ( 
He sought her japed hind t<> chisp,^ * 
And a cold gauntlet wet lus f ».v>p « -i 

I ho phantom ssex vis changed <i’> 1 h onc > 
Upon its held a helmet shone , 

Slowlj enlarged to riant mu, 

JA'jth darkened cheek and threatening c)cs 
The giTdr \mgc, stem and hoar, 

To LUen still n likeness lime -- 
lie woke, and, panting with -'ffright, 
Hccalled the \tsion of the night, 

The health s decaying hr mds were red) 

And deep and dwsl x l wire she 1, 

Half showing, half concealing all 
JSSLhe tm eolith trophies of the hall 
’Mid those the stranger fixed his c\C 
Vi here that huge falchion hung on bit'll, 
And thoughts on thoughts, a countless Utr 
Isushcd, chasing countless thoughts along, 
Until, the giddy wlml to cure 
1 le rose, and sought the moonshine put, 

i 1 lie n lid rose, eglantine, and broom, 
Wafted around then rich perfume 
lheTnrcli tiees wept m flagrant hilm, 

1 he aspens slept beneath the calm , 

Hie sihcr light, with qui\ enng"glance ) 

/ , tda/ed on the w ater’s still expanse , 

” diVweit the heart whose passion’s swaj 
Could rage beneath the sober ray l 

' im i if 11 l ?' m ' thatjw amor guest, 

Pt While thus he com mun ed xvitlr lus breast t 
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“Why is it at each turn I tiace 
Some mernoiy of that exiled rncc ? 

Can I not mountain maiden spy, 

But she must beat the Douglas_eye? 

Can I not anew a Highland biand,-^*^ 
But it must match the Douglas hand ? 
Can I not frame a fevered dream, 

Bub still the Douglas is the theme ? — -u 
I’ll dream no more- — by manly_mmd 
Not even m sleep is will resigned 
My midnight orison said o’er, 

I’ll turn to rest, and dream no more ” 

His midnight orison he told, 

Js prayer with every bead of gold, 
♦Consigned to Heaven his cares and woes, 
d/Vnd sunk m undisturbed lepose. 

Until the heath cock shrilly crew, 

And morning dawned on Ben-vtnue. 


CANTO SECOND 
THE ISLAND 

I At morn the black cock trims his jetty wmg, 

1 is morning piompts the linnet’s blithest lay, 

All Nature s childien feel the ma tin sp nng 
Of life revi\ ing w ltli rex ivmg day , 

And while yon little baik glides down the bay, 

A\ hfting the slrangei on his w ay again, 

Mom's genial influence roused a minstrel grty, 

And sweetly o’er the lake was heard thy stiam, 

Mixed with the sounding harp, O u lute-haired Allan banc 1 

Soxc 

“Not_faster yonder row ers’ might 1 , 

- Flings horn their oais the spFay// , , t 

Not fastei yonder rippling bright, “kW, 

1 hat tracks the shallop’s course in light/ 

Melts m the lake aw ay 
T Inn men from memory cmc 
'1 he benefits of former day s , 

'1 hen, granger, go 1 good_spccd they. hilc 
Nor think again of the lonely isle 

“Hi gh p lace to thee m loyal court, 

IliglTphee in bulled line, 

Good hawk and hound foi eylvm 'port, 

Where Beauty sees the brave icsortJ 
Hie honouted meed be thine ' / 

7 rue be tin suord, thy friend sincere, 

1 hy lads constant kind, and dear, \ 

And lost m lo\e and friendship’s smue,r 
Be memory of the lands tsk j 
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3 “ But if beneath yon southern shy 
A platdcd stiangcr roam, 

Whose "drooping crest and stifled sigh, 

And sunken cheek and heavy eye, , 

Pme for his Highland home. 

Then, Warrior, then be thine to show 
The care that soothes a wanderer’s woe; 
Remember then thy hap erewhile 
A stranger m the lonel / isle 

, “ Or if on life’s unceitain mam 
Mishap shall mar thy saifT 
If faithful, wise, and bravelnvam, 

Woe, w ant, and exile thou sustain 
Beneath the fickle gale,/ 

Waste not a sigh on fortune changed, 

On thankless courts, or fi lends estranged, 
But come where kindred woi th shall smile, 
To gieet thee in thelbnely isle ” 

4 As died the sounds upon the tide. 

The shallop t cached the mainland side 
And ere his onw ard w ay he took, 

The strangei cast a lingering look, 

Where easily his eye might reach 
The harpei on the islet beach, 

Reclined against a blighted nee, 

As wasted, gray, and worn as he <• 

To minstiel meditation given, 

His reverend brow was laised to licave 
'As from the rising sun to claim l 
A spukle of inspiring flame, I 
TIis band, reclined upon the wire, _ 
Seemed watching the awakening fnc ,i 
So still he sate, as those who wait 
'1 ill judgment speak the doom of fatej 
So still, as if no breeze might date 
To lift one lock of hoary hail , 

So still as life itself were fled, 

In the last sound his harp liad_spcd. 

5 Upon a lock with lichens wild, 

Beside lima Ellen sate awd smiled 
Smiled she to see the stately drake 
Lead forth Ins fleet upon the lake, 

While hei vexed spaniel, from the beach; 
Bayed at the prize beyond his leach , 
am 1112 ™en, the maid who know s, / 
J? “y deepened on her cheek the lose?— £ 
imrgive, forgive, Fidelity 1 l > > ~t 
i erchan ce the maiden smiled to see 
tonpa rtmg lingerer wav c adieu, 
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And stop and turn to wave anew; 

And, lovely ladies, eie your ne ^ 
Condemn the heroine of my lyre, 

'Show me the fair would scorn to sot, 

- And prize such conquest of her eye*' 

6 While yet he loitered on the spot, 

It seemed as Ellen marked him not ; 

But when he tinned him to the glade, 

One couxteous paiting sign she made; 

And aftei oft that Knight would say, 

That not when pme of festal day 
Was dealt him di live bugUtest fair, 

AY ho e’ei woit jewel m her lian, 

' So high!) did 1ns bosom swell, 

As at that simple mute farewell, 

Now with a trusty mountain guide, 

And his daik stag hounds by Ins side, 

He parts — the maid, unco nscious stil l. 
Watched him w md sloivlj round the hill , 

But when his stately fonn was lnd, 

The gunuhan m her bosom chid — 

“ Thy Malcolm ' vain and selfish maid 1 ’ 
’Tuas thus upbraiding conscience said, 

“Not so had Malcolm k\ 1> hung/ 

On the smooth phrase of so uthern tongu e ; 

Not so had Malcolm strained his eye 
Another step than thine to spy ” — 

“Wake, Allan-bane ,M aloud she cued, 

To the old minstrel by lier_side, — 

“ Aiouse tliee fromThy moody dream K 
I’ll gi\c thy haip heroic theme, 

And w arm thee with a noble name , 

Poui forth the glon of the Gmer&e ” — 

Scarce ftom her lip the wrnrd had mshed, , 
When deep the conscious maiden blushed , 
For ofhis clan, m hall and bower, 

Young Malcolm Graeme w as held the flow er. 

y The minstrel waked his haip— -tin e£ times 
Arose the well-known mmtial chimes, /, r 
And thnee their high heroic pride 
In melancholy murmurs died 
“Vainly thou baldest, O noble maid,” 
Clasping Ins witlicied hands, he said, 

“Vamlj thou biddestme wake the strain. 
Though all unwont to bid in a am 
Alas 1 thnn mine a mightier bandf 
Has tuned mv Imp, my strings his spanned. 
I touch the chords of joy, but low \ " 

And mournful ansu er notes of woe ,\ 

And the proud march which \ ictors treadh 
Sinks m the w ailing for the dead — i 
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0 well fot me, if mine alone 

r 'l hit dirge's deep pioplietic lone ! 

If, ns my tuneful fnthcis smd, 

ilus harp, which eist S mut Modan sw^ed, 

Can thus its mastei’s fate ioiciclT, 

1 hen welcome be the imnsUers knell 'j 

«, “But all 1 dear lady, thus it sighed 
The eve tliy sainted niothei died 
And such the sounds which, while I strovci 
To wake a lay of war oi love, 

Came marring all the festal ninth, 

Appalling me who gave them birth, 

And, disobedient to my call, 

Wailed loud through Botlnv ell's banncied hall, 
Ere Douglases to rum driven, 

Were euled from their natiycJieayen — 

Oh > if yet w'orse mishap and woe 
My master’s house must undergo, 

Or aught but weal to Ellen fair / 

Brood m these accents of despair/ 

Ho future hard, sad harp 1 shall fling 
Triumph or rapture from thy stnng , 

One short, one final strain shall flow 
Fraught with unutterable woe, 

Then shivered shall thy fragments lie, 

Thy master cast him down and die ’’ — 

9 Soothing she answered him, “Assuage, 

Mme honoured friend, the fears of age , 

All melodies to thee are known, 

That harp has lung, or pipe has blown, 

In Lowland vale, or Highland glen, 

Fiom Iwecd to Spey — what marvel, then, 

At times, unbidden notes should rise, 
Confusedly bound m memory's ties, 
E ntanglin g, is they lush along, 

I he war-march with the funeral song?— 

Small ground is now for boding feat , 
lObscure, but safe, we rest us here 
jMy sire, m native virtue great, 

‘.Resigning lordship, lands, and state, 

[Not then to fo rtun e more resigned [ j 
j Than y onder oak might give the win d ,j 
j The gi aceful foliage storms may reave 
, The noble stem they cannot gueve 
Tor me,” — she stooped, and, looking low’d, 
, Blacked a blue hat e-bell from the gus vnd, — 
l'or me, whose memory scaice conveys 
An image of more splendid days, 

1 aisliulc flow et , that loves the lea, 

1 ,," u S!m ple emblem be , 

<i aim' s beat c-i’c dew as Withe as lose 
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That m the King’s own garden glows, 

And when I place it m my han, 

Allan, a bard is bound to s\\ ear, 
lie ne’et saw coronet so fair ” 

Then playfully tlie chaplet wild . 

She wieathed in her daih lochs, and smiled.. 

10 Her smile, lier -speech, Midi winning sway, 

- \\ tied the old lmpcr’s mood away. 

With such a look as hemiits tlnoiv 
When angels stoop to soothe then w oe, ^ 
lie ga?ed, till fond legret and pnde 
1 hrillcd to a tern, then thus leplied 
“Loieliesraml best 1 thou little know’st 
The lank, the honours thou hast lost; 

O might I live to see thee giace. 

In Scotland s couit, thy bnthught placer 
do see my favourite’s step advance, 

The lightest m the courtly dance. 

The cause of e\ ery gallant’s sigh. 

And leading star of every eye 
And tllenie ofTvci y minstrel s ai t. 

The Lady of the Bleeding Heait '”/ 

II “ Fair dreams are these,” the maiden cued. 
(Light was her accent, yet she sighed,} 

“Hus mossy rock, my friend, to me , 

Is worth gay chair and canopy; 

Noi would my footstep spring more gay, 

In couitly dance than blithe - strat hspe y , 

Noi half so pleased mine eai incline 
To loyal minstrel’s lay as thine, 

And then for suitois pioud and high, 
do bend before my conqueung e) e, 

Thou, flattenng baid' tliyself w lit say 
That gum Sir Rodeuck owais its sway t 
The Saxon scouige, Clan- Alpine’s pride, 

The terror of Locli-Lomond’s side,/ 

Would at my suit, thou knoiv’st, delay 
A L ennox fora y — for a day ” 

12 The ancient haul his glee icpicssed 
“III hast thou chosen theme foi jest’ 

For who, through all this western wild, 

Named Black Sir Roderick e’er, ard snulec/r 
In Holy -Rood a knight he slew , / - S' 

I saw, when back the dnk he drew, C<f 

Corn tiers gn e place before the stride v 
Of the undaunted homicide , 

And since, though outlawed, hath, ins liana 
Full sternly kept Ins mountain land - 
Who else dnied gn e, — ah 1 woe the day, > 
That I such hated troth should say — i 

The Douglas, like a stricken deer, 
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Disowned by every noble peer, l 
Even the rude refuge we h”\c hetc 7 j 
Mas, this wild niaiaudmg chief 
Alone might hazard our relief, / _ 

And now thy maiden charms expand, 

Looks for lus gueidon m thy hand , , 

.Full soon may dispensation sought, 

'la hack lus suit," from Lome be brought 
’Then though an exile on the hill, 

Thy father, as the Douglas, still 
Be held m reverence and fear 
But though to Roderick thou’it so dear 
That thou nnghtst guide with silken thread,, 
Slave of thy will, this chieftain dread, t 
Yet, O loved maid, thy mirth lcfrnin 1 
Thy hand is on a lion’s mane’’ / 

13, {< Minstrel," the maid replied, and liigb 
Hei fathers soul glanced from hci eye, J 
“ My debts to Roderick’s house 1 know t 
All that a mother could bestow 
To Lad/ Margaret’s care I owe. 

Since first an orphan in the w ild / 

She sorrowed o’er her sister’s child | 

To her brave chieftain son, from ire 
Of Scotland's king who shrouds my sire, ‘ 
A deeper, holier debt is owed , 

And, could I pay it w ith my blood, 

Allan 1 Sir Roderick should command 
My blood, my life, — but not my hand 
Rather will Ellen Douglas dwell 
A v otaress m Maronnan’s cell , 

Rather through realms beyond the sea. 
Seeking the w odd’s cold clianty, 

"Where ne’er was spoke a Scottish word. 
And ne’er the name of Douglas heaid. 

An outcast pilgrim vv ill she rov e, 

Than w ed the man she cannot lov e 


14 “ Thou shakest, good friend, thy tresse: 
That pleading look, what ca n it s ay 
But w hat I ow n ? — I gfaiiTTum brave, 

But w ild as Bracklmn’s thundering w ave , 
And generous — sa\.e vindictive mood 
Or jealous transpoit chafe his blood . / , , 
I grant him true to friendly band, , 

As lus claymore is to his hand V / > 
But 0 1 that very blade of steel " ’ 

More mercy for a foe w ould feel 1 
I grant him liberal, to fling r » < 

Among h,s clan the wealth they bring:, 
M.en back by lal a and glen they wind. 
And m die Low Land kme behind, 
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g Wheie once some jilensnnt hamlet stood, 
A miss of ashes shhecl w jth blood *■/ 5 
The hand, that for my fathei fought, ^ 

I honorn, is his daughter ought, 

But cm I clasp it reeling led, __ 
From peasants slaughtered m their shed? 
No' wildly rrlnle his mi hies gleam, 

They make lus passions daiker seem, 

And flash along his~spmt high, - > 

Like lightning o cr the midnight sky 
■\Vhile yet a^child, — and childien know. 
Instinctive taught, the friend and foe,— 
rshudcleiecT .at ms biow ofgloom, 

Ills shadowy plaid, ancfsable plume , 

A maiden gi on n, I ill could bear 
Idis haughty mien and loidly an , 

But, if thou jom’st a suitoi’s claim, 

In seuous mood, to Rodenck’s name, 

I thrill wi'h anguish 1 01, if e’ei 
A Douglas knew the word, with fear 
To change such odious theme were best, — 
What thmkSc thou of oui stiangei guest?” 


1$, H What- flunk I of lum’ — woe the while 
,'Tliat biought such wanderer to our isle! 

/ Thy father s untile biand, of yore 
, For Ti ne-ma n foiged by fairy lore, 

Wh at time lie leagued, no lolrgei foes, J „ 
His Border spcais with Hotspui ’shows, 
Did, se ff unscab bai ded, foreshow 
‘ The footstep of react foe r. sJE 

' If courtly spy x avid harboured here, 

What may we for the Doughs feai? 

What for this island, deemed of old 
Clan Alpine’s last and surest hold ? 

If neither spy not foe, I piay 
What yet may jealous Roderick say ? 

— Nay, war e not thy disdainful head 1 
Bethink thee of the discoid diend 
That kindled when at Beltane game 
MXhou ledst the dance w iui Malcolm Gn me 


_'ftll A though thy sue the peace renewed 
Amouldeis m Roderick’s bieasl the feud 
Bennie' — But link, whntsounds ate these? D 
My dull ears catch no faltering breere, 

No weeping bircli, noi aspens wake, 

Nor breath is dimpling in the 3 ake,| 

Still is the canna’s hoary beard, 


Yet, by my minstrel faith, I licaul - 
And hark again ! some pipeoi’w'ar ■ 
- Sends the bold pibioch from afar 


Pm, ms the lengthened lake were spied 
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1’ oui dnikemng sped 1 \m\ tl 
'1 hit, slow cnlmgmg on the Mew, 

Four manned and masted barges grew. 

And bearin g dow nwards fiom Glengyle, 
btlered full upon the lonely isle , cu/llJU 
The point of Brrachoil they passed, 

And, to the wmdwnid as they cask. 

Against the sun they gax e to shme 
Ihe bold Sit Roderick’s bannered pine 
Nearer and neater as the j bear, 

Spears, pikes and axes flash in an v 
Non might you see the tai tans brave, 

And plaids and plumage dance and at ave , 
Now see the bonnets sink and use, 

As lus tough oar the tower plies , J 
See, flashing at each stutdy stioke,.-V f 
The ware ascending into smoke,/ «' 

See the proud pipeia on the bow. 

And math the gaudy s tieameis flow' 

F torn, thaw load clean levs daw u, and sweep 
Tlie fur rowed bosom of the deep, 

As, i uslnng through the lake amam, 

They phed the ancient Highland stiam 
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Evei, as on they bore, more loud 
And louder rung the pibioch proud 
At fimt the sounds, by distance tmjie, 

Mellow ed along the w aters came, . 

And, lingering long by cape and bay, I 
AV ailed e\ery harsher note away, 1 
Then, bursting bolder on theVu, 

The clan’s shrill G atherin g they could hear > 
Those tnrillmg sounds, that call the might 
Of old Clan Alpine to the fight 
Thick heat the rapid notes, as when 
The mustering hundreds shake the glen, 

And, hurrying at the signal dread, 

The batt ered ear th lclurns then tread, 

%jThcn prelude light, oflnehei tone, . 

^Expressed then mcrij mat dungeon. 

Ere peal of closing battle 1 osc, 

With mingled outcry, shueks, and oMwa* 
And mimic din of stroke and w-nj. 

As broad-sw ord upon iaTgcTjai red , 

Anri ^groaning pause, ere y et ogam, 
Condensed, the battle jelled amain, 
t/ 7 ’ 3, SJTM’al charge, the rally mg shout, 

' v ,tirne k endlong into rout, 

And bursts of tmimph, to dechic 

co ”n»t^-all were there 
Nor ended thus the strain , but slow, 
tn.nl m a moan prolonged and low- 
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And changed the conquering claubn swelhp 
1 01 w dd lament o’ei those that fell 
iS The Mar-pipes ceased , but lake and In” 

Were busy w ith then echoes still, 

And, when the) slept, a a deal stiam - 
Bade then lioaise chorus wake again, 

While loud a hundied clansmen laise 
r Ilieir voices m their chieftains piaisc 
Each boatman, bending to Ins oai, a 
t V ltli measineisM cep the bmlhen boic 
wmthln such wildTadtnce asThT'bieeze ~~ 

0 brakes tlirough Decembers leafless ticcs 
Hie choius first could Allan know , 

“ Roderigh ich Alpine, ho 1 no' ’ 

And near, and nearer, as they rowed, 

Distinct the maitial ditty Honed 

Boat Song 

9 II id to the chief who in triumph advances' 

Honoured -and blessed be the e\ei-gieen pine 1 
Long may the Itee in Ins bannci that glances, 
flourish, the shelter and grace of our line J 
Heaven send itjiapp) den, 

Earth lend it sap anew, 

Gailv to bourgeo n, and bioadly to gross , * 

While eseiy Highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 

“{Roderigh Vich Alpine dim, ho' ieioe'" ! 
f Oui-. is no sapling, c hance-sonn by the fountain, 

I Blooming at Beltane, in winter to lade, ~ ~ 

When the sviurhund has stnpped eseiy leaf on the mountail: 
d lie moie shall Clan- Alpine exult m hei shade 
Moored in the nfted rock, 

Proof to the tempest’s shock, 
l'u met he roots him the ruder it blosv , 

Menteith and Breadalbane, then, 

Echo Ins praise agen, 

“Rodengh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! icroc'” 

D Pioudly our pibroch has thrilled m Glen Fiann, 

And Banochar’s groans to oui s logan lephed 
Glen Luss and Ross-cUm, they are "smoking in nun, 

And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead on her side 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid, 

Think of Clan Alpine with feai and with woe, 

Lennox and Leven-glen 
Shake w hen the) liear agen, 

“Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho' leioe 1 ’’ 

Ron, vassals, row, for t he pride of the Highlands 1 
Stretch to )our oais, for the e\ci -green pine' 

O ' that th e losebud that giaces jon islands 
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23 Allan, mill wistful look the while, 

Maiked Roderick standing on the isle. 
Ihsnnstei piteous!) he eyed, 

'1 hen garni upon the chic film s pudc, 

'} hui (bshcd, -with hist) him!, away 
Thom hi-- dimmed c)e tiie gathering spray , 

And Doughs, is Ins hand he laid * 

On Malcolm s shouldct, kindly said, 

1 Canst thou, young blend, no meaning spy 
In ni) poor follower's glistening e)e? 

1 11 tell thee • — he recalls the day, 

M hen in m> prase he l ed th e lav 
O’er the ai died gate of BpthudT proud, 

W lule many a minstrel answered loud, 

M hen P eres’s Norm an penn on, won 
In blood) lield, before me shone, 

And tv ice ten knights, the least a name 
As mighty as son chief may claim, 

Gr-'Cing my pomp, behind me came 
et trust me, Malcolm, not so proud 
W as I of all that marshalled crowd, 

Though the waned ‘crescent owned ni) might, 
And in my Iran trooped lord and knight, 

'I hough PI m( \ re hymned hcrholiest lays. 

And Pothweir’sHards flung back my pruse, _ * 
As when this old urn’s silent tear, 

And this poor maid’s affection dear, 

A w dco ne gn e more kind and true 
Than aught my better fortunes knew* , 

ForgiTc, my friend, a father’s boast, 1 
O ' it out beg gars all I lost 

24 Delightful praise 1 — like summer rose, 

'[ iiat brighter m the dew-drop glows, 

1 he bashful matden’s cheek appeared, 

For Douglas spoke, and Malcolm heard 
The f lush of shame-faced joy to hide, 

The hounds, the hawk*, her cares drvide, 

The lo\ed caresses of the maid 

The dogs with crouch and w lumper paid. 

And, at her whistle, on her hand 
The falcon took Ins far ourite stand. 

Closed his dark w mg, relaxed his ey e. 

Nor, though unhooded, sought to fly 
And trust, w lule in such guise she stood. 

Like fabled G oddess of the JSVaod, 

That if a father's pai tiaTthought 
OjEjiteighcd her w orth and beauty aught, 

Well mi gift the lo\ er’s judgment fail 
To balance w itli a justei scale , 

For with cadi «eciet glance he stole, 

The fond enthusiast sent ins son] 
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7 Sir Kodenck, who to meet them came, l 
Reddened at sight of Malcolm Graeme, 

Yet, nor in action, word, or eye. 

Failed aught m hospitality 
In talk and spoit the)’ whiled away 
The morning of tint summer day, , 

But at high noon a comiei light J ~ ± S' " 
Held seciet parley with the kmght,^ 
Whose moody aspect soon declaicd 
That evil w’ere the new s he heard 
Peep thought seemed toiling m Jus head , 
Yet w as the e\ enmg banquet made, 

Ere lie assembled 1 ouncl the flame 
Ills mother, Douglas, and the Gnome, 

And Ellen too , then cast around 
Ills eyes, then fixed them on the giound, 

A s studying plnase that might a\ail 
Best to convey unpleasant tale 
Long w ith his dagger’s hilt he play ed, t 
Then ia\sed his haughty brow, and said — 

“Shoit be my speech , — noi time afloids, i 
J\ T or my plain temper, glozmg words 
Kinsman and faBIei — if such name 
Douglas v o uchsaf e to Rodenck’s claim , 
Mine honoured mother , Ellen— why’, 

My cousin, turn aw ay thme ey e 7 — 

And Grune, m whom I hope to know 
Full soon a noble fuend oi foe. 

When age shall give thee thy command, j 
And l eading m thy native land, — 
list alPkTl he King’s vindictive pride v' ' 
Boasts to have tamed the Boider-side, 

Where chiefs, with hound and hawk vv ho car 
To share their monarch’s^ sylvan game, 
Themselves in bloody' tolls were snaied, ^ 
And when the banquet they prepaied, 

And wide their loyal portals flung, 

O’ei then own gateway struggling hung 
Loud cries their blood from Meggat’s mead. 
From \ anew b raes , and banks of Tweed, 
Where the lone streams of Ettucke glide. 
And flora the silver Teuot’s side , 

The dales, where maitial clans dia ride. 

Are now one sheep : w alk waste and wide 
This tyrant oTthe Scottisli throne. 

So faithless, and so ruthless know n, E L - 
Now hithei comes , his end the same, 

The same pretext o f sylvaj QLgame 7 > - 

What grace fot Highland chiefs judge ye, j 
By fate of Bordei elm airy I 

Yet more , amid Gl enfinla s green, 
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Douglas, tin sta'ch f*m.i was Hen 

'I liu bv cspnl sure 1 1 now 

Yo ur coun sel in the sirughl I -low — 

sg Ellen and Margaret fearfully ( 
bought comfort tn each olhei’* C)w 
1 hen turned thur gli istly lool , eac.". one, 

1 his la her sire, that to her son 
1 he liast> colour went and can c * 1 
In the bold check of Mnlcoli t Or* ire , 

But, fiont Ins glance it well appeared, 

’ I’was but for Lllen that he feared , 

While sorrowful, but untnsm-jed, 

The Doughs thus Ins counsel vul . 

“Brave Rodcuck, thmigTriTuTtcinpcst torr, 
It may but thunder and pa* s o’er , 

Nor will I hcic remain an hour, v 
To draw the lightning on thy bower, 
l'or well thou know’st, at this gra) head 
Tire royal bolt were flu cost sped * 

I* or thee, who, afthy Kings command,* 
Canst aid him w ith a gallant b tnd, < 
Submission, homage, bumbled piidc, 1 
Shall turn the monarch’s wrath aside j 
Poor lcmnants of the Bleeding Hearty 
Ellen and 1 a\ ill seek, apart, 
i he refuge of some foieH cul , 

There, like the hunted quarr), dwelt, 

Till, on the mountain and the moor, 

The stem pursuit be passed, and o’er " — 


30 “No, by mine honour’” Rodcuek said, 

“ So help me Hcav en, anti ni) good blade 1 
No never’ Blasted be yon pure, * < / 1 

My fathers' ancient crest, and mine, 

If fiom its shade in danger part ’ 

The lineagejof the Bleeding Heart ’ 

Hear my blunt speech grant me this maid 
To \v ife, thy counsel to mine aid , 

To Douglas, leagued with Roderick Dint, ' 
Will friends and allies flock enow , 

Like cause of doubt, distrust, and grief, O- 
Ml ill bind to us each western chief 
When the loud pipes my budal tell . 

The L inks of Forth shall hearthehnelk 
The guards shall start in S t it lin g’s porch , 
And when I light the nuptial' torch, 

A thousand v Plages m flames 
bh £ s ™ the slumbers of Ring James' 

- T N i y ’ ^ku^blciudijnpt thus away, 

- And, mother, eeasetlTcse signs, 1 prav 

f 'ny heat unghtW?,? 1 
Small need of nuoad, 01 of fielit. 1 1 ’ 
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When the sage Douglas may unite 
Each mountain clan m fncndly band, 

To guaid the passes of then land, 

T ill the' foiled King, Aom pathless gler, 

Shall bootless turn him home agen ■ — 

31 Theie are w ho have, a t_ midnight haul. 

In shnfibei scaled a diTzy towcr,H F 
And, o n the vcige that b eetled o’e r 
The ocean-tide’s incessant ioar, 

Dieamed calmly out their dangeious aream 
1 ill wakened by the morning beam , 

When, dazzled by the eastern glowed' ’ ' 
Such startler cast Jus glance below, 

And saw unmeasured depth mound, 

And heard unmtermitted sound, 

And thought the J battled fence so frail, , 

It waved like cobweb m the gale,, 

Amid his senses' giddy wheel, HA 
Did he not desperate impulse feel, 

Headlong to plunge himself below, 

And meet the worst his fears foreshow?— 
Thus, Ellen, dizzy and a stound . 

As sudden rum yawned around, 

By ciossmg terrors wildly tossed,^ 

Still for the Douglas fearing most. 

Could scarce the desperate thought withstand. 
To buy Ins safety with bet hand 

32 Sucli purpose dread could Malcolm spy 
In Ellen’s quivering Jip and eye, 

And eagei lose to speak-— but ere 
Ihs tongue cou)d huriy forth his fear, 

Had Douglas marked the hectic stnfe . 

Where death seemed combating with lift 
For to her cheek, m feverish flood, 

One instant rushed the throbbing blood, 

Then ebbing back, with sudden sw ay, 

L eft its domain as Wan as clay 
“ RodeiicIcTenough ' enough 1 ' he cued, 

“My daughter cannot be thy bride, 

Not that the blush to wooer deal,/ 

Nor paleness that of maiden fear ' 

I t mav not be— forg ive her, .chief, 

NbrTmard aught foi our relief 
Against his sovereign, Douglas ne’er 
Will level a rebellious spear 
'Twas I that taught his } oulhful hand 
To lein a steed and wield a brand 
I see him yet, the pnncely boy’ 

Not Ellen moie my pride and joy, 

I love linn still, despite my wrongs, 

By hasty wrath, and "slanderous tongues. 
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0 seek the g_t"e }<3 i wnl tun 1 ml. 
Without a cvise tt> i usir umi m • ‘ 

m Twice thiemgh thftl iH the Cl.* f 1 "’ * •*' 

‘ rite uimiij' of B > i tnn. i *v-»B ( 

And dir! cm 1 tu*m ? mIh *t v < i jf * < ** 

\\ till ire and di* ippo out** T 
Seemed, b\ the torch •> rUi#) 

1 il <_ the ill iJxmon of the t, nt, 

Stooping hi . turnon-' t”)f 

Upon the ni"lttt 1 ]»»k ran s i 
But, unrt‘i«uul l/'tt! t«> flits 
Plunged deepes t it'" etwen* uidi s ear * 

And Ro ierlaT with Unite t*n «f‘» t*. 
At length the hind of Dough, vnm„ 
While c\cs, that tnotl ed tit Rar IsA'ie, 
With Btttu diop, % ut nr, nun . n cr 

l lie d eath pang s of lout; cl cri-hc 1 l.i p 2 
Scarce in that ample hrea t ha ’ mi ?, \ 
But, snuggling \ itlt Ins < pint p ottd, 
Comttknc heated it. chcp to 1 shroud, 
Wlnlc ciei > soli— stJTiulc v ere all—” ” 
Was hcaid distinctly ilnough the hall 
l he son's despair, the mothers lord , 
Illjnight the gentle 1 Hen Brook , 

She rose, and to her side there c-’nte, 
do aid her parting steps, the Grunt 


34 I lien Roderick from the Douglas Broke— 
ks flashes flame through sable svnol t, 
Kindling its wreaths, long, darl , and low,/ 
io one broad bla/c of r.uld) glow, j 

So the deep anguish of despair j 

Burst, m fieicc jealous) Jlo mr ’ 

With stalwart grasp lus hand lie laul 
On Malcolm's bicast and belted plaid • 

■" “Back, beardless bo> he stern!) said, 

“ Back, minio n 1 hold’st thou thus at notigl 
The lessonl so lately taught? 

This roof, the Douglas, and that maul, ) 

1 hank thou for punishment delayed ” j 
Eager as greyhound on lus game, 

Fiercely with Roderick grappled Gm nc 
“Perish my name, if might afford 
» I ts chieftain safet), sa\e lus suoid 1 ” 

Thus asTSicy stro\ e, their desperate hat’d 
G iiped to the dagger or the brand, 

And d eath had been — but Douglas ro'p, 
And thrust between the struggling foe* 

His giant strength — “Cluetlains, foieco] 
I hold the first who slid cs, m> foe "T' 
Madmen, forbear youi frantic jar 1 />u 
' 1 ^ fl' e Douglas fallen ' o fin , / 
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His daughter's hand is deemed the spoil 
Of such dishonourable broil'' 11 
Sullen and slow lj, the\ unclasp, " 

As struck w ltli slnnie, then desperate grasp. 
And each upon lus mil ghied, 

With foot advanced, and blade half-bated 

35 Eie j?et the brands aloft u eie flung, - 
Margaret on Roderick’s mantle hung, 

And Malcolm heard his Ellen s scre-un, 

\s f alteied through terrific dieam 
Then Rodenck plunged m sheath his sword, 
And teTled his wrath in scornful woid Jk . 
** Rest safe till morning , pit\ ’tweie i 
Such cheek should feel the midnight air j 
Tiien majst thou to James Stuart tell, ✓ 
Roderick will keep the lake and fell, '■ 
Nor J acket , with his free born clan, > 1 v 
Tlie pageant pomp of earthly man * ‘ L 1 
Moie would li e of Clan-Alpme know. 

Thou canst our strength and passes show — 
Mahse, what ho 1 ’ — his henchman came , 
fr Gne our safe-conduct to the Grame ”, t-’-' 
Young Malcolm answeied calm and bold, 
“Fear nothmgjor thy faaomite liold 
The spot, an ungel deigned to grace ! 

,1s blessed, thougli lobbers liaunt the place. 
Thy churlish courtesy for those 
Resen e, w ho fear to be tbv foes 
'As safe to me the mountain w ay 
At midnight as in blaze of daj , 

1 hough, w ith his boldest at his back. 

Even Rodeiick Dhu beset the track — r . ‘ 
I3ra\e Douglas, — Ioaely Ellen, — na\, 

Nought here of parting w ill I saj 
^Earth does not hold a lonesome glen,1 
| So secret but we meet ugen — ) 

Chieftain ' w e too shall find an hour, ”— 

He said, andlett the s>hau bower 

6 Old Allan followed to t lie strand, 

(Such w as the Douglas’s command,) 

And anxious told, how on the mom. 

The stern Sir Roderick d eep had sw ora , .. 
The Elen Cros s should ardelTer ^-v' ,* 

Dale, glen, and aalle), down and n oor-"-'-- 
Mucli w ere the peril to the Grume 
FroirTthosc who to the signal came, > 

Far up the lake ’tweie safest land, ; 
Ilimsdf would iow him to the strand 
lie ga\e his counsel to the w ind I 
\\ hile Malcolm did, unheeding lujid f 
Round dn k and pouch and biqad-sword roiled, 
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His ample pH id in Ifj'nlt i*r4 fold, 

And ^npp^l )ih luub to * 

As best might s t't th e vv it er) vj 

Then spoke abrupt 1 Farct ell t •'* thee. 
Pattern o f old fidc hk 1,1 
The mmstrclTTr.el he \ imHv pw 
"O' co ild 1 point i place of u ' * f - 
My sos c ruga holds m Marl m* Hi.-l. 

My uncle leads m\ vassal ban 1 , 

To tame his fu-”, Ins friend ■ to a,d, 

Poor Malcolm has but lmirl and blade, 
Yet, if there be one faithful (brume, 

Who loses th e Chi eftain of ms name, 

Not long slniriionourcii Domdrs dur'l, 
Like hunted stag, in mountain cell , 

Nor, ere yon prule-w ollen robbe r dare, — 
'1 may not give the rest to mr j 
lell Roderick Dhu, T owed him no'ght, 
Not the poor servue of a b rtl. 

To watt me to son mounlam side ” 

Then plunged he in the flash ng tide 
Bold o’er the flood his head he Imre, 

And stoutly steered him from t! c shore } 
And Allan strained his anxious eye, 

^Far ’nud the lake his form to spy 
Darkening across each puny n a\ e, 
To'wTuch the moon her silver gave, 

Fast as the cormorant could skim, , 

1 he swimmer plied each active limb , 
Then, 1 landing in the moonlight dell, 
Loud shouted of his \v eel to tell 
1 he minstrel heard the far halloo. 

And joy ful from the shore w tthdvcv , 


CANTO THIRD 
HIE GATHFJnivG 

Time rolls his ceaseless course The race-of y ore 
Who danced our infancy upon their knee, . 

And told our marvelling boyhood legends stoic, 

Of their strange ventures happed by land oi sea 
-How are they bloated fiom the things tlrube ' 

I5 ° u few, all weak and witheicd of then force, 

Wait, on the \eige of daik etermtyj -j , 

Likc slrandcd wrecks, the tide returning hoarse, - 
to sweep them horn our sight' lime lolls his ceast 


\ ct live there still who can remember well 

i r mountain chicflns bugle blew, 

A Jlm vl f ? rc, V dln S lc > chff, and dell, ' 
And solitmy heath, the signal knew , 
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Awl fa 1 -! the faithful chn aiountl him diew, i y 1 
\Mnt time the warning note w as keenly w ovnd, 

'Vint lime aloft then Kindr ed bn nnei FeTvl ‘ 

'While clamorous w ar-pipes j elled the gathering sound, 
And Mhilc the Fieiy CioSs glanced, like a meteor, round, - 

2. 1 lie summer dawn’s reflected lute 
To purple changed Ioch-Katune blue; 

Mildly and soft the western bieeze 
Just kitted the lake, ju«t stiried the trees, 

And the pleas ed la ke, like maiden coy, 

Trembled, Tint dimpled hot foi joy , 

The mountain-shadows on her lneast 
Were neither broken nor at lest ,] 

In bright uncertainty they lie, f 
Like future joys to Taney’s ej e 
The watei-ldy to the light 
Ilei chalice reared of siher bright , 

The doe - invoke, and to the lawn, 

-Begemmed with dew drops, led her fawn; 

The gray mist left the mountain-side, 

The toircnt showed its glistening pude, 

Inwsible in flcckld sky, 

The lark sent clow n her icvelry , 

The blackbird and the speckled tlnush 
Good-morrow gaie horn brake and bush , 

In answer cooed the cushat dole 
Hei notes of peace, and rest, and loie 

3 No thought of peace, no thought of iest, 

, Assuaged die storm in Roderick’s bipnst/T 
With sheathed broad-swoid m his hand, 

Abrupt he paced the islet strand, -r-'A - - 
And eyed the using sun and laid 
His hand on his impatient blade 
Beneath a rock, his aass ajs’ car e 
Was piompt tlie hitual to picpaie, 

Wltlicieep and deathful meaning fraught ; 

For such Antiquit y had taught 
Was prefa ce meet, ere jet abioad t 
.The Cioss of Fire should take its load 
The shrinking band stood oft aghast 
At the impatient gkancejiefcast , — 

Such glance the mountain eagle threw, 

As from the cliffs of Ben-ienuc * 

She spiead her dark sails on the windy 
And high in middle hcai en i cchfied, -fU?, 

With her broad shadow on the lake, A 
Silenc ed the watbleis of the brake ^ 

4 A heap of w ithered boughs w as piled,* , > 

Of jumper and louan wild, oi 
Mingled with s hivers from the oak, 

- Rent by the lightning’s recent stroke , 
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Binn the Hermit b) it stood, 

Barefooted, m Ins fidck ami hood 
His grilled beard and matted hair 
1 Ohscdred a visage of despair , ^ 

His naked aims and legs, senmed_o_et 
The seal a of frantic penance bore 
Tint Monk, of snv age foim and facej 
The impending danger of his race ^ 

Had dinn n fiom deepest solitude, 1 
Far m Benhanow’s bosom rude 
Not his the mien of Chnstian priest \ 

But Druid s from the grave lelcased, | 
"Whose hardened heart and ey e mig ht brook 
On human sacrifice to look 
And much, tuas said, of heathen lore / 
Mixed m the chairns he muttered o’ei ,| 

Tlie hallowed creed gave only noise 
And deadlier emphasis of curse 
No peasant sought that Hermit’s prayer, 
His cave the pilgum shunned with care , 
The eagei huntsman knew hisbouni, 

And m mid chase called off lusliound , 

Or if, m lonely glen oi slxaili. 

The desert dweller met his path, 

He prayed^ andMgncd'tlie cross between, | 
tVJnlejciiQrJ.ook dev otion’s mien 


S Of Bnan s birth strange tales weie told 
His mother watched a midni ght fold. 

Built deep within a dieary glen,'“ ' 
Where scattered lay the bones of men, 

In some forgotten battle slam, / 

And b leach ed by drifting wind and iain,/- i ' t 
1 1 rmgbkhavej nrned _a w arrior s heart, , 

To v lew such mockery of his art 
The knot-grass fettered there the band ‘ 
"Whicn once could burst an non band ; ' 1 

Beneath the broad and arnp'e bone, i 
Hint bucklered heart to lear unknowti, j 
A. feeble and a timoi ous guest, j 

The fieldfare framed her lowly nest , / , 

there the slow blind -w orm left his slftrie v - 
On the fleet limbs that mocked at time . 
And there, too, lay the kncIeFsstuITT" 

Still w’rcathcd with c haple t fl ushed and full 
For heath hell, with her purple bloom. 
Supplied the bonnet and the plume 
A1 night, in this sad glen, the maid 
bate shrouded in her mantle’s shade 
bhe said, no shcpheid sought her side, 
No hunter’s hand snood untied, 1 ’ 

Yet ne er agam tc braid her hair J 
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The \ ngm snood did \hceaaear, 4 
Gone was her maiden glee mid sport, ^ 

Ilci maiden gndle nil too short J 
Noi sought she, from tint fatal night. 

Or holj church or blessed rite. 

But locked her secret nTTicTbit v, 

And died m lpuil, uucqi ife-'Scd , 

0 Along, among Ins joung coihpeets, 

W is lima fioin his infant acars , 

A mood a and heat t-brohen boa, 
Estranged from sjmpatha and jo), 
Beating cacli taunt which careless tongue 
On Jus imperious lineage ihfiTg ° » ~~ 

Whole nights hr pent b\ moonlight pale, 
io Mood and <n. v am his hap to n ail 
Till, frantic, lie as truth icctncd 
What oflns birth the ctond beheacd, 

And rought, m mist and metcoi fire , 
lo meet and knoaa his Phantom Mie 1 
In urn to soothe In s Mas ward laic 
1 lie c loiste r oped her pita mg gate ,} 

In \ am, the learning of tiie age 
Unelasjied the snble-lcttercd page , 

F\en m its treasures lie could find ( 
x ood lor the feaer of lus mind 
Eager he lead aalntcacr tells - 
! Of magic, c abala , and spells 
And eiera dark pursuit allied .. 

To curious and presumptuous pnde, 

Till, aaitli fired brain and neraes o’erstrung, 
And heart a itli mastic honors aafiing, 
Desperate he sought Benharroai ’s den, 

And hid him from the haunts of men 


7 The oesert g-n e him a lsions aa dd. 

Such as might suit th e spectie’s child 
Where aaith black cliffs the toricnts toil, 
„Hc watched the aa heeling cdSie.- bod, 

1 ill, from their foam, Ins dazrled ejes 
Beheld the met demon rise , 

The mountain mist took fonn and limb 
Of noon tide ha g, oi goTJIm gum, * 
ThcTnkl night aaind came auld and dread, 

_ Saa elled aaith the aorces of the de^d , 

Fai on the futuie battle-heath. 

His eve beheld the ranks of death , , 

Thus the lone Seer , from mankind handed, - 
S haped forth a disembodied aaoild 
One lingering symp^tha ot ruTnd 
Still bound film to the mortal hmd 
The only parent he could claim 
Of anciert Alpine s lineage came 


V_ 
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“Woe Jo the trnitoi, not’ 

I’c n-nn's grn\ realp the accent-. kiiev . 
ihcjO)om wolflrom covet l drew, 

'l he exulting- eagle scrcamcd~atm~— 

'J hey knew the aoicc of Alpine’s w ar 

12 The *hont ■»£■> hushed on lake and fell, 

"* 1 he Honk resumed his lmiltued spell 
1 ) mill u«d loti its accents e .me, 

1 he v\ 1 ile he southed the Cross with flam 
And the few wouls that icacht 1 the an . 
Although th e lioln st un ite a.r. thuc, 
find wore of blaspheme linn pm\er 
Tk‘t wlitr lie shook aboic the crowd 
Its kindled (joints, he spoke nloud — 
“Woe to the wretch, who fids to iCar^ 
At this dic’d sign the rcicly spear' 

Fo r , us the flames this sjlnbol sear, " ’ 
His home, the refuge of his fear, 

A ki ndred fate shall know , 

Far q er its roof t l ie loh i racd flam e 
Clan Alpine’s \engcanee shall proclaim, 
While nmds and ninlions on his name 
Shall call down wiekhedness mid shame, 

, And infanij and^woe ” — 

T/ien rose the crj of females, shrill 
\s goss-h- wks whistle on the hill, 
Dcnoigicmg miser} and dl, . 

Mingled with childhood s babbling lid! I 
Of curses stammered slow , } 

Answering, v ith imprecation dread,*' 
“Sunk be ins home m embers lul ’ ' 

And cursed be the meanest sited 
That e’er shall hide the houseless head 
We doom to a ant and woe 1 ” 

A sharp and shrieking echo gnic, 
Coir-Unskm, tin goblin case 1 
And the gruj pass w here birchen w.aie, 

On hc'ild-irun-bo 

XI Then d eeper paused the puest anew 
Apd hard his labouring breath he drew, 

Vi hile, w i th sit teeth and clcnclieti 1 and 
And c) es that glow ed like fiery brand. 

He meditated curse more dread. 

And deadlier, on the cl msmu’i’s head, 

AN ho, summoned to 1ns Chieftain’s aid. 

The signal saw' and disobeyed , 

The axissIet’sjKnnts of sparkling wood 
He quenched among the bubbling blood 
And as again the sign he i eared, 

Hoilow and hoarse his xoicc was heaid 
“When (lifs this Cross from man to man 
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Vicli Alpine*'; Minimon*; 6) In-, clan. 

JiiirCTTie Use cm tint fail* to hcc<l * 

Palsied the foot tint 'linns lojspce'l ’ 

May nns 1 '. tear the c\vCV~s\<:\c -\ ; 

W'ohd, male the tu.vard heart their rime 
As sinks that hloo_J stream in tin eauh, 

So nnj his heart's Mood drench his hivth’' 
As die. m hissing gore ,!, e spatl , 1 

Quench thou his light, Destmction dn.il ’ 
And he the grao. to him demc 1, 

Bought In tins sign to it! lit ide * ’ 

He ceased no echo g'vc ugui 
The inurmur of the deep Amen 


12 Then Roderick, with inipaln.nl look, 

From Bn.an s hand the sjnibo 1 tool * 
"Speed, Mahse, speed ’’ he Mid and ga.c 
The cros.dct to his henchman brace 
"l he muslex.pla£S_he 1 ntmcV n,cad — _ 
Instant th Vtnne — speed, Maine, spit'd 
Like heath Vnv<l, when the hanks pursue, 

A barge auoss I oeh K Urine flew , 

High stood the henchman on the plow, 

So rapidl) the bargemen row, 

The hubbies, whui thev launched the boat, 
Were all unbroken and afloat. 

Dancing in foam and ripple still, 

When it bad ncaicd the mainland hill , 

And from the silsei beach r side 
Still was the prow tlncc fathom wjde, 
When light!) hounded to the land 
Ihe messenger of blood and brand j 


13 Speed, Mahse speed 1 t he du n deer s hide 
On fleeter foot was never tied” 

Speed, Mahse, speed 1 such cause of haste 
Thine active sinews lievjtc braced 
Beni ’gainst the Uecpv lnllTS^brcast, 

Burst dow n like toricnt from its crest , 

With short and springing footstep pass 
The trembling bog and false morass 
Across the brook like roebuck bound, 

And t hread the brake l ike micstmg hound s 
The crag is high, the scaur is deep, Tp' 
Yet shrink not from the desperate leap 
Parched are thy burning 1 ps and brow, I”" 
i et by the fountain pause not now 
Herald of battle, fate, and fear, j 
Stretch onward in th) fleet career '( 

1 he wounded hind Uiou track’s! not now, 

NarWi St throl 'Sh greenwood bough, 

» lleSl , th0 « , uo%v pace/ 

With rivals in the mountain race , ' 
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But clanger, death, and w arrior deed, f 
Aie m thy course— speed, Malise, speed '[ 

14 Fast as the fatal symbol flies, 

In arms the huts and hamlets use , 

From winding glen, f rom upland brow n . 
They pouied each liaicly tenanTcIowm 
- Nor slacked the messenger his pace , 

He showed the sign, he named the place , 
And, piessing forward like the a\md, 

Left clamour and surprise behind 
The fisherman forsook the strand, 

The swarthy smith took dirk and brand. 
With changed c heer , the mow er blithe 
Left m the half-cut sw athe his scythe , 

The herds without a keepei strayed. 

The plough w'as in mid-fun ow sta) ed, 

The falconer tossed Ins liaw'k aw a). 

The hunter left the stag at bay , 

Prompt at the signal of alarms^ 

Each son of Alpine rushed to anns 
So swept the tumult and affray 
Along the margin of Acliray ~ 

Ala s, thou lo\ elv lak e 1 that e’er 
Thy banks shoulaeclib sounds of fear 
The rocks, the bosky thickets, sleep 
So stilly on thy bosom deep, 

The lark’s blithe caro l fiom the cloud 
Seems for the scene too gaily loud 

C 1 v 

15 Speed, Malise, spcecL the lake is passed, 
Duncraggan’s huts appear at last,*'-- 

And peep, like moss grown rocks, half seen, 
Half hidden m the copse so green , 

There mayst thou rest, thj labour done 
Their lord shall speed the signal on — 

As stoops the hawk upon Ins prej, 

The henchman s .hot him down the wa> 

What woeful accents load the gale ' 

The funeral yell, the female w ail 1 
A gallant hunter s sport is o’er,| 

A aalnnt warrior fights no moie 
Who, m the battle or the chase, 

At Roderick's side shall fill his place 
Within the hall, where toiches’ ray 
Supplies the excluded beams of da\, 

Lies Duncan on Ins lowly bier, 

And o’erjnm streams 3 ns widow \s teai 
IIis stripling son stands mournful bj, 

His joungest weeps, but knows not why; 
The ullage mauls and matrons round 
The dismal coionach resojwd. 



HIE LADY OF Tiff LAKE. 


COHO 'ACH - 

16 He is gone on the mountain, 

"Hc'is lost to the forest, 

Like a summer-dried fountain, 

When our need w as the sorest ^ 

The font, reappearing. 

From the run-drops **nau borrow, 

But to us comLi no cheerin g 
1 o Duncan no morrow 1 

The hand of the reaper I 

Tates the cars that are hoary ; ] 

1 But the \oicc of tire weeper 
Wads manhood m glory , 

The autumn w mds rushing 

Waft the leases that aic scarcst, ' 

But p in flower was i n flushing , 

When blighting w as nearest J < 

Fleet foot on the con ei, _ > 

“Sagc~eb\msel m cumber , t 
Red hand m the foray, ~ ) 

How sound is thy slumber !| 

Like the dew on the mounta n, 

Like the foam on the riser. 

Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone, and for everl 
17 See Stumah, who, the bier beside, 

His master’s corpse \\ ith w onder eyed 
Poor Stumah whom his least halloo 4 
Could send like lightning o’er the dew j 
Bristles Ins ciest, and points Ins ears, 

As if some stranger stephe hears f 
: Tis not a mourner’s muffled tread, - 
Who conics to soriow o’er- the dead, 

But headlong haste, or deadly fear. 

Uige the precipitate career 
All stand aghast — unheeding al l. 

The henchman bursts into theball , 

Befoie the dead man’s bier lie stood , 

Held forth the Cross besmeaied with blood, 
“The muster- place is Launch mead , 

Speed forth the signal 1 clansmen, speed’” 
iS Angus, the heir of Duncan’s line, 

Sprung forth and seized the fatal sign 
In haste the stnplmg to Ins side 
His father 1 s dirk and broad-sword tied , 

But when he saw his mother’s eye 
him m speechless agony,/ 

Back to her opened arms he flew. 

Pressed on her lips a fond adieu 

Anri i Tr s °hhcd — “ and yet, he gone, 

P ed tlxcc forth, like Duncan’s sor ’ 
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One look lie cast upon the bier 
Dished fiom lus ejejhc gathering tear _A i 
Breathed deep to clear Ins labouiing bieast. 
And tossed aloft Ins bonnet crest, 

Then, like the IngliTbied colt w hen freed - ,'V 1 
Fn-st he essays his file and speed. 

He a •unsEed, and o'er moot and moss 
Sped foi ward w ith the Fieiy Cioss 
Suspended w as the w ldow ’s tear,/ 

While jet his footstep she could hear , 

And w hen she maiked the henchman’s eje 
Wet with unwonted sjinpithj,| 

“Kinsman,” she said, "i ns lace is nin , 

That should 1m e sped thine errand oh ; 

The oak has fallen, — the sapling bough 
Is alTDuncraggan’s sl ielte i now 
Yet trust I w ell, hi s cluti don e, 
dhe orphan’s God will guard my son 
And j ou, m manj r a dangei tme , 

At Duncan’s nest ) our blacfes that drew, 

To arms, and guard that orphan’s head 
Let babes and w omen w ail the dead ” 

Then w eapon-clang, and martial call, 

Resounded through the funeral hall, 

While from the w alls the attendant band 
Snatched sword and taige,’’wltlTlmmedliand , 
And short and flitting energy 
Glanced from the mourner’s sunken ej e, 

As if the sounds to w arrior dear 
Might rouse her Duncan from lus bier 
But faded soon that bon owed force, 

Giief claimed his right, and tears their course 

Benledi saw the Cross of Fne, 

If glanced like lightning up SliathTre 
O’er dale and lull the summons flew, 

Kot rest nor pause young Angus knew , 

The tear that gadieied m his ej e 
He left the mountain breeze to dij , 

Until, w here Te ith’s roung w^teia roll, 

Betwixt him and a wooded knoilT 
That giaced the s able strath with green 
The chapel of Saint Bride" w as seen 
Swollen was the stream, remote the badge, 

But Angus paused not on the edge, 

Though the daik \ ar es danced dizzdj, 

Though reeled his s ym pathetic cj c,j 
He dashed amid the to-rent s joar 
His right hand high the crosskt bore, 

His left the pole-axe grasped, to guide 
And staj Ins footing m the tide 
He stumbled twice— the foam splashed h.gh, 
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With hoarser swell the stream laced by , 

And had he fallen— for e\ er there, 

I' arewell Duncraggan’s orphan heir 1 
But still, as if in parting-h fe^ 

Firmer he grasped the Cross of stufe, 

Until the opposin g bank he gained, 

And np the chapel pathway strained 

A blithesome lout, that morning tide, 

Had sought the chapel of Saint Bride 
Her t ioth Tombea’s Mary ga\e) 

To Norman, heir of Armandave, 

And, issuing from the Gothic arch, 

The bridal now resumed their march 
In rude, but glad procession, came 
Bonneted sire and coif-clad dame , 

And plaided y outh, with jest and jeer, 

Which snooded maiden would not hear , 

And children, that, unwitting wfiy T~~ 

Lent the gay shout their shnlly"cry ,( 

And minstrels, that in measures ned 
Befoie lire y oung and bonny bride, 

Whose downcast eye ancTcheek disclass- 
The tear and blush of morning rose 
With a lrgm step, and bashful hand, 

She held the kerchief’s snowy band ,J 
The gallant bridegtoom, by her side. 

Beheld lus prize w ith victor's pride, 

And the glad mother m her ear 
Was closely whispering woid of cheer 
21 Who meets them at the cliuichyard gale? 
The messengei of fear and fate ! 

Haste in his hurried accent lies. 

And grief is swimming m his eyes * 

All dripping from the recent flood, i ( 
Panting and tras el-soiled he stood, / 

The fatal sign of fhe and sword 

Held forth, and spoke t he appointed w ord . 

“The mustcr-placc is Launch mead , 

Speed forth the signal i Norman, speed •” 
And must he change so soon the hand, 

Just linked to lus hy holy hand, 
i or the fell Cioss of blood and brand? 

And must the day, so blithe that rose, 

And promised rapture m "the clo' ? e 
Before its setting hour, clmde 
1 he bridegroom from the plighted bride? 

* , doom '~ It: must ! 11 must 1 
V, AI P ,nc>s cause, her Chieftain’s trust, 
lcr summons dread, bi oof s no delay , C" 
— av j a\ ay 1 

22 ^ ct ^°’ ’ be laid l«s plaid aside. 
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And, hngeung, evedjns loi ely bade, 

Until lie saw the stalling tear •'// ' <- 

- ’ Speak woe lie might not stop (o alter , 
Then, tiusting not a second look, I 
In haste lie sped him up the biookf 
Nor backuaid glanced, till on the hc-th. 
Wheie Lub naig’s lake supplies the leith — 
What m the lacer’s bosom stared? 

The sickening pang of hope defencd,| 

And memory, n ith a torturing tram * 

Of all his morning visions \ain 
Mingled n ith love’s impatience, earn ; 

The manly thirst for martial fame , 

The stoimyjoy of mountameeis. 

Ere yet they rush upon the spears , 

And zeal for clan and chieftain burning, / 
And hope, from well-fought field returning,/ 
With war’s red lipnouis on his crest, i j 
/To_cIasp his Mary to his breast ' ' 

Stung by such thoughts, o’er bank ana brae , 
Tike fire from flint he glanced an a) , 

While high resolve, andTeeling strong, I 
Burst into voluntaiy song 


I 


SoNO 

23 The heath this night must be my bed, 
A^l/'SThc brScken curtain foi my head, v/ L (JA- 

Aly lullaby the 1 1 arder's tread, 

Fai, far from loi e and thee, Mary , 
To-unorrow eve, more stilly laid. 

My conch may be my blood} plaid, w 
Mv a esp ei. song. tliy i\ ail, s\\ eet maid 1 
It will not waken me, Mai} 1 

I may not, dare not, fane} now 
The gaef that clouds thy finely brow, 

I daie not think upon thy von f f 
And all it promised me, hi ary 
No fond regret must Norman know , I 
When bursts Clan- Alpine on the foe,| 

His heart must be like bended bon , 

His foot like anon free, Mar} 

A time will come u ith feeling fianght J 
For, if I fall in battle fought, 

Thy hapless lovei 's dy ing thought 
Shall be a thought on til ’e, Mary 
And if returned from conqu. red foes, 

How blithely tulijhe eijmng close, 

Hon sueet the linnet sing rejSos'c 
To m} } oung bride and me. Mar} ’ 

24 Not faster o’er th\ heathery brae* 
B alquiddc i, speeds the midnight blaze 
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Rushing m conflaefnlion stiong, 1 i 

Ihv de p l-iunes and dells along, A- -• 
Wiapping thy cliffs m purple glow. 

And leddemng the d uh lakes below. 

Nor fester speeds i , nor so far, 

As o’c r th i heaths the voice of wai 
Ihe signal roused to martial coil 
The sullen narg u < f Loch Vqu, 

Waked still Loch pome, and to the scu-cc 
, Alarmed, Bahaig, thy swampy couise. 
The ce southward turned its rapid ioaa 
Ado ail Stic li-Garlnej’s \ alley bioad 
Till rose in urns each man mig ht claim 
A poition in Clan- Alpine’s name , 

Fiom the giay sire, w hose trembling liana 
Could hardly bi chle on lus brand, 

To the raw boy, -whose shaft and bow 
Wei c yet scarce tenoi to the crow/ 
Eachi alley, each sequesfeied glen, ^ ' 
Mustered its little lioide of men, 

That met as tonents from the height 
In Highland dale their sti earns unite, 
h> till gathering, as they pom along, 

A aoice more loud, a tide more stiong_ -- 
Till at the lendenous they stood 
By hunch eds prompt for blows and blood 
Each trained to arms since life began. 
Owning no tie but to luTelaip ~ 

No oath, but by Ins Chieftain ’ s hand . 

No law, but Ro’dcnck Dhu’ s command 


That summer mom had Rodench Dim 
Surveyed the shuts of Ben-\emie, 

And sent lus scouts o’er lull and heath, 

To v icw the frontiers of Menteitli 
All backw ard came w ith new s of truce t 
Still lay each martial Giaeme and Bruce’ 
In Rednock courts no horsemen wait, ' 
No banner was ed on Cai dross ir ate. 

On Duchray’s loweis no beacon shone, 
Nor scared the herons from Loch Con , 
All seemed at peace — Now , wot yew ny 
The Chieftain, w ith such anxious eye, 

Lw_ to the muster lie repair, 

Tins western frontier scanned with car a r- 
Jn pen r cntic’s most darksome clelt, 

A fair though ciuel pledge \ as left , 
i or Don das, to Ins promise true, 
lint morning fiom the isle w itlidrcv 
Ana m a deep sequestered dell 
Had fought a tew aiul lonely cell 
Ly many a hard, m Celtic tongue 
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Has Coir-nan-Unskin been sung , 

, A soften mine thebaxon gar e, 

And called the giot the Goblin-care 

:6 It w as a rr lid and strange retreat, <, 
As e’er was tiod bj outlaw ’s feet 
The del l, upon the mountain’s crest, 
JYiwned like a gash on wamoi's iTieast, < 

- JTts tiench had staged full many a iock,\ 

.0 HuTled by pnnievaT earthquake shock ' 

Fiom lien renueh, giaj summit wild/' y , 
And hue, m random rum piled, 

Ihcy fi owned incu mbent o’er the spo t. 
And formed tlnT rugged sj ir an gi ot 
The oak and birch, with mingled shade, 

- At noontide there a twilight made, 

Unless when shoit and sudden shone 
Some straggling beam on chfl 01 stone, 
"With such a glimpse as prophet’s eje ^ 
Gams on thy depth, Fulunty 

No mui mm waked the solemn still 1 
Save tinkling of a fountain rill , j 
But when the wind chafed with the lake, 

A sullen sound would upward break, 

With dashing hollow roice, tint spoke 
The incessant war of war e_and rock H , 
Suspended cliffs, with hideous sw a), " w 
Seemed nodding o’ci (he car enTgfo) 

Fiom such a den the wolf had sprang, 

In such the w ild cat lear es hei } oung. 

Yet Douglas and his daughter fan 
Sought, fgi a spac e, tlieir safet} there 
Gray Superstition 's w hispei dread , , 
Delian ed the spot to rulgar tread, kt ■> ' 
,-Foi theie, she said, did fa)s resort, Y <, 
And safyis hold then syh an court, ^ 

By moonlight bead their mrstic ma ze. 

. And blast the rash beholdei’s gaze 

Now ere, with western shadows long, J 
Floated on Katrine bright and sti ong, / 

( Wlien Roderick, wath a chosen few, 
'Repassed the heights of Ben r enne 
Above the Goblm-care the} go, 

Through the wild pass of Beal -nam-bo, 

The piompt retainers speed before, 

To launch the shallop from the sboie, 

For ’cross Loch-Katnnc lies his wa> 

1 o r lew the passes of Acliray, 

And place his clansmen .ijumray 
Yet lags the Chief in musmg mind, 

Unwonted sight, hisImeirlTcbTSTtU 
A sing le page, to bear lus sword. 
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i Alone attended on his lord , 

The rest their w ay through thickets break, 
And soon await him by the lake 
It n't. a faiTand gallant sight, 

To mcw them from the neighboring height, 
By the l ow-levelled sunbeam’s light , 

For strength and statme, from the clan 
Each w amor was a chosen man,| 

As even afar might well be seen, 

By their pioud step and martial mien 
Their feathers dance, their tax tans float, 
Their targets gleam, as by the boat 
A wild and w arlike group they stand. 

That well became such mountain strand } 


>8 Their Chief, with step reluctant, still 
Was lingering on the craggy hill, 

Hard by where turned apart the road 
ToT5ouglas’s _ obscure abode 
It was but with that dawning mom 
i That Roderick Dhu had proudly sworn 
To drown his lo\e m war’s wild roar, 

Nor think of Ellen Douglas more, 1 
But he who stems a stream with sand J 
And fetteis flame with flaxen band, j 
Has yet a hardei task to prove — f 

By firm icsoIvc to conquer love 1 > 

Eve finds the Chief, like icstfess ghost, 1 
. Still hoveling neat his treasiue los t » 

/ For though lus haugKty heart deny 
A parting meeting to his ej e. 

Still fondly shams Ins anxious ear 
The accents ot her voice to hear, 

And mly did he curse the biceze 
That w aked to sound the rustling trees ) 

But, hark ' what mingles in the stiam? * 

,lt is the harp of Allan-bane, 

hat wakes its measures slow and high,! 
Attuned to sacred mmstrelsj * 

What melting voice attends the strings? 

Tix Ellen, oi an angel, sings TJ b 

Hymn to iuf Virgin 
29 AviJHanii ! maiden mild 1 
Listen to a maiden’s pm ei 
hou can st hear t hough fiom the wi ld, 
thou canst save amid despair 
Safe may wc sleep beneath thy caie, 

\ banisUwl - outcast, and revile*— 

Mother, hear a supplnnt child 1 stM 1 

Avt, Maria 1 
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./r< Malta 1 undefilcd ' 

i he flin ty co uch we now must share 
Shall seem w'ltlTcl o&ti. o.f eider piled, 

If tli) protection hov cr there 
The murky car ern s heavy an 
Shall breathe of balm if thou hast smiled , 
Then, Maiden 1 hear a maiden’s piayei, 
Mother, list a suppliant child 1 

Azc Maim ' 


Avc Mat ta 1 stainless styled ' 

Ton! demons of the earth and air,/ 

From this their won»ed haunt culed, 

Shall flee befoie thy piesence fan 
Wc bow us to our lot of care, J 
Beneath thy guidance icconciled / 

Hear for_a maid a maiden’s prayer * 

And for a father hear a child 1 

A ve Matta 1 

JlLad oir dltrduvjr Me* eibvmiy ilyinm— 
Unmortd m attitude and limb, 

A s listening stil l, Clan Alpine’s loid 
Stood leaning "on I113 heavy sword, 

Until the page, with humble sign. 

Twice pointed to the sun’s decline. 

Then, while his plaid he round Jinn cast, 

“It is the last tune — his the last ," — 

He muttered thrice, — “the last time e’eij 
That angel -voice shall Roderick hear 1 ” / 

It was a goading thought — Ins stride 
H ied liastiei down the mountain-side , 

Sullen he flung him in the boat,^ 

And instant ’cross the lake it shot <y ■* 

They landed m that sih cry bay, 

And eastward held their hasty way 
Till, with the latest beams of light, 

The band arm ed on Lam lek height, 

Wheie musteied m the rale below 
Clan- Alpine’s men m maitnl show 

31. A variou s scene the clansmen made, 

Some sate, some stood, some slowly strayed , 
But most, with mantles folded round, 

Were couched to res t upon the giound, 

Scarce to be known by curious eye | 

From the deep heather where they lie,/ 

So w ell w as matched the tartan screen J 
With heath-bell dark and brackens green , 
Unless where, heie and there, a blade, 

Or lance’s point, a glimmer made, 

Like glow-worm twinkling through the shade 
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But, when, nth mi mg throw* ' l « s So ' 51 '* 

1 litv saw the Uneftmns enr'le nh> »* 

'Ihur shout of w dtoinc, shrill on ! «wt, 

Shook the steep mountain’’, U <h «k 
Ihuce u no e, mil lth< .and fJI 
1 hree tune-, returned the m n rtial }i*» 

lUliul upon I’.oshastlc s plain, Q < 

And Silence cl mm < 1 1 *' t * ' cun" reign 

j * 

~ } < 

c \ m o i niu it 
Hit 1 I ill m 1 1 

* i nr io c is hnc-.t when ’in Kidding new 
And hope is hnghts-t i hen it dawns f rcuift 11 
Hie low. is sweetest w 'she l with mo ivo; de 
\nd lose is knehest vhen embalmed in term 
O wilding rose, whom fancy thus endear-, 

1 bid youi blossoms in my bonnet wise, • 

Emblem of hope and lose through future jirtrs'” 

lhus spoke ) oung Norman, heir of Arnniwase, 
What tunc the sun arose on Ycnmclnr's broad \uv~ 

2 Such fond conceit, half s ' 1 id, half.sm'K./ /, 

, Lose prompted to, the bridcgioom s tongue / 

All while lie stripped the wild lose sprvv , 

IBs a\c and bow beside lum by, 

For on a pass ’tw i\t lake and wood, 

A wakeful sentinel he stood 
Hark '—on the ioc! a footstep umg, 

And instant to his arms he sprung 

“Stand, or thou diest ' — What, Maine , — soon 

Art thou returned fiom litaes of 1 ) ennui 

15 ) thy Icon , step and glance I 1 nov , 

Tliou bring 1 st us tidings of the foe " 

(For while the hien Cioss hied on . 

On distant scout liad Maine gone ) 

“Where sleeps the Chief?” the henchman said 
"Apart, in yondei mist) glade » 

Io lus lone couch I’ll be )our ginde " 

Then called a slumbercr by Ins side, 

And stored h im with Ins slackened bow — 
“Bp, up, Glentarkm ' rouse tlice, ho! 

, We seek the Chieftain , on the track, 

Keep eagle watch till I come back ” 


Together up the pass the) sped 
" ^'hat of the foeman ?" Norman said 
nT ymg reports from near and far, 

Hus certain — that a band of w ar 
Has for two^dais been read) boune, 

' ft 1 P r ° m pt command, to march from Doimc * 
TrwS^ ai " e i’ the while, with pnnech powers, 
Holds reselry m Stirling to\ ers 
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Soon will tins daik and gathering cloud 
Speak on our glens m thunder loud 
Infffed to bide such bitter bout. 

The 'vairibrs plaid may bcai "It out ; 

Hut, Norman, how w lit tftoupi ovule 
A sheitei for thy bonny bnde ? ” 

“What 1 know' ye not tint Rodenck’s erne 
To the lone isle hath caused icpan 
Each maid and matron oTTIkTchh, 

And every child ard aged man 
Unfit for aims , and given his charg e, 

Nor skiff noi shallop’, boat noi barge. 

Upon these lakes shall float at large. 

But all beside the islet moot, 

That such deai pledge may icst secure 

\ “’T is well ad \ iscd -the Chieftain’.. olan 
! Bespeaks the father of his clan } 

But « herefoi e sleeps Sir Roderick Dhu 
Apait from all his follow eis true?” 

“It is breause last evening tide 
Bnan an auguiy hath tued, 

Of that diead kind which must not I e 

(Unless m dread extremity, 

tTh e Taghairm called , by which, afa“ 

/ QurTiresT oresaw the erents of wai 
I Dunciaggin’s milk while bull they slew — 

Mausc 

“All 1 well the gallant brute I knew 
Th e choicest of the picy we had, 

When swept our meny-men Gallangad 
His hide xvas snow, his horns were dm k 
His led eye glowed like f,ery spark , 

So fieice, so tameless, and so fle^t- 
Sore did he cumber our retreat, 

And kept our stoutest 1 ernes m awe. 

Even at the pass of Bealhnuln 
But steep and flinty w as the road, 

And sharp the huiijmg pikcman’s goad, 

And when we carne to Dennan’s Row, 

A child might scathless stroke Ins bio.i - 

]Noi MAN 

5 “That bull w as slain his reeking hide 
They stretched the catarict beside, 

Whose watets their wild tumult tos 
Adown the black and craggi boss 
Of iliat huge cliff w hose ampleTeigc 
Tradition calls the HeioT Targe 
Couched on a sh elve beneath i ts lri.ik, ; 
CffoscwTieiiTthc thundering torrents sirik| 
Rocling beneath then headlong swav 
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Ami drizzled b> the ccosclc^ T™* 
>Mubt gionn o! ioci , and roir of c triam, 
1 nc viuard waits prqpjicttcojcjUH 
Nov di ,tmit rests th e Chi ef — hut hush 
? ^7^ wfsi ovTTTi ro u gh mist and Irish- 
llic Hermit Rims son rod , and r triias 
To give upon our slumbering binds. 
Seems he not, M vb^s, hbe a ghost, 
lint hovers o’er a slaughtered host? 

Or laven on the blasted oil , 

Tint, witching viTuIcTthe deer n W 1 1 , 
His morsel claims with sullen croak?' 

MaUSI 


« Peace » peace ' to other than to me, 

T hy words wcie evil augurv 

But still llioIiT Sir Roderick's blade! 

Clan-Alpine’ s omen mul her aid, J 
Not aught that, gleaned from hc'vvcn of hcii* 

Yon fiend-begotten monk can tell 
The Chieftain joins him, see — and i cu, 

Together the> descend thebiow ” — - 

6 And, as lhc> came, w ifh Alpine’s Lord 
Ihe Hermit Monk held solemn word 
“ Rodcnck 1 it is ,a fcarf ni strife, 

For man endowed wltlT mortoT life, 

Whose shroncLoLscnli eut clay can sti * 

Feel fev erish pang and fainting thill, 

Whose eje can stare m stony trance,} 

Whose hair can rouse like warrior’s lance, — 

’Tis hard for such to a icw , unfnrlcd. 

The curtain of the future world 
Yet, witness every quaking limb, , 

My s unke n pulse, mine ejeballs dim, - 
' My soul with h-n owing anguish tom, 

- This forpny clucflam hav c 1 borne * 

* The shapes that s ought mv fearful coucfi, 

A human tongue may ne’er avouch , 

No mortal man, — save he , who, bred 
Between the hv mg' ancTThe dead, 

Is gifted beyond nature’s law, I 
Had e’er survived to saj he saw| 

At length the f atefu l answer came, 

In characters oH niny flain p i 

Not spoke in w ord, nor b lared m scioll . 

But home and branded on mj soul , — 

Which spills ihe toremosi i oewae’s ufi 
That party conquers in the stkii i . ' 

I Thanks, Brian, for thy zeal and care * 

ru°° d l S i thmc augury, and fair 
v-lan-Alpme r e cr in battle stood, 

■out first our broad-swords tasted blood- 



THE LADY OF THE LAKE 


A stire t victim still I know, j 

Sclf-ofteied to t li e, auspicio us blow , I 
A spy Hath sough t myPuTiTtlusTiioni, / 

No eve shall witness his letmn 1 
My followeis guard each pass’s mouth, 

To east, to vest waul, and to south, 

Red Murdoch, btibcd to be his guide, 

H as charge to lead Ins steps aside, 

Till, in deep patli oi dingle biown, ! 

He light on those shall bring him down / 
But see, who comes Ins news to show ' 
Malise 1 what tidings of the foe ? ’ 

8 “At Doune, o’er many a speai and glan e, 
l\io Barons pioud then banneis wave 
I saw the Mot ay’s silver stai,^ 

And marked the sable pal e of Mai ” — 

“By Alpine's soul, JifghTidings those * 

I lose to hear of worthy foes 

When move they on?” — “To moi row's noon 

Will see them here for battle boune ’ 

“Then shall it see a meeting stein ’ — 

But, foi the place — say, couldst thou levin 
Nought of the fiiendly clans of Bam? 
Strengthened by them we well might bide 
The battle on Benledi’s side — 

Thou couldst not? — well 1 Clan- Alpines men 
Shall man the Ttosach’s shagg y glen , 

Within Loch-Katune’s gorge wc’il fight. 

All m oui maids’ and mations sight, 

E-ch foi his health and household fire, 

Father for child, and son foi sire, 

Lo\ er for maid beloi ed ! — but why — 

Is it the biee/c affects mine eye? 

Or dost thou come, ill-omened tear XJ 
A messenger of doubt oi fear ? 

No > soonei may tlie Saxon lance 
Unfix Benledi fiom bis stance , j 
' Than doubt or teiroi can picice through 
The unyielding heart of Rodenck Dhu , 

’Tis stubborn as his trust) taige — “ ' 

Each to Ins post 1 — all know then charge ’ 

The pibroch sounds, the bands advance, 

1 he broad swoids gleam, the banners dance. 
Obedient to the Chieftain’s glance 
IJurn me from the martial ioar, 

And seek Coir-Unskin once more 


Where is the Douglas ’—he is gone. 

And Ellen sits on the gi ay stone _ 
Fasfby the cave, and makes her moan ; - 
While v aihl) Allan’s w ords of cheu 
Are poured on her unheeding eai — 


2 o9 
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“ He will return— Deal lad), tny<=t l— 
With joy leturn , — he w ill — lie niubt 
Welt was it time to seek afar / 
Some lefuge from impending war, j 
When e’en Clan- Alpine’s ruggedjswarm 
Are cowed by the approacluilgstorm 
I saw 'heir boats, with man) a light 
Floating t he live-long yeste rnight, 
Shifting like fla-dies darted forth 
By the red si rea m a 5 of the north , 

I marked at moi n how close the) nde, 
Thiels, moored 1 >> the lone islet's side, 
Like w ild ducks couching m the fen 
When stoops the haw k upon the glen 
Since this rude lace daie not abide 
The peril on the main-land side, 

Shall not thy noble father’s cave 
Some safe retreat for thee piepaie?”— 


Elu-n 

10 “No, Allan, no! Pretest so kind 
hi) wakeful terrors could not blind 
WhenTn such tender tone, yet grave, 
Douglas a parting blessing gave, 

The tear that glistened m Ins eye t 

Drowned not his purpose fixed and high | 

M) soul, though feminine and w eak, 

Can l inag e lus , e’en as the lake. 

Itself "dlstiii bed b) slightest stroke 
Reflects the invulnerable rock 
lie hears repoit of battle nfje, \ 

He deems lumself the cause of stivic | 

1 saw him redden , when the theme 
Turned, Allan,’ "on thine idle dream, 

Of Malcolm Gucme m fetters bound, 

Which 1 , thou saidst, about him w ound ^ 
Thmk’st thou he trowed tlnne omen augh t s 
Oh no 1 'twas appreh ensive tho urdvE 
For the kind youth, — for Roderick too — 

( L et me be iu's t) that friend so true , 

In danger both, and in our cause * ~~ 

Minstrel, the Douglas daie not pause’ 

Why else that solemn warning given, 

‘ If not on eaith, we meet m heaven’’! 
Why else, to Cambus-Kenneth’s fane , 1 
If e\ e ret urn lnm n ot again,) " 

Am I to lug ancHnake me known? 
wlas! he goes to Scotland's throne, 
wms Ins friend’s safety with his own 
He goes to do— what I had dme, 

Had Douglas’s daughter T^efiThS son'] 

I L n y. lovely Ellen' — dearest, nay* 
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if aught should Ins letutn delaj. 

He only named ) on holy fane 
As fitting place to meet again 
Be sure he’s safe, and for thejUrceme, 
Heaven’s blessing on Ins gallant name ' — 
My v isioned sight maj jet pio\e true, 

Xor bode of dlto him ot jou f 
"\Mien did mj" gifted dream beguile? 

Think of the stranger atjhe isle, / 

And think upon the harpmgs slow , *' } - ~ 
Tliat presaged this approaching w oe * 

Sooth \v as mj prophecy of fear ,» 

Believe it when it augurs cheer j 
Would we had left this dismal spot ’/ 

111 luck still haunts a fain- gror i 
Qf Lguch a wondrous tale I know — 

Dear lad)', change that look of woe 1 
My harp was wont thj guef to cheer ” — 


Lu.es 

“ Well, be it as thou wilt, I hea i. 

But cannot stop the bursting leai ’ — 

The Minshel tried his simple art. 

But distant far was Ellen s heart! 

Buxad 

ALICE BRAND 

12 Mcrrj it is m the good green wood. 

When the mavis and merle are singing. 

When the deer sweeps bj, and the hounds arc in cry 
And the hunter’s hom is i urging 
“ O Alice Braid, m j native land 
Is lost, for lov e of j ou , 

And we must hold hv wood n nd wold, 

As outlaw s w out to do 
“ O Alice, ’twas all for thj locks so bright. 

And 'twas all for thine eves so blue, 

That on the night of our luckless Right 
Thj brother bold I slev , 

“How must I teach to hew the beech ‘ ~ y 
The Iwnd that heln the glaive, 

For leav ts to spread our low h bed, 

And stakes to fence our cav e 
“And for vest or pall, th\ fingers small 
ThM wont on harp to strav 
A cloak must shew from the slaughtered deer 
To keep the cold away ' — 
f‘ O Richard ' if mj b’ other died 
Twas but a Mil chance . 

For dar' ling w as the battle tred. 

And I* ortune sped the 1 wee j 
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“ If yn.ll and vow no more 1 w cai, 

Nor llioii the crimson shee n, 

As warm, we’ll s'^lTthenissct gray 
As gay the forest-gicen 

“ And, Richard, if our lot he InTd, 
And lost thy nati\ e land, 

Still Alice Ins her own Richard, 

And he Ins Alice "Brand ” 


13 ’Tis meiry, 'tis meny, m good green v ood, 

So blithe Lady Alice is singing , 

On th e beech's wide , and the oak’s brown side, 
Lord Rtdnul’s n\c is ringing 

TTp spoke the moody Rlfm King , 
tV ho w oned within the hill, — 

Like wand in the poich of a lamed church, 

IIis voice u as ghostly shrill 
“ Why sounds yon stroke on beech and oak 
Our moonlight circle’s screen? f 
Or who comes here to chase the deer! 

Belo\ ed of our Elfin Queen’ 

Or who may dare on wold to w ear 
The fame’s fatal green ’ 

“Up, Urgan, up 1 to yon nioital luc, 

Foi thou w'ert christene d man , 

! ( For cross 01 sign thou wilt not fly, 

> < > t '/ For muttered w oid 01 ban 

“Lay on lnm the curse of the withered heart, | 
The curse of the sleepless eye , 

Till he wish and pray that Ins life would part, 
Nor yet find leave to die ” — 

14 ’Tis merry, ’tis meiry, in good gieen wood. 
Though the birds 1 m c stilled their singing 
The eremng blaze doth Alice laisc . 

And Eichaid is fagots bunging 

Up Uigan starts, that hideous dwarf 
Befoie Loid Richard stands, 

And, as he crossed and blessed lnmself, 

“I fear not sign,” quothTHegnsly elf, 

"That is made with b loody hands ” 

But out then spoke she, Alice Brand, 

(( Tlnt woman sold of feai, — 

And if there’s blood upon hts hand, 

Tis but the blood of deei ” 

“ 1 5 °", thou best, thou bold of mood 1 
It rie'iyes unto Ins haiuQ “ . 
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The stam of thin e own kind ly blood, 

The bloocToTEthert Biand~ 5T — 

Then forward stepped she, Alice Biand 
And made t he holy sign , — 

“And jf theie’sTilood 011 Richaid’s hand-, 
A sp’otless hand is mine 

“And I conjtue thee, Demon elf. 

By linn whom Demons fen, 

To shorn us whence thou art thyself? 

And what thine eirand here?” — 


35 ' c ’Tis merry, ’tis meny, m Fairyland, 

When fairy birds aie singing, 

When the court doth nde by then monaich’s side. 
With, bit and budle ungmg j 

And gaily shines the Fairyland — 

But ajl is gliste ning show . 

Dike the idle gleam tint December s beam 1 
Can dart on ice and snow / 

“And fading, like that raned gleam, 

Is our inconstant shape, 

Who now like knight and lady seem, 

And now like dwarf and ape 

“ It was b etween the night and da ), 

When the Fairy King has power, 

That I sunk down m a sinful fra), 

And, ’twi\t life and death, was snatched away 
To the joyless Elfin bow ei 

“ But w 1st I of a w oman bold 
Who tin ice m> brow durst sign, 

I might regain m> moi tal mould . 

As fan a foim as thine ” 

She crossed him once — she crossed lnm tw icc- 
That lady w as so bras e , 

The fouler grew his gobhujiuc,/ 

The darker grew’ the ca\ e I 

She crossed lnm thrice, that lad) bold 
lie rose beneath her hand 
The fairest kntght on Scottish mould . 

Her bs other, Ethcrt Brand ' 

Merry it is m the good green wood, 

AN lien the mans and merle are Miigmg 
But merrier were the) m D unfcunltne gray, 

\\ lien .all the beds were ringing 

10 T«st as the minstrel sounds ac re staegd 
A sti rnge” climbe -1 the *-'uy>) glade 
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His maitiil step, his stately mien, J t , 

Ills hunting sltit of Lincoln green, c ,: , F. 

His eagle glance, 1 emcmbrauce ..cHini g. 

’Tis Snov, (loan’s Kn iglit^’tis j amcs Fitz-J antes 
Ellen beheld as in a drenm, 

T hen starting, scarce suppressed a scream 
“ O stranger 1 m such hour of fear, 

What eail hap has In ought thee here 5 ”— 

“ An evil liap how can it be 
That bids me look again on thee 5 
By promise bound, my foimei guide 
Met me betimes this morning tide, 

And marshalled , over bank and boume, 

The happy . path of my return 
“Tludjagp} path w hat 1 said he nought 
Of uni, of battle to be fought, 

Of guarded pass 5 ’’— “No, by my faith’ 

Nor saw I aught could augur scath e ”-f - 1 
“ O haste thee, Allan, to the keVhc, i / 
Yonder his tartans I discern, ' 

Lcain thou lus purpose, and conjure' 

That he n ill guide the stranger sure > — 

What prompted thee, unhappy man? 

The meanest serf in Roderick s clan 
Ha d not been bri bed by love or fern , 
UnknounJoJuiD, to guide thee here ” — 


17 “ Sucet Ellen, deal my life must be, 

Since it is u 0 1 thy caie from thee, 

Y et life I Laid, but ldle^bieatl i, 

When lor e or honour's n eighc-d u ith deatW 
Then let me profit by my chance, ( 

And speak my purpose bold at once 
I come to bear thee from a wild 
Wheie ne'er bcfoie such blossom smiled, 
By this soft h-uid to lead thee far 
From frantic scenes of feud and uar 
Near Bochastle my lioiscs wait, 

They hear us soon to Staling gate 
I’ll place thee in a lo\ ely bow er, 

rn guard thee like a leiidci flower, ’ 

“ O ' hush. Sir Knight 1 ’ lw ere female ai 1 
To say I do not lead tin heart , 

Too much, before, my selfish tar 
Was idly soothed my piaise to hear 
Th at fatal bait hath lured tnee back, 
in dcaiiiful liou 1 , o’er dangcious ir’c'L , 
And how, O how, can I atone 1 4 , 

i he w reck my amty brought on 'I— 

One u remains — 1 ’U telfhim all— 

/Co 1 struggling bosom, forth it shall ' 
Thou, wlioseh gbt foll y bears the blami 
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Ik), thmc own pardon \wtli thy shame' 

But first — mv fuller is a man 
Outlaw c 3 , awl culeci, undei ban. 

The price of blood is on his head, 

\\ ith me ’twcic infann to wed — 

Still would st thou speak?— then lie-n the tiuthr 
Fitz-Jamcs, tlierc is a noble youth, — 

I f A et ho i s ' — exposed foi me 
Aim mine to dread cxticmitj, — 

'I lion hast the secret of mj heart 5 
Forgive, be generous, and depart?” — 

iS Fitz-Iames knew every wily tnin 

' A Pciy's fickle heart to gain, 

But heie he knew and felt them rain 
There shot no glance fiom Ellen's eye, 

T o gne hci steadfast speech the lie,/ 

I n maid en .confidence she stood, f 

Though mantled in her check the blood / 

And told her lore with such a sigh f 
Of deep and hopeless agony. 

As death had scaled her Malcolm's doom,| 

And she sat sorrow mg on 3 ns tomb / 

Hope -vanished from Fitz-James’s ey e,i 
But not wath hope fled sjmpathy | 

He protfered to attend her side, 

As brother would .a sistci guide — 

“ O 1 little knowc«t thou ^Roderick's heart ' 

Safor ToTboth w c go apart 
O haste thee, and from Allan learn 
If thou mayst trust jon w-ily kerne ” — 

\\ nil hand upon lfis forehead Hid, 

The conflict of lus mind to shade, 

A pai ting step 01 tw o he made" 

Then, as some thought had crossed his bnin, 
lie paused, and turned, and came again 

19 “Hear, lad)', yet, a parting word ' — 

It chanced m fight that my pooi swoid 
Preserved the life of Scotland's lord 
lias ring the giateful Motnich gave, 

And bade, when I had boon to crave, 
lo bung it back, and boldly chun 
The recompense that I would name 
Ellen, I am no courtly lord . 

But one who lives by lance and swoid, 

Whose castle is his helm and shield, 

IBs lordship , the embattled field 
What from a punce can I demand, 

Who neither l eek o f state noi land? 

Ellen, thy hand— the img is thine, 

Each g uard and ushe r knows the sign/ 

Seek thou the king without delay, 
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This signet shall securejhyjwvy , 

And claim th> siiitT^lmte’er it beJ 
As ransom of Ins pledge to me — l 
He placed the golden circlet on, 

Paused— kissed her hand— and then was gone 
The aged Minstrel stood aghast, 

So hastily Fitz-James shot past 
He joined Ins guide, and pending do\ui 
The ridges of the mountain brown, 

Across the stream they tookdheir way 
That joins Loch-Katnne to Acliray 

20 All m the Trosach’s glen was still, 

Noontide was sleeping^ on the lull 
Sudden his guide whooped loud and high-*; 

“ Murdoch 1 was that a signal-cry ?" 
lie stammered foith, — “ I shou t to scare 
Y on ras enlrom Ins dainty fare ” 

He lookecFHie knew the raven’s prey, 

His own bra\ c steed — •** Ah 1 gallant gray ' 
For thee — for me perchance — ’twerc well 
We ne’er had seen the Trosach’s dell — 
Murdoch, move first — but silently , 

Whistle or whoop, and thou shalt die ' 
Jealous and sullen on they fared , 

Each silent, cacti upon his guard 


21. Non wound the path its dizzy ledge 
Around a precipice’s edge, 

\\ hen lo ! a w asted female form, 

( Blighted by wrath of sun and storm, i 
' In tattered weeds' arTcT wild array . 

Stood on a cliff beside the w ay, 

And glancing round her restless eye 
Upon the wood, the rock, the sky. 

Seemed nought to mark, yet all to spy 
Her brew was wieuIKed with g audy broom * 
With gesture wild she wared a plume] 

Of feathers, w Inch the eagles fling * 

To crag and cliff fiom dusky wing. 

Such spoils her desperate step had sought, 
Where scarce was footing for the goat 
The tartan plaid she first descried, 1 
And shrieked, lilt all the locks replied; 

As loud she laughed when near they drew, 
\° r , , 8 l ' le Lowland gaih she knew , . 

And then her hands she w ihlly wrung, J'/A' 
And then she wept, and then she sunn — 

She sung the_vmce, in bettev time." 
icirhance to ilmjllFTuTelhight chim e , 

nncl reughened, still 
K TO S r ildly sw erf TolFdc and hill 
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Song 

22 “They bid me sleep, the} bid me pra}, 

They say my bum is warped and vutng — 

I cannot sleep on Highland brae, 

I cannot piny m Highland tongue, - 
But were I now where Allan glides, 

•" ^ Or heard my native Devan’s tides, ■ 

So sweetly would I rest and pray 
That heaven w ould cl ose my wmtiT day > 

“ ’Twas thus my Inn they bade me braid . 

They bade me to the chinch lepair. 

It was my bridal morn, they said, 

And my true love would meet me there 
But woe betide the cruel guile, 

That drowned in blood thifmoming smile ll 
And woe betide the fairy dream 1 ' 

I only waked to sob and scieain ” 

23 “ Who is this maid? what means her la} ? 

She hovem o’er the hollow wnj , 

And flutters wide her mantle gray, 

As the lone heion spreads Ins wing. 

By tw flight, o’er a haunted spring ” — 

“’Tis Blanche of Dev an," Murdoch said, 

“A crazed and captive Lowland maid, 
Ta’en~on~the morn she w as a bnde, 

•> When Roderick foiav ed Dev an-side 
The gay bndegroom resistance made, 

And felt our Chief’s uncongueiecl blade 
I niarveTshe is now ,at laige , ~ _ 

But oft she ’scapes fiom Maudlin’s charge,— pLr ' 
Hence, bnun-sick fool iTe raised his bow — 
“Now, if thou stnkest her but one blow, 

I’ll pitch thee from the cliff as far 
As evei peasant pit ched a bar ” . 

“ Thanks, champion, thank?'” the Maniac cried 
And pressed her toJFitz-James’s side __ - 
“ See the gray pennons I prepare, AF c, C 
To seek my true-lov e through the an 1 
I will not lend that savage groom, 

To breakhis fall, oneBowai} plume 1 
No fleep nmld disjointed stones, 

The wolves shall batten ondns bones/ j~* 

And then shall his detected plaid, -•*- 

By bush and brier in mid-air sta>ed, 

Wav e forth a banner fan and Tree, 

Meet signal for their rev eliy ’’ 

24 “H ush thee, poor maiden, and be still ’’ — 

“ O T Tlibu”Iook st kindly, and I vvdlj 1 - 
Mine e)e has dried and wasted been, 

But still it loves the Lined i green; 
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And, though mino car is all nnfdGiJlF*] 
bull, Mill it lores the Lowland tongue 
“For O my sweet William a as foiotc- Luc, 
lit stole poor BHnclu/** hc/irt iv ** t 
H is coat it w as all of the grcuiw ood hue, 

And so blithely he l ulled the I oivland lay ! • 

“ It was not that I meant to tell 
Bat thou art w isc, and e aiesse ^Ltuil — 

1 hen, m a low and broken tone, 

And limned note, the 'on" went on 
Still on the clansman, f earfully . 

She fixed her a ppiehcnsnc cy c , 

Then tinned it on t)ie Knight, and then 
Her look glanced wildly o'er the gkn 


“The toils are pitched, and the stjdc? are set 
E\cr sing munTvTmcrriiy , „ 

The how s they bend, and the 1 mi es they i bet 
Ilunteis In e so cheerily 


“ It was a slag, a stag or ten, 

Beat mg lus blanches st urdily . 

He came stately dow n tlie“glcn, 

Eier singl iarddy , hardilj 

“It was there he met with a wounded doe 
She was bleeding r leathful ly , 

She warned him of tlie ~ toils below , 

O so faithfully, faithfully 1 

“ He had an eye, and he could heed, 

Ever smg w aril) , w aril) , 

He had a foot, and he could speed — J 
Hunters wat ch so nan only ” 

26. Fitz James’s mind w as p assion-tossed. 
When Ellen’s hints and fears were lost , 
But Murdoch’s shout suspicion wrought, 
And Blanche’s song com iction hi ought — 
Not like a stag that spies the snaie. 

But lion of the hunt aware, 

He waved at once his blade on high, 

“ Disdo5c.thyli each cry, oi die 1 ” — 
Forth at full speed the Clansman hew. 
But inhisjLacc his bow he drew 
The shaft just giazed Fitz-James’s cicst . 
And tlynUed.ni Blanche’s faded breast — 
Murdoch of Alpine 1 pioic thy speed, I 
Foi no er had Alpine’s son such need < 
With heart of f„ e , and foot of wind, \ 
the fierce aiengei is behind > 

/^Fate judges of the rapid strife— 

* *rn , — the puzc is life f 

l> li&->marcd umbti^h lies hc’fnrrv 
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Close couche 1 upon the henthuy tnoci , 

Them couldst thou leach 1 — i t may 110c he — 
Thme ambushed hin thou ne’e! shnlt see, 
dhe fieiy Saxon gains on thee 1 
Resistless speeds the deadly tlnust, 

As lightning slakes the pine to dust. 

With foot and hand Fitz-Jumes must stiamJ 
Ere he can w in lus blade again / 

Bent o’er the fallen, with f alcon eye . 

He guitily smiled to see hinTdie/ 

Then slower wended back Ins w ay 
. Where the poor maiden bleeding lay 

27 She sate beneath the bnchen tree, 

Her elbow lcsting on her knee , 

She had withdrawn the fatal shaft, 

And gazed on it, and feebly laughed , 

Iici ureath of In 00m and featheis gray, 
Daggled with blood, beside her lay 
The Knight to stanch the life-stream trie 
“Strangci, it is In vam ' ” she cned '7 
“This hour of death has given me more 
Of reason’s powei than years before , 

For, as t hese ebbing -veins d ecay, 

My fre nzie 3 ~v i sions iade away. 

A helpless lpjuied w ictch I die, 

And something tells me 111 thme eye, 
lliat thou w eit mine as engei born 
Scest thou this tress ? — O ! still 1 'v c w om 
*1 Ins little tiess of jellow ban, J 
Tlnough danger, frenzy, and despaii 1 
It once was bright and clear as tlnnc, 

But blood and teais has e dimmed its shine 
I wall not tell thee when ; tv,as shred. 

Nor from what guiltless victim’s head — 

My brain w ould turn ' — but it shall w r a vel 
Like plumage on thy helmet bias e, / 

Till sun and wand shall bleach the stain, 

And thou wait bung it me again — 

I wav er still 1 — O God 1 moie bright 
Let Reasou Tieam her parting light 
O 1 by thy knighthood’s honoured sign, j 
And for thy life preserved by mine. 

When thou shalt see a darksome man 
Who boasts him Chief of Alpine’s clan, 

With taitaus broad and shadowy plume, 

And hand of blood, and biow of gloom, 

Be thy lieait bold, thy weapon strong. 

And wreak pool Blanche of Dev nil’s wiong' — 
They watch for thee bj pass n nd fell 
Avoidlhe path Oh God 1 farewell’’ A 

28 A kindlj heart had brave Fitz-Jamcs , 
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Fist pouted Ins cy e at pit)'s ct-’iru r , 
AndnowTrCffli mingled gtief ind ire, 
lie saw the murdered mud expire 
"God, m my need, be my relief, 

As I wieak this on yonder Chief 1 — 

JTlock from Blanche’s tie'-'-es fur 
He blended ruth her bridegroom s Irn * 

T he mingled brai d m blood he dyed, 

And placed it on 3ns bonne t side 
‘ By Him w hose w on! is truth * 1 u'. ear 
No other fas our rull I near, 

Till this saeftoken 1 imbrue 

In the best blood of Roderick Dhu ' 

But hark 1 rrlnt means yon faint halloo? 

I h e chase is up , — but they shall know, 
TJiesiajCatJny^s a dangerous foe ” — 
BaTredirointlie known but guarded war. 
Through copse and cliffs Fitr-Jamcs mu st stra y. 
And oft must change his desperate tracT , 

By stream and precipice tumed'bacl 
Heartless, fatigued, and faint, at length, 

From lack of food and loss of strength, 

He c ouched lnm in a thicket lion. 

And thought Ills toils and penis jAr — 

"Of alTmy rash adrentures past, j 
This frantic feat will prore the last!' 

Who e’er so mad but might har c guessed 
That all this Highland hornet’s nest 
Would mustev up in sw arms so soon 
As e’er they heard of bands at Donne'-' 

Like bloodhounds now they search me out, — 
Hark, to the n histle and the shout ' 

If farther through the rulds I go, 

I only faU upou the foe , 

ITTcouclTmeTiere t ill ctennig gray . 

Then darkling try niyhangerdus r\ ay ” 


29 The shades of ere conic slowly down 
The woods are wrapped in deeper brown, 
The owl awakens from her dell. 

The fox is heard upon the fell , 

Enough remains of glimmering light 
To guide the rr anderer’s steps aright, 

Yet not enough from far to show 
His figure to the watchful foe 
W ith cautious : 

He climbs the 
And not the sv 
Tempered the 
But every brec 

* Benumbed his 
, In dread, m d 


step, and car aw ake, 
crag and threwdadhcjbnke 
immer solstice, there, 
nudmght mountain air, 
ze that swept the wold, 
d renched bmbsavith cord 
anger, and alone. 
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Famished and chilled, tlnough unknown, 
Tangled and steep, he joumejed on , 

Till, as a lock’s huge point lie turned J 
A watch-fne close before lmn burned j 

Beside its embers red and clear, 

Basked , in Ins plaid, a mountaineer , 

And up he sprung w ith sw ord m hand, — 
“'111)’' name and purpose 1 Saxon , stand — 
“A stianger” — “"What dost thou iequire ? ’ — 
“ Rest and a guide, and food and fire 
My life s beset, m> path is lost, 

The gale has chilled my limbs with host ” — 
“Art thou a friend to Rodenck ?” — “Xo ” — 
“Tliou darest not call thyself a foe — 

“I dare ' to him -nd all the band 


lie bungs to aid his murderous hand ” — 

“ Bold w oids > — but, though the beast of game i 
The pnvilege of elnse may claim" - 1 j 
Thong li space and law the stag w e lend,! J 
Ere hound w e slip, oi bow w e bend, < 

Who evei recke d, where, how, or when, 

The prowdingTox was trapped or slam ? 
Thus,TTeaclieious scouts, — y et surcj h ei lie , 
Who say thou earnest a secret spyT” 

“They do, by IIea\en ' — Come R odeuck Dim 
And of his clan the boldest two, j 

And let me but till morning rest, / 

I write the falsehood on their ei c r 'tj ” — 

“ If by the blare I mark aright, ’ j 
Thou bear’st the belt and spur of knight 
“Tlien, b) these tokens ma)st thou know'/. 
Each proud oppressor’s moital foe ” — f 
“ Enough, enough , sit dow n and sliare 
A soldie?s couch, a soldier’s fare ” — 


31 He gave him of Ins Highland chee r, 
The haidcned flesh of mountain deer, 
Diy fuel on the fire he laid, 

And bade the Saxon share his plaid , 
He tended him like welcome guest, 
Then thus his fuitlici speech addressed 
“ Stranger, I am to Roderick Dim 
A clansman born, a kinsman true , 
Each w ord against his lionoui spoke 
Demands of me ai eiigmg sftoke , 

Yet more, — upon thv fate, ’tis said, 

A mighty a ugury is laid 

it rests withme to w md my horn, 

rhou art with liunibeis o\crbornc, 

It lests with me, liere, brand to brand,/ 
Worn as thou art to bid thee stand j 
But nor for clan nor kindred's cause, ' 
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Will I depart from honour law , 
io assail a weaved man More shame, 

A s tringe r is i hol> mmc 
Guidance and rest, and food and lire, 

In sain he nc\ er must rcrpurL 
Ihen rest thee hcic till <nw n of day, 

M\ self w ill guide thee on the vi). 

O’er stock and stone, through \. itch ana a art) 
Till past Clan- Alpine s outmost gu ird, 

As far as Coilantoglc’s ford , ( 

Fiona thence thy m arrant is thy snorrl ' — 

“ iTalSlhy com less, by lleaa.cn, 
AvTfe0y^ 7 tvrnohl> gv.cn' ’ — 

“Well, rest thee , for the bi Uc m’s-cry 
Sings us the lake’s avild ltdlaln ’ — 

With that lie s hook the pnthcicd heath,) 

And spread his plaid upon llic_ayreatli , 

And the biaae foemen, side by side, 

Lay peaceful don n like brolhcrs tried J 
And slept until the dawning beam | 
Purpled the mountain and the stream I 


CANTO TIFTH 
THE COMBAT 

Fair as the eaihest beam of eastern .light. 

When first, by the bew ikleied pilgum spied, 

It smiles upon the dacary brow of night, 

And sib e rs o’er the torrent’s foaming tide, 

And lights the fearful path on mountain side , — 

Fair as that beam, alth ough t he finest fn,j 
G iving to laorror grace, ' to da ng er pride . 

Shine naaitial Partm and Conrtess’ s bright star. 
Tlnough all the wreckful storms that cloud the brer 
of War 


2 That early beam, so fair anti sheen , 

Was twinkling through the hazel screen 
When, aousnag at its glimmer led, 

The warriors left thur lowly bed, 
Looked out upon the dappled ska , 
Mutteied their soldier malms by, 

And then awaked then hie, t o stea k 1 
As short and rude, their soldier meal \ 
Th at o’er, the Gael aiountl liim tlneav 
His graceful plaid of a aried hue, 

And, true to promise, led the way, 

J3y thicket gicen and mountain gray 
A wildeung path i — they avmded now 
Along the piecipicc's blow v h .1. 
Commanding the rich secncs.benealh, 
lhe w hidings oftlie Forth and 'I eilh, 
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And all the \ ales betw ecu tint be, _ / 

Till Stirling’s tunets melTm'sky , 'Ac 
Then, sunk in cop se, their farthest glance 
Gained ~noi the length of hovsemun’s lance 
’Twas olt so steep, "the foot w as fnn 
Assistance from the hand to gam , 

So tangled oft, that, bursting tlnough, 

Each haw thorn shed Fier showeis o'i clew. 
Thaubamond dew, so pure and cleai, 

It rivals all but Beauty’s tear 1 

I At length the) came wlieie stem and steep 
The hill sinks dow n upon th e deep 
Heie Vennacliai in sily cj ilov, s. 

TheLe, ndge on ridgeT Benlccli lose ^ 

Ever the hollow path tvwnecTon, ' H ~_J 
Beneath steep bank and ti n catenintT stone 
A bundled men might hold the post 
With hardihood against a host 
The nigged mountain’s scanty cloak 
Was dw At fish shrubs of birch and oak, 

With shingles bare, and cliffs betvv een. 

And patcliesbright of bracken green , 

And heathei black, that waved so high 

It held the copse in nvalry J 

But where the Jake slept deep and still. 

Dank osiers fringed the sw amp and lull , 

And oft both path and lull weie tom, ' 

Where wintry torrent down had home, 

And heaped upon the cumbered land 
Its wreck of grav'd, rocks, and sand " 

So toilsome w as the road to trace, 

The guide, abatin g of Ins pace. 

Led slowly tlnough the pass’s jaws,} 

And asked Fitz-James by what strange cause 
lie sought these wilds, traversed b> few _ ' 

Without a pass from Roderick Dhu ? 

“Brave Gael, my pass , in danger tried, 

Hangs m my belt, and by my side , 

Yet, sooth to tell,” the Saxon said, 

“I di earned not now' to claim its aid \ 

When lieie, but three days since, I came, 
Bewildeicd in pursuit of game, 

All seemed as peaceful and as still 
As the mist slumbering on ) on lull , 

Tlij dangerous chief w as then afar. 

Nor soon expected back from war 
Thus said, at least, my mountain guide, I 
Though deep, perchance, the villain lied f 5 — 
“Yet why a second venture tr> ?” — / 

“A wanior thou, and ask me whv ? -4 
Moves om fiee course by such fixed cause 


2S4 


I HE L WY 01 ■ I if L l >'Kt 

As give-. the jioot modi >mc h '^’ 5 
LnrniEjfii, I «oivjKt to dnw 
The lan hou r > of peaceful d"> , 

Slight cause \ ill then suffice to n. dc 
A Knight’s ftec footstep Lr gn djK'lSh 
A falcon flow n, a grevhoimdktraycd. 

The inert) glance of motinta n tna’ 1 , 

Or, if i path lie d-mperou' 1 iiuvn, 

1 he danger's self 1 -, lure alone " — 

5 “T in secret 1 c ep, I urge thee not 
Yet, ert again ye sought thu spot. 

Say, heard ye nought of Lowland v vr, 

Against Clan- Alpine raised In hLr 5 "— 

— “ No, by raj word of harms prepared 
To guard King famed . * ports I heard ; 
N T ord,GitbLl-aJiglit, but, w hen the) bea r 
dins muste r of the mountaineer. 

Their pennons will •'broad he Sb’iig, 

Which else in Donne had peaceful hung 
“ I rcc he the) flung ’—-for vyo'.tr'J'Vth j 
Their silken folds should feast the ino'ti j 
Tice be they flung' — as free shall wavets 
Clan Alpine’s pmc m banner liras e * 

Hut, stranger, peaceful since you came, 
Bcwiklaccl in the mountain game, 

Whence the hold boast by i> Inch \ oti she 
Vich- Alpine’s sowed and mortal foe'”’ — 
“Warrior, but jester -morn I kness 
Nought of til) Chieftain, .Rodenek Dim, 

Save as an outlawed desperate nv>n, , ‘ 

Hie chief of a rebellious clan, 

Who, m the Regent’s court and sight, 

With ruffian daggeTsTabbed a knight , 

Yet tills alone might from his part 1 
; Scvcr each true and loy it heart ” — J f 

A Vrothful at such anaighmcnt foul, ' 1 

Daik lowered the clansman’s sable scowl ,<Yp 
A space he paused, then sternly said, — < 

“ And heardst thou wh) he drew his blade? 
Heardst thou that shameful word and blow; 
Brought Roderick's vengeance on his foe> I 
What recked the Clueftam, if lie stood 
On Highland heath or IIolj Rood? 

He rights such vuong where it is given,) 

If it w ere m tlie court of Ileas en ” — J 
“Still was it outrage , — yet, ’tis true . 

•Not then claimed sovereignty his due , I 
" l j e Afhany, with feeble hand, 

H eld .borro wed truncheon pf command 
t he young King, mewed i n Stilling to wei. 
vv as sti anger to lcspecl ancl power | 
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But then, tin Chieftain’s robbei life 
Winning mean piev; by causeless strife/ 
Wrenching from ruined Lou land su am 
His herds and harvest 1 eared m vain, — t 2 
Methmhs a soul like thine should scoin 
Tlie spoils fiom such foul foray home ” 

7 * The Gael beheld him glim t he while . 

And answeied with disdainful smile, 

“Saxon, from yonder mountain high, 

I maiked thee send delighted eye,i 
Fai to the south and east, 11 here lay, 
Extended in succession gay, 

Deep waxing fields and pastmes gieen, 

With gentle slopes and groxes between — 
These feitilc plains, that softened x’aleg'T -r *'* 
Weie once the buthiight of the Gael , 

The stiangei came with 11011 hand, *•' 

And from our fathers left the lancL 
Where dwell we now >_See, rudely s.xell 
Crag oier ciag, and fell o’ei fell J.r-'i 
Ask we this sax age hill lie tiead 
Eorhattened steer 01 household bread , 

Ask ne for flocks these slnlfglSs dry. 

And 11 ell the mountain might reply, j— 

* To you, as to jour sues of yoie, 

Belong tlie taiget and claymore 1 ' ' 

I give you shelter m my breast. 

Your own good blades must xun the rest ’ — 
Pent 111 this fortress of the JYortli, 

Thmk’st thou we will not sallj r forth, 

To spoil the spoiler as xi e may , ’ 1 , 

And from the robber lend the piej 7 l 
Ay, by my soul 1 — While on yon plain 
The Saxon rears one s hock of gram , 

While, of ten thousand herds, there stiaj’s 
But one along yon mei’s mare, — 

The Gael, of plain and rner hair. 

Shall, i\ 1 til strong hand, ledeem his share 
Where Inc the mountain chiefs xxho hold 
That plundering Lon land field and fold 
Is aught but retribution true ? 

Seek oilier cause 'gainst .Roderick Dhu ”( 

8 Ansvcted Fitz-James — “And, ifl sought, 
TJunh’st thou no other could be bi ought’ 

What deem je of mj path mi -hid, 

Myjife gnen o’er to ambuscadc’”-^- 
“ As of a megd to rashness due 
Hadst thou sent naming fair and true, — 

I seek m> hound, or falcon strayed, 

I seek, go od faith , a Highland maid,— 

Free hadst thou been to come ami go , 
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But secret pith marks secret foci 
Nor yet, for tins, e\en as a spy, ‘ 

Hndst thou, unheard, keen doomed to die, 

Save to fulfil an augury 
“Well, let it pass , nor will I no* 

Fresh cause of enmity as on, 

To chafe thy mood and cloud thy brow 
Enough, larnby promise tied 
‘ To match me u ith this man of pnde j 
ice havel sought Clan- Alpine’s glen 
In peace , but when I come agen, 

I come with bannei, brand and ban, 

As leader seeks his moital foe. 

For love-lorn sv, am, m lady’s bowei, 
Ne’ef panted foi the appointed horn. 

As I, until before me stand 
1 his rebel Chieftain and his band ” — 

9 “Have then thy wish '"—lie whistled shrill, 
And he w as answ ered fiom the lull , 

Wild as the scieam of the curlew . 

From crag to eng the signal /leu 
Instant, thiougli copse and heath, arose 
Bonnets, and speais, and bended bows 
On right, on left, above, below, 

Sprung up at once the linking foe , 

From shingles gray thou lances start, 

The biacken-bush sends forth the dait,{ 

The rashes and the willow -wand 
Are bristling into axe and brand, 

And es ery tuft of broom gi\ cs life * 

To plaided warrior armed lor strife 
That whistle gariisoned the glen 
At once w ith full five hundred men, 

As if the yaw rung lull to heaven j 
A su bterranean host had gi% er T | 

Watching their leader’s beck and will, 

All silent theie they stood and still . 

Like the loose crags, whose tlneitenfng mass 
Lay tottering o’ci the hollow’ pass, 

As if an infant’s touch could mge 
Their headlong passage down the \ergc: 1 
W ith step and weapon forward flungjf ’ 

Upon the mountain-side they hung 
The mountaineer c ast planer- ofn rKle 
Along Benlcdi’s l iving side. ~~~ 

Ihcn fixed lus cy e and sable blow 

Full on Fitz James— “ How say’st thou now? 

These are Clan-Alp, ne’s warnois true. 

And, Saxon,— I am Roden cl. Dhu' * |/ 

c illc - bl00d drilled With sudden Start, 
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He manned himself mth dauntless air,/ 
Retumedjhc Chief his haughty stare, * 

His back'ftgamst a rock he .bore. 

And firmly placed Ins foot befoie -f- 
“ Come one, come all 1 this rock shall fly 
Ftom its firm base as soon as 1 1 ” — 

Sn Roderick marked — and in his ejes 
Respect \\ as mingled w ith surprise. 

And the stem joy which w amors feel 
In foemeu w orlhy of their steel 
S hort space he stood — then w a\ ed his hand 
D"own sunk the disappearing band , 

Each warrior vanished where he stood, 

In broom oi bracken, heath oi w ood , 

Sunk brand and speai and bended bow 
In osiers pale and copses low 
It seemed as if then mother Earth 
Had swallowed lip her wailike bnth 
1 lie wind’s last breath had tossed m airi 
Pennon, and plaid, and plumage fan, — j 
1 he next but swept a lone lull-side, / 
Where heath and fern were waring wide, 
The suns last glance was glinted back, 

From speai and glaive, fionTfaige and jack, 
The next, .all unrcflected . shone 
On bracken gieen and cold gray stone 

IX Fitz-Janies looked round — yet scarce believed 
The w ltness that Ins sig ht received^ 

Sucli apportion w elTmight seem 
Delusion of a dieadful dream 
Sir Roderick in suspense he cy ed, 

And to his look the Chief lephed, 

“Fear nought — naj that I need not say/— 
Rut — doubt not aught fiom mine airay/ 

Thou art my guest , — I pledged my woul 
As far as Coilantogle fold 
Noi would I call a clansman s brand 
For aid against one valiant hand , ) 

1 hough on our stiife la) every valej 
Rent by the Saxon from the Gael / 

So move vve on , — I only meant 
To show the reed on which you leant, 
Deeming this path }ou might puisne \ 
Without a pass fioni Roderick Dim 
They moved — I said Fitz-James was b-ive, 
As ever knight that belted. glaiyq . 

Yet dare not say, that now his blood 
Kept on its wont and tempered f lood. 

As, follow mg Roderick’s stride, he drew 
Tint seeming lonesome pathway through-. 
Which yet, b) feaiful proof, was life 


It 
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With lances, tint to take hi Me 
Waited but signal from a guide, 

So hie dishonoured And defied j 
E\er, h>* slcnlth, lus cnc eoucht round 
I lieaapvji gd guardia ns of the groiird, 

And still fiom copse and heatln.) dee} 
l 'mzv saw spear and broad-suu«d p~~p, 
AiuTmtlie plonr's surilly di.Mt 1 ,/ 

The signal v untie beard a ;am i 
Nov bicatlicd lie free till fm b«.h nd 
The pass v as left , for then they von l 
Along a vide and lead gisen, 

W here neither tree nor tultvns ->een, 

Nor rush, nor budi of bioom a is ik-*-, 

1 o hide a hotmcl or a spear 

12 The Chief in silence stio 1c before, 

And t cached that ton cut s> sounding si ote, 
Winch, daughter of thicc might) hhi , 

Fiona Vcnnadiar in silver brea l s, 

Sv ceps tbroitgh the plain, hnd cease less mine s 
On Bocbastlc the w ouldeni-g lines 
Where Home, tlae lempros V>1 the v oral, 

Of >ore her eagle v mg-, ainfuiled 
And here Ins course the Clncftam staved, 
rhiew down Ins taiget and his plaid, 

And to the Lou land wnrrioi satd — 

“Bold Saxon' to his promise just, 

Vich Alpine ha* duclnigcd lit-. Bust 
This murderous chief, this ruthless man,/ 

This head of a rebellious clan, ' 

Hath led dice safe, thiough x\ rich and ward, 
Far past Clan Alpine’s ontmoaL eaiaid 
Now, man to man, and steel to steel 
A chieftaan’s -vengeance thou shall feci 
See, here, al l a an tag dess 1 slmd, 

Armed, like thyself, villi single bund , 

For this is Codantoglc load. 

And thou must keep thee with tli) svonl ” — 

The Saxon pa used —“I ne er delay cil. 

When foeman bade me draw my blade , 

Nay more, biave Chief, I xoved thy death 
Yet sure thy Jan and generou-, faith, 

< And my deep debt for life presence!, 

A better meed liaae veil dtseiaed — 

Can nought 1 ut blood out feud atone ? 

Aie there nc means’’’— “No, Strange--, none! 

c Cre> — ® ^ lre xh y ^ a 8R lri S -rcald- 
t tie Saxon cause rests on thy sted , J 
hoi thus spoke Fate by mophet bre d 
Lelveen the lv mg and the dead , " 

" 10 ^t’dls the foremost focnnia’s life 
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Ills party conquers m the stnfc ’ ” — 

“Then, by my vvoid,” the Saxon said, 

“The nddle is aheady read J 
Seek jonder brake beneath the cliff— 

'Iheie lies Red Murdoch, staik and stiff 
Thus Rate has sohed hei piophecj, 

Tlten v ield to Fate, and not to me 
To Janies, at Stirling, let us go. 

When, if thou wilt, be still his foe , 

Oi if the King slwll not agiee 
To grant thee grace and favour fiee, 

'1 plight mine honour, oath, and avoid, 

"I hat, to thy native s trengths restored, 

With each adv a'ntage shaltlliou stand. 

That aids thee now to guard thy land ” — 

14 Daik Jightmng flashed from Roderick’s eye — 
“Soars thj r presumption, then, so high, 
Because a w retched kerne ye slev 
Ho mage to name to Rodenck Dhu ? 

He yields not, he, to man noi Fate 1 
Thou add'st but fuel to my hate — 

Mj clansman’s blood demands levenge- 
Not v ct picparcd ? — By heaven, I change 
hly thought, and hold thy valour light 
As, that of some v ain c arpet-knight . 

Who ill desen ed my coiuteous caic, 

And whose best boost is but to w ear 
A braid of hi? fan lady's hair ” — / 

“ I thank thee, Rodenck, foi the v\ ord 1 ‘ 

[t nerves m} r heart, it steels mj sword, 

For I have sworn this braid to stam 
In the best blood that w arms thy v cm 
Kovv, truce, farevv ell 1 and 1 nth begone 1 — 

Yet think not that by thee alone, 

Proud Chief 1 can couitesy be shown , 

1 hough not fiom copse, or heath, 01 cairn, 
Stait at my whistle clansmen stern, 

Of this small horn one feeble blast 
Would fearful odds against thee cast 
But fear not— doubt not — w hich thou wait — 
We try this quarrel hilt to lifltT 1 — 

Then eaclf at once Jus falchion drew. 

Each on the giound his scabbard thiew, *' 
Each looked to sun, and stream, and plain | 

As w hat they ne er might see again , 

Then foot, and point , and eye opposed. 

In dubious strife "they darkly closed 

35 III fared it then with Roderick Dhu 
'1 hat on the field his targe he threv , 

Whose brazen studs and tough bull-hide 
Had death so often dashed aside , 
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l or, Imiietl abroad nmw •« v ’’ 1 w 
i 1(7 Jiune/'Tiiianc was m> old >n l Jmi’j, 

I [t practised ci ery pvs amWarii, j 
J o thrust, to stril c, to Turn*, to cv-« t , 

\A hilc, It s C' pert, though Mr i.i;, - t >r, 

I in. Gael maintained unequal •• ^ 

Inrcc in cIomor ‘tnfc tKj 

And thrice the baxo.i '« o'd i.rvik bio-d* 

No stinted drai tdil, t o mxu t, ticie, ! 

I he mi-hmg floo! the .-”tane d\td 
iMCite Roderick fdl tl.c fatal ditun, | 

Aiul sliowctd Ins blows ldi_ wit in 
And, IS firm rt'd or cr-'lc-rool. 

Against the \. inter diov.tr is p r an f , 

1 he foe, invulnerable mi! 1 , 

Toiled his n ltd n"e b\ t< ady 4 t ! l , 
l'iU, it idi aniage.t den, Ins branu 
] creed ~R<xl end ’s wdipoiYnvn !. s hand, 
And, htehw TrdsJiapic upon tin ki 
UrongRTthe proud' Chieftain to bis } me 


16 “Now, yield tbcc, or, bv Ilim who m' ! e 
I he world, thy heart's blood <1\C' wj bl'de 
“ lhy llireits, tliy mercy, 1 defy * 

Let recicnnt yield who kntN to die " 

1 uke'aclficr" dartin g from hi s cod 1 

Like wolf tint dashes through" the t od. 

Like mountam-cat who guards her younj, 

Tull -it Fitz James’s threw he spnmg. 

Received, but red cd not of a w otmtl, 

And locked Ins amis lus for man round — 

Now, gallant Savon, hold thine own ’ 

No maiden’s hand is round thee thrown ' 

’lint desperate grasp thy frame might feel 
Tlnougli bars of brass and tnple'steel ' " > 

They tug, they strain '—down, down, tfce\ go, 
The Gael above, Fitz-J nines below 
The Chieftain’s gripe Ins throat cornpie-'-ed. 
His knee was planted oil lus breast, 

Ilis clotted locks lie backward tlnew, 

Across his blow his hand lie drew, 

Fiom blood and nust to dear his sight, 

Then gleamed aloft his dagger bright 1 — 

— But hate and fury ill supplied 
The stream of life’s exhausted tide, 

And all too late the adiantagc came, 

T o turn the odds of deadly game , 
i' QiT'vrtute the dagger'gTeamccT on high, 
Keeled soul and sense, lecled brim and eye 
Doy,n came the blow > but m the heath l 
The erring blade found bloodless sheath A 
Ihe struggling foe may now iinclas" 



THE LA El’ OF THE LAKE 


261 


The fainting Chiefs iela\mg grasp, 
Unbounded fiom the dieadful close, 

But breathless al l, F itz-James arose 

17. He faltered thanks to Heaven for life, 
Redeemed , unhoped , from despeiate strife, 
Next on his foe his look he cast, 

Whose every gasp appeared Ins last ; 

In Roderick’s gore he dipped the braid, — 
“Pool Blanche l thy uiongs aie deaily paid , 
Vet with thy foe, must die, 01 live, 

The praise that Faith and Valour give ■’ — 

„ With that he ^Jilevv a bugle-note, 

Undid the collar ftom Ins throat, 

^ Unbonneted , and by the wave 
'Sate down Ins brow and hands to lave 
Then faint afu are heard the feet 
Of rushing steeds 111 gallop fleet. 

The sounds increase, and now arc seen 
Foui mounted squnes m Lincoln gicen ; 

Two who bear lance, and two who lead, 

By loosened iem, a saddled steed , 

„ Each onwaul held Ins headlong course. 

And by Fitz-Janies lemed up his hoise, 

With Wonder v lew ed the bloody spot — 

— “Exclaim not, gallants 1 question not 
You, Ileibeit and Luttness, alight, 

And bind the wounds of yonder knight , 

I et the gray p alfrey beat his w eight. 

We destined for a iairer freight, r ' ' 

And bung him on to Stirling straiglitp- 
I will before at better speed, 

To seek fiesh hoise and fitting w eed 
The sun ndes high , — I must be boune 
To see the aic her- gnme at noon , 

But lightly Bayaid clears the 
De Vuu\ and Fleiries, follow me 1 

tS “Stand, Bayaid, stand >” — the steed obeyed, 

V ith ai ching neck and bended head, 

And glancing eye, and quivering eai, 

As if he loved his loid to hcai 
No foot Fitz Tames in stm ip stayed, 

No giasp upon the saddle laid, 

But wreathed his left hand in the mane, 

And lightly bounded from the plain, 

1 nined on the hoise his armed heel, 

And stiried his couiage with thejstcel 
Bounded the fieiy steed m air, 

The 1 ider sate erect and fair, 

Then, lilve a bolt, from steel cross bow 
Foith Hunched, along the plain thev go 
They dashed that lapid touent through. 



V) Vs up the fh it v pith tlu\ s trum 1, 

Sadden lu, stcccl thti ie dcr reined 
A -.ignat to his --quire lie dun". 

Who mstmt to hr ttrnip sprung :~ 

“Seed thou, Dc Vix\, ion non im' gm\, 

Who town-ward holds tl e rod > v, v, , j 
Of stature till and poorjrni 5 
Mirh’st thou the hrm, let ncUie sti.dc. 

With silnch he s< aks the mo mtun—ide? M 

Know st thou fiom uhenu lie come-, ur \ lion* 
“No, hj my woid , — a bum groom 
lie seems, who m the field"” or those 
A Baron's train Mould nohlj grace ” 

“Out, out, Do Vmx 1 can fsirTupph , 

AncTJcalous^ , no sharper e\c? 

Afar, ere to the lull he drev , 

1 hat stalcl> form and step 1 knew , 

Li ke fonn in Scotland is not sTCn 
1 leads not such step on Scottish green 
’ 1 ii James of Douglas, by ^amt hc rle 1 
The uncle of the banished "LutI 
Anav, an ay, to court, to show J 
The near approach of dreaded foe , 

The king must stand upon Ins guild , 

Douglas and lie must meet pieparcd — 

Then right hand i\ heeled then steeds, and straight 
Th ey non the castle’s p ostern gate 

2o The Douglas, nho had bent Ins ivay 
from Cambus-Kennetli’s nbbei grai, 

Now, as he climbed tlicxocki shelf, 
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Held sad communion with himself — 
“Yes' all is tine n>\ ha is could frame 


A prisoner lies the noble Gramie, 

And fiery Roderick soon w ill feel 
The i engeance of the 103 al steel 
I, only 1, can waid their fate, — 

God grant the ransom come not late ' 
The Abbess hath bet piomise given, 

My child shall be the bride of heat en ,-j- 
~Bc pardoned one repimnglear if f 
F01 lie, who gave her, knows how deal, 
How excellent — but that is by. 

And now my business is to die 
— Y e tower s 1 within whose circuit dread 
A Doug las by his sovereign bled, 

AncI l boudoir sad and'fatal molind 1 
j 1 hat oft hast heard the death-axe sound, 

1 As on the noblest of th eland 


Fell the stem h eadsman’ s bloody hand, 

Hie dungeon, block , and n ameles s tomb 
Prepaie, — for Douglas seeks his doom 1 
— But hark > what blithe and jails peal 
Makes the F ranciscan steep le.! cel ? 

And see' upon the ciowded stTeet, 

In motle y groups what masquers meet 1 
Bannei and pageant, pipe and drum, 

> And meny m oirice-ckance rs come 
I guess, by all tins quaint arraj, 

1 he burghers hold then sports to day 
James will be there , — he loves such show 
Wlieie the good v e oman bends his bow, 

And the tough vucstler tods his foe, 

As well ssv\Tlc*e, in proud erneer,! 

Hie high-born tiltei shivers spear j 
1 11 follow to the Castle paik, 

A nd play my pure , — King James s hall mark 
If age lias tamed These smews star!,, ” 

\\ liose foice so oft, 111 happiei dajs, 

His boyish wonder loved topiaise ” — 1' 


2 1 The Castle gates weie open filing, 

The quivering di aw bridge loeke 1 and rung, 
And echoed loud the fimtv stuet 
Ueneath the couisei s’ clattcimg feet, 

As slowly down the steep descent 
Fan Scotland’s Kmg and nobles went, 

While all along the uowded wa> 

Was jubilpc and loud hu-pa j 
And eveFJames was bending low, 

To lusvHntc jennet’s saddle bow. 

Doffing his cap to city dame, 

Y ho smiled and blushed foi pndc and shame:] 
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And well the Mmpctci might be Min /- 
lit chose the f-urcsl of the train, / 

Gravely he greets each citv sire, 

Commends eicli pageant's quaint nltne, 

Lives to the dancers llnnks aloud, 

/ ml smiles and nods upon the crowd, 

■\\ho lend the heavens with their acclaims, 
“Long live th e Commons’ Kin g, King James' 
Behind the King thronged peer mid knight, 
And noble dame and damsel bright, 

Whose fiery steeds ill brooked the stay 
Of the steep street and crowded way 
—But m the t rain you might discern 
Dmk lowering brow and visage stern 
1 here no bles mourned their pride resUamed, 
And tJie mcanlHirghcrs 1 to y s disdained , 

And chiefs, w ho, hostage for thur clan, 

Weie each from home a banished man, 

1 here thought upon then own grav tower, 
Their waving woods, their feudal power, 

And deemed themselves a shameful pait 
Of pageant, which they cursed m heart 

22 Now in the Castle park, drew out 
I heir chcqueied bands the joyous rout 
Uicie morriccrs, with hell at heel, 

And blade in hand, their mazes wheel. 

But chief, beside the ImttsTtlicre stand 
1 Rohm Hood ancTaTniis hand, — 

Friar Tuck w itli q uarter-staff mid cow l, 

Old Scathelocke with Ills suily scow 1 . 

Maid Marian, fair as ivory bone. 

S carlet, and Mutch, anSTlaine'Jolm , 

Their bugles challenge all that will A ^ 

In archery to prove their skill ' 

1 he Douglas bent a bow of might. — 

His fust shaft ccnti eel in" the white . 

And when in turn he shot again, 

His second split the first m twain 
Fiom the King s hand must Douglas label 
A silver dart, the archers’ slake, \ 

Fondly be watched, with watery eye, 

Some aiisvjxnng glance of sympathy, — 

No bind emotion made reply 1 
Ind ifferen t as to aichei wight, ^ 

1 he Monai ch gave the arrow bright 

2 2 Now , dear the ring ! for, hand to hand 
The manly wrestlers lake their stand 
1 wo o er the rest superior rose, 

Alia proud demanded mightier foes, 

For called m vain , for Douglas came 
I or life, is Hugh of Larbeit lame 
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Scaicc bettei John of Alloa's fare. 

Whom senseless home his comrades hen 
Pi i2c of the w resthng match, the King 
To Douglas g^e a golden nng, 

Wlnle coldly glanced his eye of blue, 

As froze'n'drop of wintry den 
D ouglas would sneak , but m lus breast 
Ills stniggling soul his wands suppies sed 
Indignant then he turned him uheie 
Their arms the brawn}’ yeomen bare. 

To hurl the massne bar in air 
When each Ins utmost stiength had show n, 
The Douglas rent an eai th f ast stone 
From its deep bed, then Heaved it high, 
And sent the fragment through the shy, 

A rood beyond the farthest mark , — 

And still in Stirling’s royal paik, 
lhe gray -haired sues who know the pa st 
To strangeis point the Douglas- cast, 

And moialise on the decay ~ 

Of Scottish strength m modern d ay 

24. The a ale with loud applauses rang, 

The L adies’ Rock sent back the clang , 

The King, with look unmoied, hestoned 
A purse well filled w ith pieces bro ad 
Indignant smiled the Douglas prduck 
And threw the gold among the ciowd. 

Who non, with anxious uonder, scan. 

And sharpei ghmee, the dark gray man , 

Till w htspers rose among the tlnong, 

That heait so fiee, and hand so strong, 

Must to the ( Doiglas blood belong 
The old men marked, and shook the head, 

1 o see his hair w ith silver spread . 

And milked nside T'and told ea ch so n 
Of feats upon the English done, { 

Ere Douglas of the stalw art hand 
Was exiled from Ins natn c land 
The women piaised lus stately form, 
d jiotigh j vreck ed by 111 any a w niter’s storm * 
The youth, with awe and wonder, saw 
His strength s urpassing natuic’s law 
Thus judged, as is their wont the cTowd, 

I ill murmurs rose to clamours loud 
But not a glance from that pioud nng 
Of peers who circled round the King 
With Douglas held communion kind, 

Or called the banished man to mind , 

No, not ftom those who, at the chase, 

Once held Ins side the honoured p’acc, 

Bc£?trt lus boaid, and, in the field, 
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“ Of th} i )ii g -proud ambitious clan. 

Thou, Jamas ol IJothwdl, wert the rtnn, 

The onlj man, m w hom a foe 
Til y w oman-m erev w onpjjot know 
But shall a Monarch’s prescnce'TnooLJ 
Jnj tnious blow, ana liaughtj look? — j 
A\ liaTHo ! the Captain of our Guaid 1 
One the offender titling waid — 1 
Bieak oil the spoits i” — for tumult lose, 

And } comen ’gin to bend their bous — 
“lhcak off the sports he said, and frowned 
“And bid om hoisuncn dear the ground ” — 

2 ? Tnen upioar wild and n nsanav 

’ Marred the fair foim of festal daj 

The hor-emen pricked among the crowd, 
"Repelled by thieats and insult loud , 

, 'J o cai th are home the old and w eak, 

1 he timorous (1} , the w omen shneh , 

With flint, with shaft, wnh staff, with bai. 

The hardier urge tumultuous w ar 
At once lound Douglas darkly sweep 
1 he royal spears in circle deep, 

And slow 3j scale the pathwaj steep, 

A\ hile on thelTTeai m thunde r poui 
Hie rabble with disordered ioar 
With grief the noble Douglas saw 
A he commons i ise against the law. 

And to the leading soldier said, 

“Su John of If} ndford 1 'tv, ns my blade 
That knighthood on th} shoulder laid , 

For that good deed, pci nut ire then 
A >voul with these misguided men — 

2$ “Hear, gentle friends 1 ere }et, for nn^. 

Ye bieak die bands of fealt) ■>-’ 

My lifej ni} honour, and m} cause, 

I tender free to Scotland’s laws ; ‘ 

Aie these so v, eak as must icquire 
The aid of } our misguided ire? 

Or, if I suffer causeless wiong, 

Is then m} s elfish lage so strong, 

My sense of tniblic w eal so low, 

That, foiT henn lengeancc on a foe. 

Those coids of lore I should unbind, 

A\ Inch knit mv country and ni} land ? 

Oh no r Behercy m jamder tow ei 
It w ill not soothe my captive hour 
lo know those spears oui foes should drendt 
For me in kindicd gore '’re red , , ' 

To know, m fruitless braw 1 begun, i/ 

For me, that mother w ails lieFson , 

For me, that w ldow ’s mate expires, 




y //;; lady or run lakh 

1 o. me, tint orphan tv rep ' r * ir 'b 
1 hit patriots nm irn tnmlUd n^'t f 
\ml cm** i’n D mgW for «»- cro M 

0 kt >o«r trtUfV-t ward n-tn Hi, 

And keep >o»r right tvltncne “ 

q he crov d\ i\ lid f.sn * od„ •'jam 
In tears, is temp-'d . nett in ram 
Vv till lifted hind 5 mi! <■) c ti t) 1 "i' L 

1 or McwiO on !»•> f.citern keid, 

\\ ho for h -> comittv Alt afore 

And pn cd her bloo Ilf • oii'l his o <11 
Old men, upon the vttge c>flifi r 
Blessed him who staved the end 'trdt , 

And mothers held thur lubes on hi^.i, 

The self-devoted chief to yv, 
iuuniphant me* - wren" and ire, | 
lo whom the puttier o til " sire j , 

h v cn the rough r oldu r\ Ik art n v .no*, td , 
Asifhchinl wine b cr bclon-d, 5 

With trnlmg irm, rail drropmg head, « 

1 he Douglas up the hill h< Ld, 

And it the ca-tie’s batch d verge. 

With sighs, resigned IiiT hoT TureJ charge 

30 T he offended Monarch rode ap-w,, 

With bitter thought anti swelling heart, 

And would not now vouchsafe again 
riuough Stirling streets to lead lit* tram 
‘ O Lemnos, w lio w o ild wish to rule 
1 Ins c hangeling croud, th'ucaumoj 5?’l J 
Hear’sl UKiu, ,r he said, * the foud acclaim, 

\\ ith which they shout the Roughs’ name? 

\S ith like acclaim, the v nlg ar throat 
Strained for King lamcsRnuFmrvriinig note , 
With like acclaim the) hailed the <h\\ ' 

When first 1 broke the Douglas' suri , 

And like acclaim would Douglas gieet, 

I fbe could hurl me from mv seat 
Who o’er the herd would wish to reign, 

1 anlastic, fickle, fierce, and y am ? 

Vain as die leaf upon the stream, 

And fickle as a changeful dream , 

Fant astic as a woman’s inood, 

And fierce as Frcnry’s fevered blood 
Thou manj -headed monstcr-tlnn tr, 

O who would wish to be til) king ’ — 

3 t “But soft 1 what m essenger of speed 
Spurs hitheiwaid lus panting stcedT 
k guess Ins co gni7ance afar — 

WkUfrom ourcousm, Tolm of Mai?”— 

a\r,i C pr ?e S ’ ) QUr Sports keep bound 

Whtlun the safe aUdguauled ground 



/HE LADY OB THE LAKE. 


265 


For some foul purpose yet unknown,— 
Most sure for e\ il to the throne, — 

The outlawed Chieftain, Roderick Dhu, 
Has summoned Ins rebellious crew , 

’Tis said, m J ames of Bothw el l's aid 
These l oose banditti stand anayed 
The Earl of Mai, this morn, from Donne, 
To bieak then muster maiclied, and soon 
Your grace will hear of battle fought , 

But eainestly~tlie Fail besougIik\“ 

Till for such danger he piovide, j 
With scanty tiaui you w ill not ride ’J — 

32 "Thou warn’st me I have done a miss, j— 

I should ha\e earliei looked to this 
I lost it m tins bustling day f 

— Retiace with speed thy former way , 
Spare not for spoiling of thy steed, \l 
The best of mine shall be thy meed / 

Say to om faithful Loid of Mar, 

We do forbid the intended war, 

Ilodmck, this mom, m single fight. 

Was made our prisonei by a knight, 

And Douglas hath himself and cam e 
Submitted to our kingdom’s Hivs 
Ihe tidnigsoTTlieiFIeaclernbsf' J 
Will soon dissCh e the mountain host, j „ 
Nor would w e that the vulgar feel, \ 
For their Chief’s crimes, av eijgmgjJeel 1 

1 / Beai Mar our message, Bracojfly” — 

He turned his steed, — “My liege, I hie, 
Yet, eie I cioss tins lily lawn, 

I' I fear the broad-swords willlie drawn — 
The turf the flying coursei spumed, 

And to Ins tow'ers the King 1 etunied 

33 111 w ith Kin s James’s mood that day 
Suited gay feast and minstrel lay, 

Soon were dismissed the courtly throng . 
And soon cut short the festal song 
Nor less upon the saddened town 
The evening sunk m sorrow down, _ r 
Hie burglieis spoke of end jar, J J 
Of rumoured feuds and mountain vVar, 

Of Moray, Mar, and Roderick Dhu, 

All up in amis — the Douglas too. 

They mourned him pent -within the ho]d 
“Where stout Eail William w'ns of old,' — 
And therejns word the speaker stayed, / 
And fingei ofiTTis lip he laid, f 

Oi pointed to Ins dagger blade 
But jadecfl orsenien, flom the west, ^ 

At evening to the castle picssed, J ' 
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And bus) talkers said they bore 
Tidings of fight on Katrine's shore 
At noon the dendl) fra) begun, 

And lasted till the set of sun 

Thus giddy rumour shook the ton n, 

fill closed the Night hei pe nnons bionn . 


Cats TO SIXTH 
a Hi, GUA UT> KOOM 

I The sun, an akening, through die smok) air ( 

Of the daik city casts a sullen glance, 

Rousing each caitiff to his taslc of care, i , 

Of sinful maiT the <nd inheritance, 
S ummornng ~rcveller-, fiom the lagging dance, 

Scaling the prowling robbu toTiis den, 

Gilding on battled tower the i\ aider's lance, 

, And v, armng student pale to leave his pen, 

And yield lus droivs) eyes to the kind nurse of men 
What -various scenes, and 0 1 what scenes o f uoe, 

Aie witnessed by that led and snugg ling beam 1 
The fevered patient, from his pallet tow. 

Through crowded hospital beholds i ts stream , 

The r uined maide n trembles at its gleam, 

The debtor wakes to thoughts of gyve and jul, 

The love lorn wietch staits fiom tormenting die-nn, 
The W'akeful mother, by the gl immering pale , 

Turns her sick infant’s couch, and soothes liis iicblc w ail 
2 At anwn the toweis of Stirling rang 
With soldier-step and weapon-clang, 

While diums, with rolling note, foretell 
Relief to weniy sentinel ~ 

Through nauow loop and casement baried, 

The sunbeams sought the C ourt of Gin ul, /* 
find, struggling with the smoky an, *' 

Deadened the toiches’ yellow glare 
In comfortless alliance shone 
i lie lights through arch of blackened stone, 

And show ed wild shapes m garb of w ar, 

Faces deformed with beaid and scar, 

All haggaid from the midnight w atcli, 

And fevered w ith the stein debauch , 

For the oak table’s massive boaid, 

Flooded with wine, with fragments stored, 
kud beakers drained, and cups o’eitlnown, 

Showed m what sport the mglit had flown 
Some, weary, snoicd on flooi and bench , 

Some latiomcd still their thirst to quench , 

Some, chilled w itli w atclnug, spicad their bands 
U er the huge chimney’s d>mg bnmls , 

, 11 c round them, oi beside Uiem Slung, 
e\uy step then harness umg 
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3. These chew not for then fields the sword. 
Like tenants of 1 feudal lord, 

~Nor owned the jjatuaichaLchtiiii ? 

Of chieftain in then leadei’s namc^ 
A dventurers they, fi oin fai who loved, 

, '1 olive, by battle wTucirthe) loved ^ 
lliete the Italian s clouded face, 

^he swaitliv SpannicTslIieic you trace » 

I he mountain-loving Swntzei theic 
More free!} biea thed m mountain an , 

The Fleming there despised the soil 
Thai p-iid so ill the lahomer’s toil, 

Their lolls showed F tench and German naa e, 
And meirj Fnglind’s exiles came, 

To share, v ith dl-coiieealed disdain, 

Of Scotland’s pay" the ' scanty gain 
A 11 brav e 111 aims, w ell trained to w icld 
The heavy h albei t, biand, and shield, 

In camps l icentiou s, wild, and bold , 

In pillage, fierce, and uncontiollcd , 

And non, bv IioFvtid e and least, 

Fiona rules of discipline 1 cleased 


A. They held debate of bloody fraj,| 

Fought ’tu ixt Loch-Katime ana Achray 
Fjci.cc was their speech, and, hind their words, 
Uieir hands oft grappled to their swouls,/ 
Nor sunk their tone to spare the ear 
Of w oundedTonhadcs gioanmg neai, 

Whose mangled limbs, and bodies goicd, 

Boie token of tlie mountain sword, 

Though, ncighbouiing .to the Court of Guard, 
Tlicn piayers and fevcusli wads weie heard, — 
Sad buiden to the luffianjoke, I 
And sav age oath byluryspoke '-4- 
At lengtli up-stai t etFJonnO f~B rc n t, 

A y eoman from the banks of Tient, 

A stranger to respect or fear, 

In peace a chasei of the deei. 

I n host a llardiTmuHnSer, 

But still the boldest of the crew , 

When deed of danger w as to jjo 

He griev cd, that cPy their games cut short, 1 

And marred the dice rs’ bray hug spoil, / 

And sfioutedToud, “ Reneulfie Low 1 1 [ 

And, while a merry catch I trclh 

Let each the b uxom cTioriis ben, x/ 

Like brethren of the brand and spear ” — • 


2?I 


Sounds Soxc 

5 Our vicar still preaches tint Peter and Poule 

Laid a swingeing long enrse on the b pmiy brown bn J. 
That there’s w rath and despair 111 the jolh bind. j, j» 
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And seve n deadly sj jis in a flagon of sack , / 

Yet whooiOarnaby ' off with thy jiqnor^ 
DnnklTpsces out, and afigjor the vicar ' 

Our Mcar he calls it damnation to si_ p 
The lipe rndd v dew of a -womans deal lip , 

Says, that Beelzebub lurks' mhertocHcf so sly, 
And Apollyon shoots darts from her merry black 
\ c t -vv hoop, Jack 1 kiss Gillian the quicker, 

Till she bloom like a roscTand a fig foi the vicar ' 


Our vicar thus preaches — and why should ne not? 
For the dues of Ins cute are the placke t and pot , 

And ’tis right of lus office poor laymen to larch, 

Who infringe the domains of our good mothei Chuicl 
Yet ii hoop, bully-boy s i off with your liquor, 

Sweet Marjori e's t he word , and a fig for the vicar 1 

6 The warder’s challenge, heaul w itliout, 

Stay ed i n mid roa r the merry shout 
A soldieFtcT the portal went, — 

“ Here is old Bertram, sirs, of Ghent , 

And, beat for j ubile e the dram 1 
A maid and minstrel with him come ” — 
Bertram, a Fleming, gray, and scarred, 

Was entering now the Court of Guard, 

A harper with him, and, in plaid , 

All muffled close, a mountain maid, 

Who backward shrank to ’scape the view 
Of the loose scene and boisterous cievr 
“ What news?” they roared — “ I only know 
From noon till eve we fought with foe 
As wild and as untvmeable 
As the rade mountains where they dwell 
On both sides store of blood is los t. 

Nor much success cari either boast ” — 

“But whence thy^ captives, friend? such sped 
Asjheirs must needs ren aid thy toil" 

01 1 dost thou wax, and wais grow sharp ,/ 
Thou now hast tri ce maide n and lnrp, { 

Get thee an ape, anil Pudge the la nd. i 
The leader of a juggler band FEZ 


' No, comrade , — no such fortune min e 
After the fight, these sought our Tmep 
That aged harper and the gifI7~ 

And, having audience of the Earl, 

Mar bade 1 should pur vey them steed, 

And bring them hitherward' with speed. 
Forbear your mirth and rude alarm, I 
For none shall do them sliameor harm 
liear ye his boasfT'' ei ed J ohn of Brent, 


Ev er to strife and jangling befit, 
! doe bes: " 


“ Shall he strike . 


. i -- beside our lodge, 

AnU %u the icaloas > .ggard ’ 


n i 
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To pi\ ll'c foieslei U s ice 5 
111 have mj share lion e’er it be. 

Despite of Mornj, Mar or thee ’ — 

Be. tram Lis forward step withstood?/ 
And burning m his vengeful mood, | 
Old Allan, though unfit for strife, I 
I.atd hand upon Ins chggei knife , * 

But Ellen boldly stepped betw ecn, 

And dropped at once the tartan ^cieen— « 
So, from his morning cloud, appears - 
The sun of Ha} , thiough summer tears. 
The savage coldiety, amazed, 

As on descended angel g'zed J 
Ev en hardy Brent, abashed and tamed. 
Stood Halt adminng, half ashamed 

8 Boldh she spoke , — ‘ Soldiers, attend ’ 

My father was the soldier’s fnenct , 
Cheeied hun in camps, m mar dies led, 
And with lum m the battle bled 

Not fiom the valiant, or the strong, j 
Should exile’s daughter suffer v long ”j~ 
Answered De Brent most font aid still 
Ineveiy feutoi good or 11, 

“I shame me of the pait I pk} ed 
And thou an’ outlaw’s child, poor n.aidi 
An outlaw I b} Eoicst laws . 

And metry Need n oo d knows the causa 
Poor Rose, — if ixose be living now,” — 

He wiped Ins iron C) e and brow, — 

“ Must heai such an e. J think, as thorn*** 
Hear }e, mj mates , — I go to call 
The Captain of oui w atch to liall 
Tlieie lies mj halbert on tlie floor , 

And lie that steps m> halbert o’er. 

T o do the maid injurious part, 

My shaft shall quiv er in Ins heait ’ 

Bevvaie loose speech, or jestmg rough ; 

Ye all know John de Brent Enough ” 

9 Then Captain came, a gallant young — 
(Of Tulhbardtne’s house helprungT 
Not wore he jet the spurs of kmgl t [ 

Gaj was hts imen\ his humour light. 

And though bv courlesj controlled 
Forward his speech, his bearing bold^ 

1 h e high-born nr’ide n lUjcmld brook 
1 licscanning cl lui~c unous~ ioQk 
And dauntless eve, —and jet, m soo‘b, 
Young Le..as was a generous youth , 

But Ellen’s lov ely face and mien, 

Ik-suited to the garb •md scene, 

Slight lightl} bear construction strange,] 
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And in vc loose fine) scope to langc/ 

— “■Welcome to .Stirling toweis, fan maid I 
Come ye to seek a champion’s aid, 

On p alfrey white, with hat per hoar, 

Like ei rant damosel of yore ? 

Does tfiylTl glFqueJt a knight require, 

Oi may the 16011110“ suit a squire?”— 

Her dark eye f lashed she paused and sighed, 
“ O what base I to do with pride '— 

Unougli scenes of soirow, shame, and strife, 

A suppliant for a father's life, 

I ciav e an audience of the King 
Behold, t o hack my sui t, a ring, 

1 he royat pledge of grateful claims, 

Given by the Monarch to Fitz-James” 


iO The signet ung young Lewis look. 

With deep respect and altered look , 

And said, — “ i Ins ring dm duties own , 
Anc^pardqn^ 1 f, t o wornru nknowr). 

In semblance mean obscurely a eiled, 

Lady , in aught my folly failed 
Soon as the day flmgs w ide Ins gates, j 
The King shall know what suitor waits 
B icase yon, meanwhile, m fitting-hoy $r. 
Repose ^ ou till his w r akmg hour f 
Female attendance shall obey 
Your host , for service or anay 
Ber mit I marsha l yahTtlnTway ” — 

BuKcre she follow ed, with the grace 
And open bounty of her race, \ 

She bade her slendu purse he shared 

Among the soldiers of the guard 

The rest w ith thanks their gu erdon took , 

But Brent, with shy and avvkuaid look. 

On the reluctant maiden’s hold 
Foiccd b lunt ly back the proffered gold, — 
“Foigiveal iaughty English heart, 

A.nd O foiget i ts nulei par t ’ 

I he vacant purse shall be my share, 

"Which in my barrefcirip I’ll bear, l 
Bcrchance, in leo pardy of wai . I 
Where gayer crests in iy keep afar ”1 - 
Y ith thanks—Bty Tas a ll she could, — the maid 
His rugged courtesy lepakl 7 


It 


\ V . l ' cu Kllen forth with Lew is went 
Allan made smt to John of Blent — 
i ly lady safe, oh let your grace 
we me to sec my mastei’s iac^ , l 

Bonmt l r Slrel {’~ t0 sllare his doom 1 
Bound from the cradle to the tomb 1 
a enui m descen t, t vc P first mv <• 
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Waked foi Ins noble bouse (hen lues, 

Kor one of all the mce was know n I 
But piucd its weal abo\e their ow n ( 

With the Chiefs birth begins our coi'e . 
Oui heart must soothe the infant heir, 

Teach the youth tales of tight, and giace J, 
Ill'- cailiest feat of field or chase , 

In peace, m war, our rank we keep . 

We cheei Ins boaid,~we "sootlie Ins sleep, 

2\ T oi leare him till we pour our verse, 

„ A doleful tribute 1 o’er his heaise 
Then let me shaie his captn e lot , 

It is my right, — deny it not >” — 

“Little we ieck,” said John of Brent, / 

“We Southern men, of long descent j I 
Kor wot we how a name— a word — / 

Makes clansmen i assals to a lord 
Yet kind my noble landlord’s part, — / 

God bless the house of Beaudeseit 1 / - / 

And, but I loved to dm e~tliej fcer. 

More than to gui de the labouring s teel, 

I had not dwelTan outcast here 
Come, good old Minstrel, follow' me , 

Thy Lord and Chieftain shnlt thou see. ” — 

32, Then, from a rusted non hook, 

A bunch ot ponderous keys lie took, 

Lighted a torch, and Allan led 
Through grated arch and passage dread 
PoitaL they passed, wlieie, deep within, 
Spoke prisoner’s moan and fetters’ dm , { 
Through nigged -vaults, where, l oosely stoied 
Lay whee l, and axe, and headsman's sw oid JT 
„ And many an hideous engine grim, 

For wrenching joint, and crushing limb, 

/ By aitists formed, who deemed it shame 
And sm to gn e their w ork a name 
They halted at a low -blow ed porch, 

And Brent to Allan ga\c the torch, 

While bolt and chain he backw ard rolled, 

And made the bar irnhasp its hold 
They entered — 'twas a pnson-ioom 
Of stern security and gloom, / 

Yet not a d ungeon , for the da) 

Jhiougli lofty gratings found its way, ^ ,.4, 
And rude and antique garniture A '**' 

Decked the snd_ w ails and oaken floor. 

Such as the rugged day s of old 
Deemed fit for captn e noble s hold ) 

“ Here," said De Brent, “ thou mayst remain? 
Till the L eech v lsit him again 
Stnct is his charge, the warders tell. 
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'1 o tend the noble pi no ler \.cl 5 ’ — 

Reining then, the halt lie 1 <ire\ , 

And the lock’s murmurs gw kd -men 
Roused at the sound, from lov, n ked 
A captive feebly raided In-. Kvl , 

'lhe wondcimg Minstrel loot e 1, and t nets 
Not his deailodh but Ro lentk Dun l 
Foi, come li oin vv here Clan* \Jjpirc foumit,/ , 
They, erring, deemed the Chief he soognt | 

13 As the tall ship, as hose lofty prove 
Shall novel stun the bilio.va mote, 

Deserted by her gallant Ir^ml, 

Amid the breakers lies nsTrand,— 

So, on bus couch, lay Roderick Dim ! 

And oft his fevered hmt>s he three. 

In toss abrupt, ns when her sides 
LleTochungin the advancing tide., 
lint shake her frame ,v ith <_ea-nle,-> heat, 

! Y et cannot hear c her from her seat , — 

0 1 how unlike her course on sea ! 

Or 3ns free step on lull and lea 1 — 

Boon as the Mmstrel he could scan, 

— ‘ What of thy lady? — of my chn 7 — 

My mother? — Douglas' 5 — tell me all > — 

Have the) been ruined in my fall ? 

Ah, yes 1 or nhetefore art thou here ’ 

Yet speak, — speak boldl), — do not fear 
{Foi Allan, who his mood vveTTTntvvT’ 

Was choked with guef and terror too ) 

“Who fought? — who fled? — Old man, be hncf 
Some might — for the) had lost their Chief ( 
Who basely liv c 5 — v. bo bras cly died ? 1 ' 

“ O, calm tlicc, Chief <” the Mmstrel cried. 
“Ellen is safe," — “For that, tliank Heaven 1 ’*- 
“ And hopes are for the Douglas giv cn , 

The Lady Margaret too is v\ ell, 

And for thy clan, — on field or fell, 

Has ncvci harp of mmstrel told 
Of combat fought so true and bold 
Thy stately pme is } et unbent, 

Though many a goodlj bough is lent " — 
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The Chieftain reared his form on high. 

And fever’s fircTTas in his eje, • 

But ghastly, pale, and lmd sheaks - 
Chequeicd his swat thy blow and cheeks 
— Han , Mmstrel ! I have heard thee play 
W ith measure bold on festal da>, 

ci l0ne lsl ?’ a gam vvbeic ne’er > 
mw \ mper kiM, 01 w ai noi heal, , ) 
That stirring air that pg yls on hig h 
'^Sk-SsSSliimce our victory j 
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blrike it aud then, (foi 11011 thou ca ist,} 
Free fiom thy mmstrel-spint Janced ,/ 
Fling me tlie picture of the %ht, 

V* hui met ni} cl m the Sa\on might 

I'll listen, till my fane, hears 

The clang of swords the crash of speais ' 

1 iicse grate-, these a alls, shall \amsh then 
For the fair field of fighting men. 

And m} free spirit burst aw a), j 
As if it soared from battle fray ”-f~ 

The trembling bant with awe obeyed, — 
’-low on the harp Ins hand he laid*, 

Tut soon remembrance of the sight 
He witnessed fiom the mountain’s height, 
With what old Bertram told at night, 

Aw ahened the full pow er of song, 

And boie him in career along, — 

As shallop launched on nver’s tide, 
’UiatTSTow and fearful leaves the side, 

Imf. when if fee is the middle stream, 

Dm cs downward swift as lightning’s beam. 

Battci or Br-u an Duine 
“ The Minstrel c nne once more to a icw 
The eastern ndge of Ben-v enue, 

For, ere he parted, he would say 
Fa rewel l to lovely LocH'-AcFfa} — 

Where shall he find, m foreign land 
So lone a lake, so sw eet a strand ' — 

1 here is no breeze upon the fern, 

No ripple on the lake. 

Upon her eyrie nods the erne, 

The deer has sought the brake ; 

The small birds wall not sing aloud *- 
The sp ringin g trout lies still, ■* - s 
So darkly glooms y on thunder-cloud, 
ThaTs wathes , as w ltli a purple shroud, 
Denied?! distant lull 
Is it the thunder’s solemn sound 
That mutters deep and dread. 

Or echoes from the g roani ng ground I 
The wamor’s measured tread 5 I s 
Is it the lightning’s quivcrmg glance 
That on the thicket streams, ' % 

Oi do they flash on spear aud lance, 

1 he sun’s retiring beams ? 

— I see the dagger-crest of Mar, 

I see the Morav’s silver star, 

Wav e o’ei the c loud of Saxon w -r 
That up the lakFcomes vuhcITpgfarl/ 

To hero boune foi battle strife, 

Or bard of martial lay. 
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’ fucre worth ten years of peaceful lift,/ 

One glance at their array ’ < 

16 * Their hght-arn ed archers far and near 
Sun eyed the tangled ground, 

'1 heir centre ranks w ith pike ami spear 
A tv. flight forest frov'ncd, j J r 
Tneir barbed horsemen, in the rear, 

'} he stern "battalia crov/red / 

Ko cymbal clashed, no elation tan", 

Still were the pipe and drum, 
base heavy tread, and armours clang, 

The sullen march was dumb 
Til "re breathed no wind their crests to sh At*, 

Or vmc their flags abroad , 

Scarce tlie frail aspen seemed to quake, 

That s hadowed o 'er their road. 

Their vaw arc t scouts no tidings bring, 

Can rouse no lurking foe, - < , - 

Nor spy a trace of living thing, </ 

Sate when the) s tirred the roe; 

The host leases, lik e a deep sca -v -wo. 

■Where rise no rocks luTpria cJo brave. 

High swelling, dark , and elov 
Thciake is passed, and now They gain 
A narrow and a broken plain, j 
Befoic the Trosnch’s nigged jaw s , j 
And here the horse and spear-men pause, 1 
While, to explore the dangeions glen, I 
Due through the pass the archer men ( 

17 “A t once time rose so wild a sell 
Within that dark and narrow dell, 

As all the fiends, from heaven that fe’l, 

Had pealed the b annei -crv of hell ! 

Forth from the pass in tumult driven, 

Like chaff before tlie wind of heaven, 

The a rchery appear 

For life 1 for life ’ then flight they plj-~ 

And shriek, and shout, and battle cry, 1 
And plaids and bonnets w av ing high, ’ 

And broad-swoids flashing to the sky, 

Are maddening m their icai 
Onward they drive m dreadful race, 

Pursuers and pursued , 

Bcfote that tide of flight and chase, j 
Wow shall it keep its rooted place, | 
ThespcannejPs twilight wood’ 

Down down, cried Mar, *v our lances down 
B ear ha ck both friend and foe 1 ’ 

/ jLvke reeds before th e temp est’s frown, 

That sen ied grove of lances brown 
At once fay levelled low, 
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And closely shouldenng side to side,} 

The b ristling rinks the onset bi 3 e — ■ 

— * Wc’TTquell the savage mountaineer , 

^ As their Tmchel cons the game 1 
’1 hey come as Hect is foiest deer, 

We’ll drive them back as tame ' — 

l8. “Bcaung before them, m their course, 

The lehcs of the ireher force, 

Like n ave with crest of sparkling foam, 

Right onnard did Clan- Alpine come 
Abo\ e the tide, each broad-sword blight 
Was brandishing like beam of light, 

Rich targe was dark below, 

And v ith the ocean’s mighty swing, 

When heaving to the tempest’s wing. 

They I nn led them on the foe 
I heard theTance’sldTn ering crash, _ ( 

As when the whnlwmd reads the ash, <. ^ 
I heard the broad-sword’s deadly clang, 

As if a hundred anvils rang ' 

Hut Mony wheeled Ins reir-ward rink 
Of horsemen on Clin- Alpine’s flank, 

— ‘My binner-min, adaance 1 
I see, ’ he cried, their column shake 
Now, gallants 1 for your ladies’ sike, 

U pon them with the lance >’ — 

Die horsemen dashed among the rout . 

As deer break through the broom , 

Their steeds are stout, then swords ire out./' „ 
They soon make lightsome room / 
Clan-Alpme’s best are hick wild borne, — / 
Where, where, was Roderick then ’/ 

One blast upon his b ugle horn / 

Weie w'oith a thousand men 
And r efluen t through the pass of fea r/ 

Die battle’s tide was pouied , 

Vanished the Saxon’s struggling spear . 

Van ished the mountain sw’ord 
\s lirackhnn’s chasm, so black and steep, 
Rccen es her roaring hnn. 

As the dark ca\ eras of the deep 
Suck the w ild whirlpool m. 

So did t he dee p and daiksome pass 
De\ oiu the battle’s mingled mass , | 

None hngei now upon the plain, , 

Saae those who ne’ci slnll fight again J 

19 “ Now’ W’estw ard rolls the battle’s dm, 

That deep and doubling pass witlun 
Minstrel, away < 'tlie'work of fate 
Is bearing on its issue watt, 

Where the rude Tiosach’s dicad defi’q 
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O pens o n Ivahme’s like inti isle I 
Grav Ben-tenue I soon rcpaxscd, 
Loch-Katnne lay beneath me cast, 

The sun is set,~thej51ondTare met, 1 , 
The lowering scow 1 of Uqaxen ^ - 
An inky hue of In. id blue/ a > 

To the deep lake has gi' en , 

Strange gusts of wind from mountain, glen 
Swept o’er the lake, then sunk agen ~ , 

I heeded not the eddying surge, <// / < v 
Mme eye but saw the Trosach’s gorge, 
Mine ear but heard that sullen sound 
Winch like an eai thquake shook the grou 
And s poke the stern and desperate strife 
That parts not but with paitmg life, J 
Seeming, to mmstrel-enr, to toll 
The dirge of many a passing soul 

Nearei it_ conies — t heTfim-w ood glen,, / 
The martial flood dr^SfgecTageh, i * 
But not in mingled tide , f 
The plaided warnois of the North 
High on the ttiou.nta.Yn thunder forth, 
And overhang its side , 

While by the lake below appears 
The darkening cloud of Saxon spears / 
At W'cary bay each slialteied hand, J 
Eyeing then foemen, sternly stand J 
, Then - banners stream like tattered sad, 
That flings its fragments to the gale, 
And biohen amis and dmriay 
M ilked the fell havoc o f the day 
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“Vie a mg the mountain’s ndge askance. 
The Saxons stood in sullen t rance ! 
j ill Moray pointed w lth his lance. 

And cried — * Behold yon isle 1 — 

See ’ none are left to guard its strand, 

Biit w omen weak, that wring the hand * 
’Tis theie of yoie the roblierBSnd 
Their booty wont to pile — 

My purse, with b onnet-piece s store. 

To Jo raui-ilLs w i m a b ow sho t o’er, 

A-nd loose a shallop from the shore 

we’ll tame the war-w nlf then, 
•i-ords of his mate.^ and biood, and den ’ — 
•l orth tiom the ranks a spearman sprung 
Un earth his casque and coTslet rune, C- 
lle plunged him m the wave — ^ 

Ardf\i he deed — tlic purpose knew' 

And to their clamours Ben \enue 

A mingled echo gate, 

1 he Saxons ol,<tut, their nwie to cheer. 
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T3ie helpless females scream foi fear . 

And } elL for rage the mountaineer 7 > '~' 
’Twns then, as b) the outer) ri\en, t J- - i i 
Poured down at onc e the lor. e nng hear e n , / 
A whirlwind swept Loch-Katrine’s bieast, - • 
Her billows reared their snow) crest 
Well for the swimmer swelled die) high, i 
To mar the Highland marksman’s e) c , / 
For round him showered, ’mid run and had, 
The \engeful arrows of the Gael — 

In vam — He nears the isle— and 3o 1 
His hand is on a shallop’s bow 
—Just then a flash of lightning came, 

It tinged the waies and strand with dame , 

I marked Duncraggan’s widowed dame, 

" Behind an oak. I saw her stand, 

A naked dirk gleamed m her hand — 
ItjkuAened, — but amid the moan 
Of war es I heaid a d) mg groan , — 

A nother flesh ! — the spearman fleets 
A w eltering corse beside the boats, 

AncTthe stem Matron o’er him stood. 

Her hand and dagger streaming blood 

“ ‘ Ret enge ' retenge r the_Sa\ons cried, 

Tim Gaels’ ex ulting shout replied r* 

Despite the elern enfaT rage, >- x 

Again they flurried to engage , 

But, ere they closed in desperate light. 

Blood) wath spurring came a knight, 

Sprung from his horse, and, from a crag, 
Wated ’twi\t the hosts a milk -whUe flag 
Clarion and trumpet b) his side 
Rang forth a trace-note high and wade, 

W lule, m tlie monarch’s name, afar 
A herald s a otce forbade the war, 

For Bothwell’s lord, and Roderick l old, 

Were both, he said, in c aptn e hold ’ — 

— But here the la\ made sudden stand , 

The harp escaped" the minstrel’s hand 1 — 

Oft had he stolen _a glance, to spy 
How Roderick biooked his mimtrelsj . 

At first, the Ch efnin, to the chime , 

WitHTifted hand, kept feeb'e time , i 
That motion ceased —jet feeling strong/ 

Yar.ed Ins look as changed the song . I 
At length, no more his deafened car ' 

The minstrel melod) canTieaF- 
His face grows sh-wp, — Ins hands "re clenched. 
As if some pang las heart stnngs w reached , y 
Set are Ins teeth,— his fiding e> c 
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Thus, motionless and morn'ex’ , drew ( 
His parting breath stout Roderick Dnu 
Old Allan-bane loo! ed on agbaM, 

"While gnm nml Till bis spirit pa '•(.cl , 

But when he saw that bfe v "s fled 
He poured his v.-aling o’er the dead 

Lsve' t 

22 <! And art thou cold, and lowly hid, 

Thv foeman’s dread, ' thy peopit-'sjwp, 
Breadalbane's boast. Clan- Alpine s. shade? 
For thee shall none a requiem *siy 5 — • 

For thee, who loved tlie mmstrcl’s lay, 

I'or thee, of Bolhw ell s house the stay. 

The shelter o f her exiled lire, — 

F’en in this prison-house of nine. 

I’ll wad for Alpine’s honoured pmc * 

“ What gioans shall vender Sallee's fill * 
What shrieks of grief shall rend yon hill ’ 
What tears of burning rage shall thrill,/ 
When mourns thy tribe thy battles done, 
Thi, fall before the race was won, 

TKy sword u ngirt ere set of su p i / 

There breathes not clansman of thy line, / 
But would have given his life for tiunc - 

0 woe for Alpine’s honoured pine ' 

“Sad was thy lot on mortal stage 
The captne thrush mav brook tlie cage, j 

1 he prisoned eagle dies for rage 
Brave spint, do not scorn my strain, 

And, w hen Us notes awake ag ain. 

E\ en she, so long beloved in xnfn, 

Shall with my harp her v oice combine. 
And mix her woe and tears with mine, 

To w ad Clan-Alpine’s honoured pine ”■ — 


23 Tllen, t lie while , w ith bursting heart, 
Remained m l ordly bower apart. 

Where play cd, with many-coloured gleams 
Through storied pan e tlie rising beams 
3nxanjorC gilded, roof they fall, 

And lightened up a tapestried w all , ' - ' 
And for her use a menial tram 
K rich collation spread in vain 
dhe banquet proud, t he cha mber gay. 
Scarce drew one curious glance astray , - 
vv , looked, ’tvv as but to say, / 

-r ’l 1 iP. L tcr omen dawned the day , 
in «®Tone"5^ where v aved on high 
aedundetfsWcfor canopy, 

^iiere oft her noble fathSTllied 
The simple meal her care prepared, 
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While Lufia, ciouclnng by her side, 

Iler station churned with jealous piide, 

And DougFSpBen|. on woodland game , 
Spoke of the chase to MakolmUrieme, 
Whose answer, oft at landom made, 

The wan dering of his thoughts betiayed ~ 
TliosiTwho such simple joy sTme "known 
A re taugh t to prize them when theyTe~gone 
BuTsuclcien, see, she lifts her head 1 
Th e window seeks with cautious tread 
What distant music lias the pow ei 
To win her m this woeful horn * 

’Twas from a tunet tint o’erhung 
Il ei latticed bowe i, the strain was sung 
Lai of the IurfisoMm Huntsman , 

, “My hawk is tired of peich and hood,/ 

My idle greyhound loathes his food,'-/ 

My horse is weaiy of lus stall, 

And I am sick of captne thrall 
I wish I were as I have been, 

Hunting the hart m forests gieen. 

With bended bow •md _bloodhound free, 

Foi that ’s the life is meet for me^/ 

“ I hate to learn the ebb of time H s- , 

From yon dull steeple’s diowsy_ chime, ' 

Or mark it as the sunbeams craw 1, JM* / v 
Inch .after inch, along the w all 
The lark was wont my matins ring,/ 

The sable 100 k my vespers smg, / 

These toweis, although a king’s they be* 

Have not a hall of joy for me 
“No more at dawning mom I rise. 

And s un mysel f m Ellen’s ey es, 

Dave the fleet deer the forest tlnough, 

And homeward w end with esening dew; 

A b lithesome w el come blithely meet, 

And lay my ti opines at her feet, 

While fled the e\e on wing of glee,/ 

That life is lost to lo\ e and me 1 ” ' 

The heait-sick lay w'as hardly said, 

1 he listener had not turned her head, 

Tt trickled still, the starting tear , 

When light a footstep struckTier eai , } 

And Snow down’s graceful Knight was near. 
She turned t he hastie r, lest again 
1 he prisoner should lenew Ins strain 
“O welcome, bia\e Fitz-Jamcs 1 ” she said 
“ How may an almost orphan maid 
Pay the deep debt ” — ‘ O say not so ! 
lo me no giatitudc you owe 
Not mine, alas ! the boon to give, f 
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And bid thy noble father li\ c , / 

I can but be thy guide, aspect maid, ' 

With Scotland’s King thy suit to aid | 

No tyrant he, t hough ireum Lpnde 
May lead his bctte i mood aside 
ComcTElTen, come i— - T tis mo ie than tim e, 

He holds his court at morning pnm e — 

With beating heait, and bosom at rung, 

> As to a biother’s arm she clung 
Gently he dried the falling tear, 

And gently whispered hope and cheer , 

Her faltering steps half led, half stayed. 

Through gallery fair and high arcade. 

Till, at hts touch, its wings of pride/ 

A portal arch unfolded wide ( 

6 Within ’twas brilliant all and light, / 

A thronging scene of figures bright; j 
It glowed on Ellen’s dazzled sight, 

As when the setting sun l ias gn en s 
Ten thousand hues to summer even , 
AndTlr onTriTeiFIissu e, fancy frames 
Aerial lrnlgEtsaiicETairy dames 
StiiTby Fitz-James her footing stayed , / 

A few faint steps she forward made, ' 

Then slowlier drooping head she raised. 

And fearful round the presenc e gazed , 

For lunTshe sought, w ho owned this state . 

The dreaded prmce whose will was laleL— 

She gazed on many a princely poit, jT’g, <* - 
Might well have ruled a royal comt, 

On many a splendid garb she gazed, — 

Then tinned bewildered and amazed, 

For all stood bare , and, m the room, 

I* itz-James alone wore cap and plume 
To him each lady’s look w r as lent,/ 

On him each courtier’s eye was bent , i * 
’Midst furs, and silks, and jewels s heen . 

He stood, m simple Lincoln green, 

The centre of the gl ittering ling . — 

And Snowdoun's Knight isScotland’s King! 

As -wreath of snow on mountain breast, / 
Slides from the rock tint gave it rest, i 
Toor Ellen glided from her stay, } 

And at the Monarch’s feet she lay , 

No w ord hei choking a oice commands' — f 
he showed the ring,. — she clasped hei hei ds 
V, not a moment could he brook, 

C ™i?T tDlls prmce, that suppliant look 1 
Gently he raised liei-and the while^ 

Grar^Vrt'T^ t K* V S ln 3 ce theTiI3cJsmile t ' 
— _ rb«t graic, hoi blow he~lusscd, 
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And bide her terrors be dismissed , — 

“ Yes, l'au , the rrandeung poor Fitz-James 
1 he fool t v of Scotland claims 
1 o him thy woes, thy rushes, bring; 

He rr ill ledccm his signet ring f 
Ask nought ibi Douglas, — jester even. 

Jits i n nic e and he hare much forgircn 
Wiong hath he had from slanderous tongue,/ 
I, from Ins rebel kinsmen, wrong ' 

We rr ould not to the r ulgar crorr d 
Yield rr hat thej r erased rr ith clamour loud , - 
Calmlj rr e heard and judged Ins cause. 

Our council aided and our larrs j 
I stanche d thj father’s dentirdeud stem 
"With stout De Vau\ and graj Glencaim , 

And Bothrrell s Lord hencefoith rre orrn •< 
The friend and bulrr ark of our Tlirone — ~ ‘ 
But, l or ely infidel , how now ? 

"What cloudslITj’lnisBeiierTng brow ? 

Lord James of Douglas, lend thine aid : 

Thou must confirm this doubting maid ” — 
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1 lien forth the noble Douglas sprung, 

And on lus neck lus daughter hung 
The Monarch drank, that happj horn, . 
The sweetest, holiest di aught of Power, 4- 
"When it can snj , ar if h godlike r oice, ‘ , 

Arise, sad Virtue, and jejoice ' ’ 

Yet rr ould not James the general eye j 
On nature’s raptures long should pij , j 
lie stepped betrr ecu — “liar, Douglas, naj, 
Steal not mj proselyte array ‘ > D 

The riddle ’tis inj right to reTd 
That brought this happj chance to speed — 
Yes, Ellen, when disguisecTTstraj 1 , 

In life’s more low but happier waj, 1 
’T is under name u Inch r oils mj pou es , 1 Lf : 
Yor falsely r eils — for Stirling’s tower 
Ofjoie the name of Snowdoun claim 1 :, 

And Konnans call me James Fitz-James 
Tims watch I o’er insulted laws, 
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Thus leam to light the mjuied cause ’ 
Then, m a tone apait and low, 

— “Ah 1 little traitress 1 none must ki ow 


Mint idle dieam, what lighter thought, 
"Wlnt r amtj r full deailv bought, 

Joined to thine ej'e'Y’daiX witchcraft, diew 
Ely spcll-bounaTtepT to JJen-renue, 

In dangerous lioui, and al l but gare 
Thj monaren’s li fe to mountain glair c 1 ”— 
Aloud he spoke FT"T1 iou sulFdost hold 
That little t alisman of gold , 


r • 
— ^ 


2 So 


////. lady OF TJir LAKL 

Hedge of ray filth, Filz-Jnmcfs ling— 

'Vint seeks fair Ellen of the King? 

20 hull iv ell the c onscious maiden guessed 
lie piobcd the w eakness of hei bicast , 

But, wifi! that consciousness, theie came 
A lightening of h ei feara for Gr tcrae, 

And raoTcshe deemed the Moivucli’s ire l 
Kindled ’gainst him u ho, for liei sire, / 
Kebelhous broad-snoid boldly drew , 

And to her generous feeling time, jf 
She craved the gTace of Roderick Dhu — 

“ F oibcar thy suit — the King of King s 
Alone can s tay life’s pai ting amgS 
I knovTluTlieart, I know ins hand. 

Ha ve dialed his cheer , and proved his brand , 
My fanest earldom would I give 
1 o bid Clan- Alpine s LhieflauHive!--^ •' „ ; 

Hast thou no otliei boon to ciave? o ' , ' 
No other captive fuend to save?” — 

Blushing, she till ned her from the King, 

And to "the Douglas gave the ring, 

As if she wished her sue t o speak 
Th e suit tin t s tai nedJjcr .gTon i ri g cheek — 
“Nay, then, my pledge haslosi lts'foi c e,j 
And stubborn justice holds lier couisc / 
Malcolm, come fortlT'” — And, aYIhe vioid, 
Down kneeled the 01011110 to Scotland’s Lord 
“For thee, lash youth, no suppliant sues, 
Fr om thee may Vengeance claim hei dues, 
Whopmh tuied underneath our smile, 

Hast paid our care by treacherous vile, 

And sought amid thy fafthtui clan ’ 

A lefuge foi an outlaw ed man . 

Dishonouring thus thy loyal name — l 
better- and vvaulci foi the Gneme 1 - 
His chain of gold the King unstrung, /, 

The links o’er Malcolm’s neck he flung, 
i hen gently drew the glittering band . 

And laid the c lasp on hfien’shnnd 


Harp_ of the North , farewell' Tim lulls glo w dar k, 

On pu rple peaks a deepei shade Ucscencllng , 

In t\\ t light copsedhe glow -w orniTiglits her spark, 

I he deer, lial Rsee n. are to the c overt v\ ending 
Re sume tliy w izard elm 1 the fountain lending, j 
And the wild breeze, thy w ilder minstrelsy , I 1 
^ \-t T nl ' m ' Jeri ’ su eet with Nature’s vespers blending, JL 
Muh distant echo from the fold and ICa, SYf\CC { - 1 
Ann herd-hoy’s cv enmg pipe, and hum of liohsmg bee . 
Yet, once again, farewell, thou Mmstiel Ilarp! 
ret, once again, foigne my feeble suaj, 
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And little leek I of (he censuu. shnip J 
May idly ca vil a t. an i clle lay ' 

Much Jiave I owed thy stiams on life’s long waj, 
llnough scciet woes the wotld lias nevei known, 1 
When on the w ear} night dawned weanei daj, 

And bitteier ivas the giief devoured alone 
That I o’erlive such w'oes, Enchintiess 1 is thine own- \ 

Hark 1 as nij hngeung footsteps slow letire, 

Iconic Spirit of the Air has w aked thy string 1 
”lis now a Seraph bold, with touch of fire, \ 

’ 1 is now r the brush of Fairy’s frolic w mg 
Receding now', the dying numbeis ling 
F ainter and famtei d own the nigged dell, 

And now the mountain bieezes scaicely bring 
A wandenng watch-liotc o f the distant spell — 

And liowj ’tissflent nl! '—Fnchanfu ss, faie thee (veil ’ 
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"Quid dignun memonrc tuts Hispi ua, tom*, 

Vox hutnini \alctl CLhuv > s 

TO 

JOHN WII1TMORL, KS(>, 
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SbrirkLl S, IS WHICH III PI 1- •.1011, 

llIIS POEM, 

composed iok rm nrMin oi thi ium> aw R mtiw 

MANAGLMEM, IS hLSPECI I ELIA INSCkUllDin 

M IE I E II scon 


preface to rinsi ldiiion, iSi, 

lur fo'lowtnj* Poem is founded upon a Spanish Tradition, panic dark 
detailed m the Notes but bearing, in general, lint Don Rodcncl . the li ’ 
t.othic King of Spun, when the Invasion of the Moots n is impending, Ind 
the temerit> to descend into in ancient vault near loledo, the op-rung of 
which Ind been denounced as fatal to the Spanish monarch) I he luge id 
idds, that his rash curiosit) w is mortified bj in einhlennuc i! rep reset moil 
of tliose Sincens who, in the year 714, defeitcd him m kittle, ~nd redured 
Spun under their dominion 1 hue presumed to prolon,, the Vision of tic 
Keiolutions of Spun down to the present 01 cut fill crisis of the Pcnim-uk and 
to divide it, by 1 supposed chmgc of scene, into Tiirrp 1 u iocs X he Fit T 
of these represents the Invasion of the Moor 4, the Dcfeit md Dcitli of 
Roderick, ind closes with the peaceful occu; itton of the country bv tie 
’ ictors The sfcoad i Enoo embrices the state of the Peninsula, when the 
conquests of the Spaniards md Portuguese m the E 1st md M est Indies hid 
raised to the highest pitch the renown of their arms sullied, hows’. cr, b;. 
superstition md cruelty An illusion to the inhumanities of the Inquisition 
terminates this picture The 1 \ST r \RT of the Poem opens with Inc state oi 
>-pam previous to the unparalleled treachery of Bpo\ \r\KTi gi'es a sketch 
0 the usurpation attempted upon that unsuspicious and friendly kingdom, and 
terminates with the arrival of the Bntisli sifccours Xt maa he farther proper 
*° mention, that the object of the Poem is less to commemorate t>r detail par- 
ticular incidents, than to exhibit a general and impressn e picture of the fCt cral 
penods brought upon the stage 




THE VI SION OF DON R0D1 RICK 


289 

I am too sensible of the respect due to the Public, especially by one who 
has tl ready experienced more than ordinary indulgence, to offer any apology 
for the inferiority of the poetry to the subject it is chiefl j designed to com- 
memorate Yet I think it proper to mention th it, t\]nle I Mas hastily execut- 
ing a work, written for a temporary purpose, and on passing c\cnts, the task 
was most cruelly interrupted by the successive deaths of Lord President Bi air 
and Lord Viscount Mflxille. In those distinguished characters, I had not 
only to regret persons whose lues wcie most important to Scotland, but also 
whose notice and patronage honoured my entrance upon actixe life, and I 
naj add, with melancholy pride, who permitted m> more advanced age to 
claim no common share in their friendship Under such interruptions, the 
following veises, which my' best and happiest efforts must have left far un- 
worthy of their theme, has e, I am mi self sensible, an appearance of negligence 
and incoherence, which, in other circumstances, I might ha\e been able to 
remove 

Fdivbvrgh, June 34 ilt , i8ir 

INTRODUCTION 

1 Lives thete a sham whose sounds of mountin'* file 

May use distinguished o’ei the dm of wni, 

Oi died it with yon Master of the Lyie, 

Who sung beleagueied Ihon’s eul star? 

Such, Wellington, might leach thee from afai, 

Wafting its descant wide o’ct Ocean’s lange, 

Nor shouts, nor clashing aims, its mood could mat, 

All as it sw elled ’tyvixt each loud trumpet change, 

That clangs to Britain, y ictory, to Portugal, rexenge 1 

2 Yes 1 such a stiam, with all-o’erpow ermg measure, 

Might melodize with each tumultuous sound, 

Each voice of fear or triumph, w oe or pleasure, 

Tint rings Mond ego’s ray aged shoies a round , 

The thundering cry of hosts xy ith conquest crow ned, 

1 he female shriek, the ruined peasant’s moan, 

The shout of captives from their chains unbound, 

The foiled oppressors deep and sullen groan, 

A Nation’s choral hymn for tyranny o’erthroxxn 

3 But xve, x\eak mmsticls of a laggard da), 

Skilled but to imitate an cider page. 

Timid and raptureless, can x\c lepay 

The debt tliou claim’st m this exhausted age? 

Thou givest our lyres a theme that might engage 
Those that could send thy name o’er sea and land, 

Mliile sea and land shall last , for Homer’s rage 
A theme, a theme for Milton’s mighty hand— 

IIoxx much unmeet for us, a faint degenerate band ’ 

4 Ye mountains stem 1 w llliin whose lugged breast 

The friends of Scottish ficcdom found rcpo«e , 

Yc torrents 1 xxhose lufrrse sounds ha\e soothed tl cn rc~i 
Returning from the field of xanquished foes 
Sav, hax e }C lost each w dd majestic close, 

That erst the choir of hauls or Druids flung, 

What time their h)mn of x ictory arose, 

And Cattiaelh’s glens with xoice of triumph mug, 

And mystic Merlin harped, and gray -In, red I !\x mb “-uji 
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c O' if your wilds such minstrels) lcfam, 

sure your changeful giles seem oft to 
When sweeping wild rmd sinking soft again, 

Like trumpet jubilee, Or Imp's v.ild sway 5 
If >c cm echo such triumphant lay, 

fhen lend the note to him Ins lined you long 
Who pious gathered each tradition gray 
Tint floats jour solitary wastes along, 

And w ith affection vain gas c them new a oice 111 song 

6 For not till non, how oft soe’er the task 

Of tmant verse hath lighteneil graver care, 

From muse or sjlvan was he wont to ask, 

In phrase poetic, inspiration fair , 

Careless he gave his numbers to the air, — 

They came unsought foi, if applauses came ; 

Nor for himself prefers he now the prajer ; 

Let but his vcise befit a hero’s fame, 

Immortal be the veiac 1 — forgot the poet’s name 

7 llaik, from yon misty cairn their answer tossed 
“ Minstrel 1 the fame of whose romantic lyre, 
Capricious swelling now, may soon he lost, 

Like the light flickering of a cottage fire , 

If to such task piesumptuous thou aspire, 

Seek not from us the meed to warrior due 
Age after age has gathered son to sire, 

Since our gtay cliffs the dm of conflict knew, 

Or, pealing through our vales, victorious bugles blew 


“Decayed oui old traditionary lore, 

Save vvhcie the lingering fays renew then ring, 

By mill maid seen beneath the hawthorn boat, 

Or round the marge of Mmchmore’s h- unfed spm.g. 
Save where then legends gray-haued shepherds sing, 
That now scarce w m a listening eai but thme, 

Of feuds obscure, and Border ravaging, 

And rugged deeds recount in rugged lmc, 

Of moonlight foray made on Teviot, Tweed, or Tvne 


) “No ' search romantic lands, where the near sun 
Gives with unstinted boon ethereal flame, 

Where the rude villager, his labour done, 
fu verse spontaneous chants some favoured name. 
Whether Olaln's charms his tribute claim, 

Her eje of diamond, and her locks of jet , 

Or whether, kindling at the deeds of Gneme, 
run in S1 ?£' to w ld Monsco measure set, 
uiQ Albm s red claymore, green Erin’s bayonet 


rir P , °m * ose regions where the flinty crest 
Nevada ever gleams with snows, 
v, , m l ^ e P rou d Alhambra’s ruined breasr 
Barb aric monuments of nomp repose’. 
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Or where the banners of more ruthless foes 
Than the fieice Moor float o’er Toledo’s fane, 

From whose tall towers c\en now the patriot tin on s 
An anxious glance, to spy upon the plain 
The blended ranks of England, Portugal, and Spam 

11 “There, of Kumantian fire a swarthy spark 

Still lightens m the sun-burnt natne’x ere , 

The stately port, slow step, and visage dark. 

Still mark enduring pnde and constancy 
And, if the glow of feudal chivalry' 

Beam not, as once, thy nobles’ dearest pride, 

Iberia 1 oft thy crestless peasantry 

Hare seen the plumed Hidalgo quit their side , 

Hare seen, yet dauntless stood — ’gainst fortune fought and 
died 

12 “And cherished still hr that unchanging rice 

Are themes foi minstrelsy moie high than thine. 

Of strange tradition many a my stic trace, 

Legend and nsion, prophecy and sign, 

Where w onders w ild of Arabesque combine 
With Gothic imagery of darker shade, 

Forming a model meet for minstrel line 
Go, seek such theme ! ” — the Mountain Spirit said 
With filial awe I heard — I heard, and I obeyed 


THE t ISION" 

1 Reai mg their crests amid the cloudless skies. 

And darkly clustering in the pale moonlight, 

Toledo’s holy towers and spires arise. 

As from a trembling lake of sth er white , 

T heir mingled shadows intercept the sight 

Of the broad burial-ground outstretched below , 

And nought disturbs the silence of the night , 

All sleeps m sullen shade or siher glow, 

All sa\e the heavy swell of Teio’s ceaseless flow 

2 All sa\e the rushing swell of Teio s tide, 

Or, distant heaid, a courser’s neigh or tramp. 

Their changing rounds as watchful horsemen ude 
To guard the limits of King Roderick’s camp 
For, through the mer’s night-fog rolling damp. 

Was many a proud pi's ihon dimly seen, 

Which glimmered back, against the moon's fair lamp, 
Tissues of silk and sih er tw isted sheen, 

And standards proudly pitched, and warders armed between 

3 But of then Monarch’s person keeping ward, 

Since last the deep-mouthed bell of \espers tolled 
The chosen soldiers of the roy al guard 

Their post beneath the proud Cathedral hold 
A band unlike tlieir Gothic sires of old, ' 
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me VI ill OS 0/ f>OV f'ODLfiJCH 


Who, for tbs cma of a'Vt "fid irot u -re, 

IVir leafier <h"f, ri ! c^qw 5 ' p i *»’ ?“ 

While hiker shuldc ! KUv th->r <4«« d rr p*« 

\\ here nory quivers ring in the bon ’ rM..oi s. p me 

4 In the light language of *m * Pc mint, t 
1 hey i itirmurcd their im *tr s V fp dc *), 

\nd held hit k.imhtne ! o n in *q c% — 

“What 1 \ .11 Dot kola. ht’c u! ! ng *‘as, 
do wear m '■hrift si.d p-tier t! r nqd t s> v ? 

And arc his ho irs in 'nth «t ! 1 ] upit'ee } i 'i 1 
For fair Florinda's plunders! Or m to pat? — 

Then to the e-'t their ' c-ryett they 
And wished the hngenn g dami v iwW pi. miner . w.i "tt » 1 - 

t; But, far within Toledo* > Brel vie V •“ 

An ear of fearful vo.tde’" to the Ktrj; , 

The Sikes’ lamp a fitful ht<t r e *cn>. 

So long that sad confer eon wit ic >* 

Tor Roderick told of i v>uy a. k.ddtu thin/. 

Such as arc lotldy uturol to the ir, 

When Fear, Rcmo->e, and Sin: ic, tlie bo->m nr. n, 

And Guilt hi-, secret hi.rthen cannot hear 
Vnd Conscience sccVs m speech ” respite ft m D<. a.r 

6 Full on the Prelate's f-ce, an i silver hair, 

The stream of failing lig'u was fechh lo'Vi \ 

But Rodcncl hi age, though Ins head wir > arc, 

Was shadowed In lits hand and ra~t?»lc s fold 
While ofhis hidden soul the sms he told, 

Proud Alaric s de-cendai.t ce. Id not In-yok 
That mortal man his hearing 'hon’d behold 

Or hoast that he had seen, when const cnee h" >1 , 
Fear tame a monarch's brow, remorse a \i*mor' io"P 


7 The old man’s faded check v a\c 1 jet ruve pak 
As many a secret sad the king bci ray <\i , 

And sign and glance cl cl out the unfinished tale, 
When m the midst Ins faltering \\hiqi_r st"ye 1 — 
“Thus loyal Witiza was slam, ' — he '"id , 

“Yet, holy father, deem not it was I ” — 

Thus still Ambition strives her crimes to shade — 
“O rather deem ’twas stern necessity > 
Self-prcserv ation bade, and I must kill or die 


“ And, if Florinda's shrieks alarmed the air 
If she invoked her absent sire m vam. 

And on her knees implored that I would spnie, 

Yet, reverend priest, thy sentence rash refrain ■ — 
Ail is not as it seems — the female tram 

Know by thetr beaung to disguise their mood " — 
liut Conscience here, as if m high disdain, 
n , nt , t ? tl,e Monarch’s cheek the bunntig blood— 
He stayed his speech abrupt— and up the Prelate stood 
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9 “ O Inrdened offspring of an iron lace > 

What of thj cumes, Don Rod end, shall I sa, 

What alms, or prajers, or penance can efface 
Murder’s dark spat, wash treason’s slam aw a) ■ 

For the foul ra\ lsher how shall I pra}, 

Who, scarce repentant, makes his crime his boast ’ 
How hope Almight) \ engcance shall dein}, 

Unless, m mere} to }on Christian host, 

He spare the shepherd, lest the guiltless sheep be lost ’ — 

10 Then kindled the dark T} rant in his mood. 

And to his brow returned its dauntless gloom , 

“And welcome then,” he cued, “be blood for blood, 
For treason trencher} , for dishonour doom 1 
Yet will I know whence come the}, or b} whom 
Show, for thou canst — gne forth the fated 1 c}, 

And guide me, Priest, to that ni}stenous loom, 

Where, if aught tiue m old tradition be. 

His nation’s future fates a Spanish King shall see ’ — 

11 “Ill-fated Prince' recall the desperate word, 

Or pause ere }et the omen thou obe} * 

Bethink, }on spell-bound portal would afford 
Neier to foimer Mon irch entiance-wa} , 

Nor shall it e\er ope, old records sn}, 

Saae to a King, the last of all Ins line, 

What time lus empire totters to decn} , 

And treason digs, beneath, her fatal mine. 

And, lugli aboic, impends n\ engmg w rath divine ’ — 

12 — '‘Prelate' a Monaich’s fite brooks no delav 1 

Lead on '” — The ponderous ke} the old man look 
And held the wanking lamp, and led the w a} 

By winding stair dark aisle, and secret nook 
1 hen on an ancient gatew a} bent his look , 

And, as the kc} the desperate King cssaied, 

Low mutteied thunders the Cathedral shook, 

And Luce he stopped, and twice new effort nude 
1 ill the huge bolts rolled back, and the loud hinges braicd 

13 I ong, large, and loft) was that aaulted hall 

Roof, walls, and floor, were all of marble stone. 

Of polished marble, black *»s funeral pall. 

Caned o’er with signs mid characters uuknoi »i 
A pal) light, as of (he dawning, shone 
Through the sad bounds, but whence thev could not sp) 
For window to the upocr air was none. 

Yet b) that light, Don Roderick ceu'd desen 
Wonders that ne’er till then were seen by m«n.l e\e 

14 Gum sentinels, against the upper walk 

Of molten bronze, two Sutues he.d ‘heir place , 

Mu-mi c their naked 3 , mbs, tl eir st-u’rc tall, 

1 hur frov nmg foreheads gok’en circles gr*cc 


"ML VI St OK or I>OK SOW SICK 


Moulded thei ‘T-med for Hep ftfri'AJftr** 

Ihitliulnn-lMnn IK^i th- * 

'Ilmprnspcl n ••cviiii-, tha. rated <'« * * ’V . 

1 fas ' prcid his n •«»• - fnr digit*, that y >yt a •- 
Lnch stubborn *rcmcd ' A 'tan, m r. *t.-l *• "! «».«"■ I 


5 Fived Ais the ti ,hl*in«i'i C> rsA hra-rn Sad 
Upon In . brother glv • «f *1 Ain ‘-*’ u 1 
As if its cob he oua-u n I b> a b 
\\ hose iro t ’ !oa<k t In be r h T '* * 

In which \.a wi j’i of mans’ a f 1 'mg Ht'A 
Of crop -a lo t, and 1 m" M c - ,!e <’ > «’ 

Ami o’er lint put their tnme> in urA f\ " 1 
“Ia DamsV -101! rntl ! iowhimb, lit • *" 

1 he guidance of the earth is f c a aA'-an »,*'* “ 

16 la on while tha read the ami pH fc "* r as , 

And, as the Kst mid lagging |*rv' •* *1 *1 erect t, 

Tint right-hand (.not j*tn hi* clu> up 1 a\ 

As one lint tai’t. s from n I eavv *-htp 
1 nil on the upper wall the mice's .we* p 
At once descended \ uh ll * fotc< (if t $ „r Lr, 

\nd hurtling down nl once m crumbled 1 e*j\ 

The nnrblc bouruHrv \ a-. ruit in tulrr 
And gave to Rodcrlcl s > itw new sights of far ■'« 1 so*. >< 

17 For the) might sp), bejond that nngh* » 1 -e'en, 

Realms ns or Sp-m m \ ironed prospect IT 5 , 

Castles and toners, in due pioportion each 
As by some skilful arti t’s hand porfn.ed . 

Here, crossed by many a v ihl Sierra’s shade. 

And boundless plains that tre the frave'ler s c\ • , 
There, rich with \ me) ard -Mid with oli.e glide. 

Or deep embrowned b> forests huge and h'gh. 

Or washed by might) streams, that slowl) murmuicd In 

iS And here, as cist upon the antique stage 

Passed forth the bands of masquers trimly ha. 

In various forms, and various equipage, 

Vt bile fitting strains the hearer’s fanes fed , 

So, to sad Roderick’s eve m order spread, 

Successive pageants filled that mastic scum, 

Show mg the fate of battles ere lhe\ bled, 

And issue of events that bad not been , 

And ever and anon strange sounds were heard betucen. 


19 First shrilled an unvcpcated female shriek ’ — 

It seemed as if Don Roderick knew the call, 

Fo I,^he hold blood was blanching in his cheek — 

Then answ ered kettle dnini and atabal, 

, a "d cymbal dank the ear appal, 

The Teebir war-cry, and the Lelie’s veil, 

King vvudlv dissonant along the hall 
(< -ri ’ > , n .° t , to Roderick their dread import tell — 

le , oor! lie cried , “the Moor! — ring out the Tocsin be 
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20 ‘ They come 1 tliey come 1 I sec the groaning lands 

White with the tiubans of each Arab horde, 

Swait Zaarah joins her misbelieving bands, 

Alla and Mahomet then battle-woid, 

The choice the> } leld the Koran or the sw ord — 

See liow the Chustians rush to arms amain 1 — 

In yonder shout the voice of conflict loaicd, 

Hie shadowy hosts aie closing on the plain — - 
Now, God and St Iago stiike foi the good cau c e of Spam 

21 By hear en, the Moots pre\ ail ! the Chustians }ield ' — 

Their coward leader gives foi flight the sign 1 
The sceptied ciaven mounts to quit the field — 

Is not} on steed Oreha? — Yes, ’tis mine 
But nevei was she turned fiom battle line, 

Lo 1 wdieie the lecreant spins o’ci stock and stone ' — 
Curses puisue the slave and wiatli divine 1 
liners ingulf him — “Hush,” m shuddering tone, 
The Pielate said, “rash Prince, a on usioned form’s thine 
ow n ” — 

22 . Just then, a torrent Classed the fliei J s course, 

The dangeious fold the Kingly Likeness tiled , 

But the deep eddies whelmed both man and lioise 
Swept like benighted peasant down the tide. 

And the proud Moslemnh spread far and wide. 

As numerous as then native locust band , 

Beiber and Ismael's sons the spoils divide, 

With naked scimitars mete out the land, 

And for their bondsmen base the freeborn nativ cs brand 

23 Ihen rose the grated Harem, to enclose 

The loveliest maidens of the Cluistian line. 

Then, menials to then misbelieving foes, 

Castile’s } oung nobles held foi bidden wine, 

Then, too, the holy Cross, salvation’s sign, 

B> impious hands was from the altar thrown, 

And the deep aisles of the polluted shrine 
Echoed, for holy h>mn and organ tone, 

The Santon’s fiantic dance the Fakir’s gibbering 1110 m 

24 Plow fares Don "Roderick? — E’en as one who spi us 

Flames dart then glare o’er midnight’s sable woof, 

And hears around lus children’s piercing cries, 

And secs the pale assistants stand aloof, 

While cruel Conscience brings him bitter proof, 

His folly, 01 lus crime, have caused his grief, 

And, while above him noas the crumbling roof, 

He curses earth and Heaven— himself in chief— 
Desperate of earthly aid, despairing Heaven’s relief* 

25 That scjthe-armed Giant turned Ins fa'al glass 

And twilight on the landscape closed her wing*. 

Far to Asturian lulls the w.ai -sounds pass 
And in then- stead rebeck or timbrel nrgy , 



rhc land obc% s a Hermit ars 1 a Ktm nt, 

1 he Genu thC'C of Spun for ltnr.j m "ge , 

'l tus clad in sad cloth, that m :‘trmt r bright, 

\nd Uni w 'is VALOUR. named, this J5u.on \ v ns S £<'*- 
28 V \1 OUR w as harnessed Idea Chief of old, 

A rmed at all points, and prompt for 1 nrhtU gs t 
His sword was tempered in the Lhto cold, 

Morcin's caglc-plutnc adorned Ins cie^t, 

1 he spoils of \fric’s lion hound his breast 
■fierce he stepped forward and fit rg down hts f i pc, 

As if of moital kind to lime the host 

Him followed his Companion, dark and 'age 
As he, n\> Master, sung the dangetons Arehimagee 
29 Haughty of heart and brow the V arnoi came. 

In look and language proud as prm d might he, 

Vaunting Ins lordship lineage, fights and fame, 

Yet was that hare-foot Monk more proud than he, 

And as the n> climbs the tallest tree, 

So round the loftiest soul his toils lie wound, 

And with Ins spells subdued the fierce and free, 
dill crmined Age, and Youth in arms renowned, 
Honouring his scourge and Inn-cloth, nieeklj kissed Ike 
ground 


30 And thus it chanced that Valoi r, peerless Knight, 
Who ne’er to King or Kaiser a eded his crest, 

\ ictonous still in bull-feast, or m fight. 

Since first lus limbs with mail he did maest, 
Stooped e\er to that Anchoret’s behest, 
rior reasoned of the light nor of the wrong, 
bath's bidding laid the lance m rest, 

And w rought fell deeds the troubled w orld along, 
or ic was fierce as braic, and pitiless as strong 
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31 Oft Ins pioud g-Texs sought some new found \\ orld, 

1 :nt htcst sees the sun, oi first the mom. 

Still at that W izara’s feet their spoils he hurled,— 

Ingots of ore from rich Potosi home, 

Crown* b> Caciques, aigreitcsb) Omrahswom, 

A\ rough t o r i are gems, but broken, rent, and foul. 

Idols of gold from 3 eatlien temples tom, 

Bedabbled "’ll w.th Hood — W ilh crmlx scowl 

The Uermrt marked the stains, and mulcd’lcneath his cowl 

3e Then did he bless the efienrg, and bare make 
Tribute to boxen of gi ’titude mid praise. 

And at his worn the choral hxmns "make 
And mam a lnml the silxer ccn«er swaxs 
But wnh the mccnse-b.cath these censers ruse 
Mix. steams from corpses smoulaeimg m the fire 
The groans of prisoned Mctims mai the lass, 

And shrieks of agonj confound the quite 

While, ’mid the mingled sounds, the darkened scenes expire 

33 Preluding light, were strains of music heard, 

As once ng-nn. rexolxed that measured sana 
Such sounds as when for s\]\ an dance prepared 
Gat Acres summons forth lier xintage band, 

"A lien for the light Bolero readx stand 
Jlie Mozo blithe, with gax Muchacha met. 

He conscious of his broidcred cap and bard, 

She of her netted locks and light conselte, 

La eh tiptoe perched to spring, anti shake the castanct 

34 And well such strains the opening scene became, 

For Vat Ob R had relaxed his ardent look. 

And at a ladx’s feet, like lion tame 
La\ stretched, full loth the weight of arms to brook. 

And softened Bigot. rx upon his book 
Pattered a task of little good oi ill 
But the blithe peasant plied lus pranmg-hook 
V Imtled the muleteer o’er x ale and lull. 

And rang from x lllage green the mem Seguidille 

35 Graj Ro\~iItx, growai impotent of tod. 

Let the graxe sceptre slip Ins lazx hold. 

And careless saxx his rule become the spoil 
Of a loose Female and her Minion bold , 

But peace x\ as on the cottage and the fold 

From court intrigue, from bickering faction fai 
Beneath the chesnut-lrec Lox e’s tale xx as told , 

And to the tinkling of the light guitar 

Sweet stooped the western sun, sweet lose the evening star 

36 As that sea-cloud, m size like human hand 

* When fir-t from Carmel bx the Tishbite seen 
Came s'ow lx ox erslndoxx ing Israel s land, 

Vwlnle perchance, bedecked xxith colouis sheen, 

V hile xet the sunbeams on its skirts had been 
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Limning w ith purple and w ith gold Us shroud, 

Till dm her folds obsuued the blue serene 

And blotted Heaven ruth one brood sable cloud- 
Then sheeted iam but st down, and nhulw aids hov led aloud, 


27 Esen so upon tint peaceful scene was poured. 

Like gathering clouds, full many a foreign band, 

And lie, their Leader, wore m sheath Ins sword, 

And offered peaceful front and open hand, 

Veiling the perjured treachery he planned, 

By friendship s zeal and honour s specious guise, 

Until he won the pisses of the land , , . 

Then, burst were honour’s oath, and friendship s ue> 

He clutched his a ulturc-grasp, and called fair Spam his prize 


3§ An Iron Crown Ins anxious forehead bore, 

And w ell such diadem his heart became, 

Who ne’er Ins purpose for remoise gaie o’er, 

Or checked Ins course for piet) or shame , 

Who, trained a soldier, deemed a soldier's fame 
Might flourish in the wreath of battles won, 

T. hough neither truth nor honour decked his name , 
Who, placed by fortune on a Monarch’s throne, 
Recked not of Monarch’s faith, or Mercy’s kinglj tone 


39 From a rude isle lus ruder lineage came 

The spark, that, from a suburb hovel’s hearth 
Ascending, wraps some capital m flame, 

Hath not a meaner or moie sordid birth 
And for the soul that bade him waste the earth- — 
Hie sable land-flood from some swamp obscure. 
That poisons the glad husband-field w ith dearth, 
And by destruction bids its fame endure, 

Hath not a source more sullen, stagnant, and impure 


40 Before that Leader^strode a shadowy Form 

Her limbs like mist, her torch like meteor showed, 
With which she beckoned him tlnougli fight and storm 
And all he crushed that crossed his desperate road, 

Nor thought, nor feared, nor looked on what lie tiode - 
Realms could not glut lus pride, blood could not slake 
So oft as e’er she shook her toich abroad — 

It was Ambition bade his terrors w ake, 

Nor deigned she, as of yore, a milder form to take 
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No longer now she spumed at mean icvenge, 

Or stayed her hand for conquered foeman’s moan, 
A.s when, the fates of aged Rome to change, 

»y Lmsar s side she crossed the Rubicon , 

1 a J° y i ed s ’, e to bestow the spoils she won, 

P°' vers of Greece weie tasked, 
To war beneath the /outh of Macedon 

No seemly veil her modern mimon asked 
He saw her hideous face, and loved the fiend unmasked 
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42 That Prelate marked Ins match — On banneis blazed 

With battles won in many a distant land. 

On eagle-standards and on arms lie gazed , 

“And liopest thou, then,” he said, “thy power shall 
stand ? 

O thou hast budded on the shifting sand, 

And thou hast tempered it with slaughter’s flood, 
And know, fell scouige m the Almighty’s hand 1 
Gore-moistened ticcs shall puisli in the bud, 

And, by a bloody death, shall die the Man of Blood 1 ” — 

43 The ruthless Leader beckoned fiom Ins tiain 

A w an fraternal Shade, and bade him kneel, 

And paled his temples with the ciowai of Spam, 

While trumpets lang, and heralds cried, “Castile 1 ” 
Not that he loved him — No 1 — in no man’s weal, 

Scaice in his own, e’er joyed that sullen heart , 

Yet round that throne he bade Ins wamois wheel, 

That the poor puppet might peifoim his pait, 

And be a sceptred slave, at Ins stem beck to start 

(-4 But on the Natives of that Land misused, 

Not long the silence of amazement hung, 

Noi brooked tliej- long their fnendly faith abused, 

For, w ith a common shriek, the general tongue 
Exclaimed, “To anns *” and fast to amis they spi img , 
And VALOUR woke, that Genius of the land ' 
Pleasure, and ease, and sloth, aside he flung, 

As buist the awakening Nazante Ins band, 

When ’gainst his treacherous foes he clenched Ins dreadful 
hand 

45 That mimic Monaich now cast anxious eye 

Upon the Satiaps that begnt him round, 

Now doffed his royal lobe m act to fly, 

And from lus blow the diadem unbound 
So oft, so near, the Patriot bugle w ound, 

Fiom Tank’s walls to Bilboa’s mountains blown, 
These martial satellites haul labour found 
To guaid awhile lus substituted thione — 

Light leckrng of his cause, but battling for their ow 11 

46 Fiom Alpuhafa’s peak that bugle ning, 

And it was echoed fiom Corunna’s wall. 

Stately Seville lesponsivc wrn -shout flung, 

Gianada caught it in her Moorish hall , 

Galicia bade hci children fight or fall, 

Wild Biscay shook lus mountain-coronet, 

Valencia roused her at the battle-call. 

And, foremost still where Valour’s sons are met, 

Fast staited to lus gun each fiery Miquelet 

47 But unappalled and burning for the fight, 

1 lie Invaders march of v ictory secure , 
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Skilful their force to ' -'a t r 1 1 1*,« , 

And trained alike to \aiu]«i-u oi uk.u'c- 
Nor skilful Ic^, chop confut'd to ttr re, 

Discord to breathe, and ji'dimsy to on. 

To quell In boasting, tuvl In 1 rtbf . to n' r r ; 

While nought v-niv t the n brmg tl t rs pnet <* ? P>< 

5 n\c hearts for freedom’s came, ami h ’ink for re 1 m>. 

lS Proudly turn imrch- — blit O' the) r arch ro* fetth 
B) one hot fu.Vl to cro in o 1 tuf <">',*} ar o, , 

As ashen their eagles, sss cep.u ; thro «uh the No 1 - u, 
Destrojed at c\c-y stoop on "'Kn i 5 t nyt< 1 
Far other fate had lSe-nui dim*' 1 fhrSpvn; 

]n som the steel, m a am the (oicli v as phal, 

Ness Patriot armies ‘‘artea fumt the ‘lain. 

High blared the nor, ond long nrd fan or. I sente, 

And ofc the God of Batiks Messed the righUo.u •adc 

49 Nor unatoncth where Ficedom’s foespre.a I, 

Remained thetr sa.age w-stc \Vj*h bWlc and brnn r 
By day the Insaders ravaged lull and dale, 

But, with the darkness, tire ft (tenth Inttd 
Came like night’s tempest, and asenged the 'and, 

And claimed for blood the retril ution thu 
Probed the liaid heart, ami lopped the murderous hand , 
And Dassn, sslien o’er the scene her beams she thro , 
’Midst ruins the) had made the spoilers’ corp-es 1 ness 

30 'Ys'lnt minstrel acr-e itns smg, 01 tongue mas 'oil, 

Amid the visioned strife from sea to «cn, 

IIoss oft the Patriot banncis ro r c or fell, 

Still honoured in defeat as victor) 1 
For that sad pageant of esents to be 

Shosved every form of fight by field and flood , 
Slaughter and Rum, shouting forth their glee, 

Beheld, sslulc riding on the tempest-scud, 

The waters choked with slam, the earth bedrcnclied vsilh 
blood ' 


31 Then Zaragoza — blighted be the tongue 

1 hat names thy name vsithout the honour due ! 

Tor never hath the harp of minstrel rung 
Of faith so felly proved, so firm]) tme 1 
Mine, sap, and bomb, thy shattered rums kness, 

Each art of war’s extremity had room, 

Tsvice from thy half sacked streets the foe withdrew, 
And when at length stem Fate decreed thy doom, 
alley won not Zaragoza, but her children’s bloody tomb 

53 Vei raise tliy head, sad City 1 Though m chains 

• - r,;? 
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By all, whate’er their need, w ho honour io\ e 1 
And like the sacred lelics of the flame 

Tint ga\ c some maityi to the blessed aboie, 

To every loyal heart may thy sad embers prove 1 

53 Noi thine alone such wreck Geronafair! 

Faithful to death thy Heroes should be sung, 
Manning the toners while o’er their heads the an 
S w art as the smoke fiom l aging furnace hung 
Now thicker darkening wheie the mine was sprung, 
Now briefly lightened by the cannon’s flare. 

Now arched with fire-sparks as the bomb was flung, 
And reddening now w ith conflagration’s glnie, 
While by the fatal light the foes for storm prepare 

54 While all aiound was danger, strife, and fen, 

While the enith shook, and darkened was the sk\. 
And wide Destruction stunned the listening eai. 
Appalled the heart, and stupified the eye, — 

Afar was lieni d that thrice-repeated cry 
In which old Albion’s heart and tongue unite, 
Whcne’ei her soul is up and pulse beats high, 

< Whether it hail the w me-cup or the fight, 

And bid each arm be strong, or bid each heart be light 

55 Don Roderick turned him as the shout grew loud — 

A varied scene the changeful vision show ed, 

For wheie the ocean mingled with the cloud, 

A gallant navy stemmed the billows broad 
From mast and stern St George’s symbol flowed, 
Blent with the sih er cross to Scotland dcai , 
Mottling the sea then landward barges rowed, 

And flashed the sun on bayonet, brand, and spent, 
And the w ild beach ictumed the seaman’s jovial cheer 

56 It was a diead, jet spmt stirring sight 1 

The billow s foamed beneath a thousand oai s, 

Fast as the}’ land the red-cross tanks unite, 

Legions on legions brightening all the shoies 
Then banneis use, and cannon -signal toars, 

Then peals the warlike thunder of the drum, 

Thrills the loud fife, the tiumpet-flounsh pouis, 

And patnot hopes awake, and doubts are dumb, 
F01, bold m Freedom’s cause, the bands of Ocean come 1 

57 A sanous host thev came — whose ranks display 

Each mode 111 which the w at not meets the fight 
The deep battahoii locks its firm arm}’, 

And meditates lus aim the marksman light , 

Far glance the lines of sables flashing bright, 

wliere mounted squadions shake the echoing mean 
Lacks not artillery breathing flame and night. 

Nor the fleet ordnance whirled by rapid steed, 

That rivals lightning’s flash m nun and in speed 
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-S A various host— fiom kindred realms they came, 
Brethren m arms, but rivals in lenovvn— 

For \ on fair bands shall merry England claim, 

And with their deeds of \ alour deck her cionn 
Hers their bold poit, and hers their martial fiown. 

And hers then scorn of death m freedom’s cause. 
Their eyes of azure, and their lochs of brown, 

And the blunt speech that bursts without a pause. 
And fieebom thoughts, at Inch league the Soldier avith the 
Laws 


59 And 0 1 loved aaarriors of the Minstrel’s land ' 

Yonder jour bonnets nod, your tartans at ate , 

The nigged form may mark the mountain band. 

And harsher features, and a mien more graa e , 

But ne’er m battle-field throbbed heart so braae 
As that tvluch beats beneath the Scottish plaid, 

And at hen the pibroch bids the battle rave, 

And level for the charge your arms aie laid, 

Where lives the desperate foe, that for such onset Stayed 

6o Hark* from ) on stately tanks aa hat laughter rings. 
Mingling wild mirth with war’s stein mmsltels), 

Iiis jest while each blithe comrade round lmn flings, 
And moves to death aaith military glee 
Boast, Lun, boast them 1 tameless, frank, and free, 

In kindness avarm, and fierce m danger knoaa n, 
Rough Nature’s children, humorous as she 
And lie, yon Chieftain — strike the pioudest tone 
Of thy bold harp, green Isle 1 — the lit ro is tlune o\a it 

6i Now on the scene Vuneira should be shown, 

On 1 alaa era’s fight should Roderick gaze. 

And hear Corunna aa ad her battle \\ on, 

And sec Busaco’s crest avith lightning bla/e — 

But shall fond fable mix with heroes’ praise? 

Hath h iction’s stage for Truth’s long triumphs loor 
And dare her aa ild-flowcrs mingle with the hays, 

1 hat claim a long eternit) to bloom 
Hound the warrior's crest, and o’er the warrior’s tomb 


62 Or may I giac adventurous Fancy scope, 

, Ami stielch a bold hand to the awful aeil 
1 fiat lades futurity from anxious hope, 

Bidding be) ond it scenes of glorv had, 

Amt minting Luropc rousing at the tale 
9 , Spam’s mv aden, from her confines hurled, 
hue 1 mdling Nations buckle on their mad, 

Tr. e , ‘ amc ’ v ’ 1 ^' elation blast and wings unbilled, 
to irecdona and revenge awake:. an injured World 

a uxunis, is the glance I cast, 

V( , .; 3 atc l'2s marl ed futuntj her own — 

U 1 to w “th the glorious past 

_ I nt - dwds «««*«* and the Hurek U’n ’ 
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Then, though the Vault of Destiny he gone, 

King, Prelate, all the phantasms of my brain 
Melted aw a) like mist-wreaths m the sun. 

\ et grant for faith, for valour, and for Spam, 
One note of pude and fire, a Patriot’s parting strain. 


CONCLUSION 

1 * Who shall command Estrella’s mountain-tide 

Bach to the source, when tempest-chafed, to hie? 
Who, when Gascogne’s vexed gulf is raging wide, 

Shall hush it as a nurse her infant’s cry ? 

His magic power let such a am boaster try, 

And w hen the torrent shall his voice obey, 

And Biscay’s whirlwinds list his lullaby. 

Let him stand forth and bar mine eagles’ way. 

And they sliall heed Ins a oice, and at Ins bidding stay. 

2 “Else, ne’er to stoop, till high on Lisbon’s towers, 

They close their wings the symbol of our yoke, 

And tlieir own sea hath whelmed yon red cross Powers 1 ' 
Thus, on the summit of Aherca’s rock, 

To Marshal, Duke, and Peer, Gaul’s Leader spoke 
Vlnle dowmw ard on the land Ins legions press. 

Before them it was rich with vine and flock. 

And smiled like Eden in her summei dress , — 

Behind their wasteful match, a reeking wilderness 

3 And shall the boastful Chief maintain Ins word. 

Though Heaven hath heard the wailings of the land 
Though Lusitania w het her v engeful sw ord, 

Though Britons aim, and Welt ington command ? 
No ' grim Busico’s iron ridge shall stand 
An adamantine barrier to his force 1 
And from its base shall wheel his shattered l and, 

As from the unshaken lock the torrent hoarse 
Bears off its broken waves, and seeks a devious course 

A. Yet not because Alcoba’s mountam-hav k 

Hath on his best and bravest made her food, 

In numbers confident, yon Chief sliall balk 
His Lord’s imperial thirst for spoil and blood 
For full in view' the promised conquest stood. 

And Lisbon’s matrons, from their walls, might c tim 
The myriads that had half the world subdued, 

And hear the distant thunders of the drum. 

That bids the band of France to storm and havoc come 

5 Four moons hav e heaul these thunders idly rolled, 

Have seen these wistful myriads eye their prey, 

As famished w olv es sui \ ey a guarded fold — 

But m the middle path a L on Pv ! 

At length they move— hut not to battle-fray. 
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Nor blaze yon fifes where meets the manly fijt 5 '* > 
Beacons of infamy, they light the way, 

Where cowardice and crucify unite, 

To damn with double slnmc their ignominious IJiJtt 

6 O triumph for the Fiends of Fust and Wrath’ 

Ne’er to be told, yet ne’er to be forgot, 

Wh it wanton horrors marked their w nickful p3Ui 1 
The peasant butchered m his ruined cot, 

The lioary priest even at the altar shot, . 

Childhood and age given o’er to sword and fitme. 
Woman to infamy no crime forgot, 

By which inventive demons might proclaim 
Immortal hate to Man, and scorn of God’s great name I 


7 The rudest sentinel, m Britain bom, 

With horror paused to view the havoc done, 

Gave Ins poor crust to feed some av retch forlorn. 

Wiped his stern eve, then fiercer grasped hr-s gun 
Nor w ith less real shall Britain's peaceful son 
Fault the debt of sympathy to pay, 

Baches wsv poverty the tax shall shun. 

Nor pnnee nor peer, the w calthy nor the gay , 

For the poor peasant's mite, nor bard’s more worthless lay* 

<5 But thou junfoughten wilt thou vielcl to Fate, 

Minion of Fortune now miscalled m a am 1 
Can a antage-ground no confidence create, 

Marcella's pass, nor Guardi's mountain-chom 3 
Vam-glorious Fugitive ’ aet turn again 1 

Behold, avhere, named by some Prophetic &ccr, 

Flows Honours Fountain, as forc-doomcd the stain 
F rom thy dishonoured name and anus to cleai — 
Fallen Child of Fortune, turn, redeem her faaour here 1 


9 Net, ere thou tum’st, collect each distant aid 
Those chief that nev er heard the Lion roar 1 
Within whose souls lives not a trace portrayed 
Of Talavera, or Mondcgo’s shore i 
Marshal each band thou hast, and summon more , 
Of war’s fell stratagems exhaust the whole , 
Bank upon rank, squadron on squadron pour, 
Legion on legion on thy foemnn roll, 

And w eary out his arm — thou const not quell his soul 


IO 0 vainly gleams w ith steel Agueda’s shore. 

Vainly thy squadrons hide Assvmu’s plain. 

And front the flying thundcis as they roar, 

With frantic charge, and tenfold odds, m vain < 
™ avails thee that, for Cameron slam, 

, W ild from his planted, ranks the yell was given — 
\ engeance and guef gave mountain rage the rein, 
And, at the bloody spear-pomt headlong dnven, 
he Despots giant guards fled like the rack of heav-n 
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I r Go, baffled Boastei • teach thy haughty mood 
To plead at thine imperious master’s throne • 

Say, thou hast left Ins legions m tlieir blood, 

- Deceived his hopes, and frustrated thine on n , 

Say, that thine utmost skill and valour shown 
13 } British skill and valour weie outvied , 

Dost say, thy conqueroi was Wfli irgton 1 
And if he chafe, be Ins own fortune tried — 

God and our cause to friend, the ventuie we’ll abide 

12 But ye, the heroes of that well-fought day, 

How shall a bard, unknowing and unknown, 

His meed to each victorious leader pay, 

Oi bind on every brow the laurels won 5 
Yet fain my liarp u'ould wake its boldest lone, 

O’er the w ide sea to hail Cadogan brave , 

And he, perchance, the minstrel note might own, 
Mindful of meeting brief that Foitiuie ga\ e 
’Mid jon far western isles, that heai the Atlantic rave 

13 Yes 1 hard the task, when Britons wield the swoid, 

To give each Chief and e\ ery field its fame 
Hark 1 Albuera thunders BERnsroRD, 

And red Baiossa shouts foi dauntless Gr/cme t 
O for a verse of tumult and of flame, 

Bold as the bursting of their cannon sound. 

To bid the world rc-eclio to their fame 1 
For nev er, upon gory battle-giound, 

With conquest's well-bought wieatli were braver a ,ctors 
crowned 1 

14 O who shall grudge him Albuera’s bays, 

Who brought a race regenerate to the field, 

Roused them to emulate their father’s praise, 

Tempeied their headlong rage, then courage steeied, 
And raised fair Lusitania’s fallen shield, 

And gave new edge to Lusitania s sword, 

And taught her sons foigotten aims to wield — 

Shr> ered my harp and buret its every chord. 

If it forget thy worth, ’victorious Berxsford 1 

15 Not on that bloody field of battle won. 

Though Gaul’s ptoud legions lolled like mist auav 
Was half Ins self-devoted valour shown, — 
lie gaged but life on tint illustrious day. 

But when lie toiled those squadrons to array 
Who fought like Britons in the bloody game, 

Sharper than Polish pike or assagaj, 

lie braved the shafts of censure and of shame 
And, dearer far than life, he pledged a soldier’s fame 

id Nor be his praise o’erpassed who strove to hide 
Beneath the warrior's vest affection’s wound, 

Whose wish Heaven for his country’s weal denied » 
Danger anJ fate he sought, but glory found u 
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From dime to chme, wheie'a wit's trumpets sound, 

1 he wanderer went , ) et, Caledonia ' still 
Thine at as his thought in march and tented ground , 
He di earned 'mid Alpine cliffs of Atholc’s lull, 

And heard in Ebro’s roar Ins Lyndoch's lovely rill 

17 0 heto of a race lenowned of old, 

Whose war-cry oft lias w aked the battle-swell, 

Since first distinguished in the onset bold, 

Wild sounding when the Roman lamparl fell 1 
By Wallace’ side it rung the Southron’s knell, 
Aldeme, ICilsythc, and libber owmcd its fame, 
Tummell’s rude pass can of its terrors tell, 

But ne’er fiom prouder field arose the name 
Than when wild Ronda learned the conquering <jhoul of 
Giueme 1 

iS But all too long, through seas unknown and dark, 
(With Spenser’s parable I close my tale,) 

By shoal and lock hath steei ed my ventuious bark ; 

And landward now I drive before the gale 
And now the blue and distant shore I hail, 

And nearer now 1 see the port expand, 

And now' 1 gladly full my weary sail, 

And, as the prow' light touches on the strand, 

1 st-ike my red-cross flag, and bind my skiff to land. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO FIRST EDITION, 1S13 

Thf cccnc of this poem is hid it Rohebj, near Greta Bridge, in Yorkshire, 
and shifts to the adjacent fortress of Barnard Castle, and to other places in 

th lhV time occupied bj the action is a space of Fn e Daj s, three of nhich are 
supposed to elapse betv.ecn the end of the Fifth and beginning of the Sixth 

C The date of the supposed etents js immediate! j subsequent to the great 
battle of Mansion Moor 3 d Juh, 1644 Ths period of public confi^ion has 
been chosen, u ithout on> purpose of combining the Fable on h the Mil. tanor 
Political Ei cuts of the Cn.l War bn. onH as affording a degree of probabihtj 
to tlie Fictitious Narrative now presented to the 1 ubiic. 

CANTO FIRST 

’ < I The Moon is in her summer gIou , 

But hoarse and high the breezes blotr, 

And, inching o’er her face, the cloud 
Vanes the tincture of her shroud , 

\ On Barnard’s toners and Tees s stream, 

She changes as a guilt} dream, 

When Conscience, -with remorse and fear, 

Goads sleeping Fancy’s v.uld career 
Her light seemed now the blush of shame, 
beemed non fierce anger s darher flame. 
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Shifting that shade, to come and go. 

Like apprehension’s hurried glow , 

Ihen sorrow’s In cry dims the air, 

And dies hi darkness, like despair 
Such varied hues the it ardor sees 
Reflected from the w oodland 1 ees, 

Then fiom old Ballot's toner looks forln, 
Sees the clouds mustering m the north, 
Hears, upon turret-roof and wall, 

By fits the plashing rain-drop fall, 

Lists to the breeze's boding sound, 

And it raps his shaggy mantle round 

2 Those toners, which in the changeful gleatn 
Throw murky shadows on the stream, 

Those tow ers of Barnard hold a guest, 

The emotions of whose troubled breast 
In wild and strange confusion driven, 

Rival the flitting rack of heaven 
Ere sleep stem Oswald’s senses tied, 

Oft had he changed lus weary side, 
Composed lus limbs and vainly sought 
By effort strong to banish thought 
Sleep came at length, but with a tram 
Of feelings true and fancies vain. 

Mingling, m wild disoider cast, 

The expected futiue with the past. 
Conscience, anticipating time, 

Already rues the enacted crime, 

And calls hei furies forth, to shake 
The sounding scourge and hissing snake, 
While her poor a ictim’s outward throes 
Bear witness to lus mer tal woes, 

And show what lesson may be read 
Beside a sinner’s restless bed 


Thus Oswald’s labouring feelings trace 
Strange changes in lus sleeping face, 

Rapid and ominous as these 
With which the moonbeams tinge the Tees 
There might be seen of shame the blusli, 
There anger’s dark and fiercer Eush, 

While the perturbed sleeper’s hand 
Seemed grasping dagger-knife, or brand 
Relaxed that grasp, the heavy sigh, 

mu * ca , r m ^ 1G half opening eye, 
lac pallid cheek and blow, confessed 
that grief was bus) m ins breast, 

ll ? a r a sudden start 

impelled the life-blood from the heart: 

ealures convulsed, and muttenngs dread. 
Show terror reigns m sorrow s stead ’ 
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That pang the painful slumber bioke, 
And Oswald with a start awoke 

4 He woke, and feared again to close 
His eyelids in such dire lepose, 

He woke, — to watch the lamp, and tell 
From hour to hour the castle-bell, 

Or listen to the owlet’s cry, 

Or the sad breeze that whistles by, 

Or catch, by fits, the tuneless rhyme 
With which the warder cheats the time, 
And envying think how, when the sun 
Bids the poor soldier’s watch be done. 
Couched on his straw, and fancy-free, 
He sleeps like careless infancy 

5. Far towmward sounds a distant tread, 
And Oswald, starting from his bed, 
Hath caught it, though no human ear, 
Unsliarpened by re\ enge and fear, 

Could e’er distinguish horse’s clank, 
Until it reached the castle bank 
Now nigh and phm the sound appetrs 
The waider’s challenge now he hears, 
Then clanking chains and levers tell 
That o’er the moat the diawhndge fell 
And, m the castle court below, 

Voices are heard, and torches glow, 

As marshalling the stranger’s way, 
Straight for the room where Oswald lav. 
Hie ciy was, — “ Tidings from the host, 
Of weight — a messenger conics post ” — 
Stifling the tumult of his breast, 

His unsw'er Oswald thus expressed — 
“Bring food and wane, and trim the fire. 
Admit the stranger and retire ” — 

6 The stranger came with heavy stride. 

The morion’s plumes lus visage hide, 

And the buff-coat, an ample fold. 

Mantles his form’s gigantic mould 
Full slender answer deigned he 
To Oswald’s anxious courtesy, < 

But marked, by a disdainful smile, 

He saw and scorned the petty w dc, 

When Oswald changed the torch's place, 
Anxious that on the soldier's face 
Its partial lustre might be thrown, 

To show lus looks, j ct hide his own. 

Ills guest, the while, laid dow aside 
The ponderous cloak of ten gli bull’s hide. 
And to the torch glanced broad and clear 
Hie corslet of a cumwsici , 

Then from lus brows the casque he drew 
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And from tire dank plume dashed the den , 
From gloves of mail ielicted Ins hands. 
And spread them to the kindling brands, 
And, turning to the genial board, 

Without a health, or pledge, or word 
Of meet and social reverence said, 

Deeply he drank, and fiercely fed , 

As free from ceremony’s sway, 

As famished w olf that tears Ins prey 
7 With deep impatience tinged with fear 
IIis host beheld him gorge his cheer, 

And quaff the full carouse, that lent 
His brow a fiercer hardiment 
Now Oswald stood a space aside, 

Now paced tlie room with hast} stride 
In feverish agony to learn 
Tidings of deep and dread concern, 
Cursing each moment that Ins guest 
Protracted o’er lus ruffian feast 
Yet viewing with alarm, at last, 

The end of that uncouth repast. 

Almost he seemed their has f e IG 
As, at his sign, his tram ' itndrew. 

And left him with the granger, 5 t2C! 

To question of Ins mystery 
Then did hts silence long proclaim 
A struggle between fear and shame. 


8 . Iviuch m the stranger’s mien appears, 

To justify suspicious fears 

On his dark face a scorching dime, 

And toil, had done the avork of time, 
Roughened the brow, the temples bared. 
And sable hairs with silver shared, 
tf et left — whac age alone could tame — 

The lip of pnde, the eye of flame, 

The full-drawn lip that upward curled, 

The eye, that seemed to scorn the world. 
That lip had terror never blenched , 

Ne’er in that eye hath tear drop quenched 
The flash severe of swarthy glow, 

That mocked at pain, and knew not woe , 
Inured to dangers direst form, 

Pomade and earthquake, flood and storm, 
Death had he seen by sudden blow , 

Ty wasting plague, by tortures slow, 

* mine or breach, by steel or ball, 

Knew all his shapes, and scorned them all, 
9 But yet, though Bertram s hardened look 
C0 , U ^ Blood and danger brook, 

OnW * n P ath y had place 
On his sv art brow and callous face , 
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To share such safe and easv home, 

Prom fields where danger, death, and toil, 

Aie the reward of civil broil’”— , 

—“Nay, mock not friend 1— -since well we htio 

The near nd\ ances of the foe, 
lo mar our northern army’s work, 

Encamped befoie beleaguered York , 

Thy horse with valiant Fairfax lay, 

And must have fought — how w cnt the day 

“Wouldst hear the tale?— On Marston heath 
Met, front to front, the ranks of death , 
Flourished the trumpets fierce, and now 
Fired was each eye, and flushed each brow' , 
On either side loud clamours ring, _ 

* God and the Cause' 1 —' God and the King 
Right English all, they rushed to blows, 

W ith nought to w in, and all to lose 
I could have laughed — but lacked the time 
To see, in phrenesy sublime, 

How the fierce zealots fought and hied, 

For kmg or state, as humour led , 

Some for a dieam of public good, 

Some for church-tippet, gown and hood 
Draining their veins, m death to claim 
A patriot’s or a martyr’s name — - 
Led Bertram Ristngham the hearts 
That countered there on adverse parts, 

No superstitious fool had I 
Sought El Dorados in the sky • 

Clnli had heard me through her states, 

And Luna oped her silver gates, 

Rich Mexico I had marched through, 

And sacked the splendours of Peru, 

Till sunk Pizano s darmg name, 

And, Cortez, thine, m Bertram’s fame ” 

— “ Still from the purpose wait thou stray' 1 
Good gentle friend, how went the day’” 

*3 — “Good am I deemed at trumpet-sound. 
And good where goblets dance the round, 
Though gentle ne’er w as join’d, till now', 

Y> ith nigged Bertram’s breast and brow' — 
But I resume The battle’s rage 
Was like tlic stnfe winch currents wage, 
Where Orinoco, m his pride, 

Rolls to the mam no tnbutc tide, 

But gainst broad ocean urges far 

' tom 1 ' sea r °mmg war , 

>ri , ten thousand eddies driven, 
the billows fling their foam lo heaven 
And the pale pilot seeks m \ am, 

” !0rc T0 ^ s the m er, w here the main. 




“ On Maiston Heath, } 
Met, front to front, the ranks of death 
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Even thus, upon the blood) field, 

The edd)ing tides of conflict wheeled 
Ambiguous, till that licai t of flame, 

Hot Rupert, on our squadrons came. 

Hurling against our spears a line 
Of gallants, fier) as their wane , 

Then ours, though stubborn m their zeal, 

In zeal’s despite began to reel 
What wouldst thou more? — m tumult tossed, 
Our leaders fell, our ranhs were lost 
A thousand men, w ho drew the sw ord 
For both the Houses and the Word, 

Pleached forth from hamlet, grange, and down 
To curb tli e crosier and the crow n, 

Now, stark and stiff, he stretched in gore, 

And ne’er shall rail at mitre more — 

Thus fared it, when I left the fight, 

Wi'h the good Cause and Commons’ right ” — 

14. “Disastrous news l” dark Wyclifie said , 
Assumed despondence bent his head. 

While troubled joy was in his eje, 

The well-feigned sorrow to belie — 

“Disastrous news 1 — when needed most. 

Told ye not that ) our chiefs w ere loot ■* — 
Complete the woeful tale, and say, 

Who fell upon that fatal day , 

What leaders of repute and name 
Bought by their death a deathless fame 1 
If such my direst foeman’s doom. 

My tears shall dew ‘his honoured tomb — 

No answ er 7 — Friend, of all our host, 

Thou know’st whom I should hate the most, 
Whom thou too, once, wert wont to hate 
Yet ler\ est me doubtful of his fate ” — 

With look unmoicd , — “ Of fnend or foe, 

Aught, ' answered Bertram, ‘ wouldst thou know, 
Demand in simple terms and plain, 

A soldier’s answ cr shalt thou gam , 

For question daik, or riddle high, 

I ha\e not judgment nor repl) ” 

15 The wrath his art and fear suppressed 
Now blazed at once in Wj cliffe’s breast , 

And bra\ e, from man so meanly bom, 

Roused his hereditary scorn 
“ Wretch 1 hast thou paid thy blood) debt? 
Philip or Moktham, lives he )et ? 

False to thy patron or thine oath, 

Trut’rous or perjured, one or both 
Slaie 1 hast thou kept thy promise plight, 

To slay th) leader m the fight 7 ’ — 

Then from his seat the soldier sprung, 
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And Wjcliffe’s hand he Mron*'!} wrung ; 

Ills grasp, is hard -w gW of mail, 
forced the red blood-drop fro'ii the n~u-~- 
“A health lie cried , and, ere be mC! 
Flung from him Wychfie’s imid, -nd hyghed 
—“Now, Osv aid Wjchfifc, spea) s thy brut 1 
Now plav’st thou veil tin genuine part j 
Worths, but for thy cr non fear, 

Like me to roam a buccaneer 
What reck’st thou of the C-ur-c di.mt, 

If Wortham's wealth and hnds be thine* 
What carest tliou for beleaguered York, 

If this good hand have done its v. orh * 

Or vlnt, though Fairfax and Jus best 
Are reddening Mirston's sv ->rth} breast 
If Philip Mortham v ith them he. 

Lending his life-blooa to the d>c? 

Sit, then ' and as ’mid comrades free 
Carousing after v ictory, 

When tales are told of blood and fear. 

That boys and women slinnV to hear. 

From point to point I frmUy fell 
The deed of death as it befell 
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“ When purposed vengeance I fo-ego, 
Term me a u retch, nor deem me foe, 
And when an insult 1 forgive, 

Then brand me as a slave, and In e *—■ , 
Philip of Moitlnm is with those 
Whom Bertram Rismghnm calls foes , 
Or whom more sure revenge attends, 
If numbered with ungrateful friends 
As was his wont, eie battle gloved, 
Along the marshalled ranks lie rode, 
And wore his visor up the while 
1 saw his melancholy smile, 

When, full opposed m front, lie knew 
Where Rokeb) ! s kindred banner flew 


And thus, he said, ‘ v ill friends div ule •’ 

I heard, and thought how, side by side, 

We two had turned the battle’s tide, ’ 

In many a well-debated field, 

Where Bertram’s breast v as Philip’s shield. 
I thought on Darien’s deserts pile. 

Where death bestrides the evening gale, 

11° w o’er my friend my cloak I threw, 

And fenceless faced the deadly dew 
avu° ll Sht on Quanana’s cliff, 

here, rescued from oui foundering skiff. 
Through the white breakers’ wrath I bore 
Exhausted Mortham to the shore , 

And when his side an arrow found, 
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I packed the Indian's v enomed w ound 
These thought*, like torrents rushed along, 

To sweep aw py my purpose strong 

17 “ Hearts are not fi.nt, ana flints arc rent. 
Hearts are not steel, ami steel is Kn< 

W hen Mortham b^de me as of yore, 

Te scr him in the battle’s rom, 

I scarcely saw the spears laid low, 

I scarcely heard tue trumpets l low , 

Lo'l was the w *r m mw-ard strife, 

Debating Mortham's death or life 
’Twas then I thought, how, lured to come. 

As partner of his wealth and liome. 

Ye ms of piratic wandering o’er, 

W ith him I sought our nativ e shore 
But Mortham’s lord grew tar estranged 
From the bold lieai t w ith w horn he ranged , 
Doubts, horror', superstitious fears, 

Saddened and dimmed descending Jems, 

Hie wily priests their victim sought, 

And damned each free-born deed and though. 
ll.cn must I seek another home, 

My licence shook Ins sober dome. 

If gold he gave, jn one wild day 
I revelled thrice the sum away 
An idle outcast then I strayed, 

Unfit for tillage or for trade — 

Deemed, like the steel of rusted lance, 

Useless and dangerous at once 
The as omen feared my liardv look. 

At my approach the peaceful shook 
The merchant saw my glance of flame, 

And locked Ins hoards w hen Bertram came ; 
Each child of cow nrd peace kept far 
From the neglected son of war 

iS “ But civil discord gave the call, 

And made my trade the trade of all 
By Mortham urged, I came again 
His vassals to the fight to tram 
What guerdon w aited on my care ? 

I could not cant of creed or pravu , 

Sour fanatics each trust obtained, 

And I, dishonoured and disdained, 

Gamed but the high and happv lot, 

In these poor arms to fiont the shot 1 — 

All this thou know’st, thy gestures tell , 

Yet hear it o’er, and mark it w ell 
’ Tis honour bids me now relate 
Each cucumstance of Mortham’s fate 

io “Thoughts fiom the tongue that slowly pari; 

* G'ancc quick as lightning through the heart 
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As my spur pressed tin courser s s dc, 

Philip of Morthm’s came aa-ts tried, 

And, cic the charging squadron*, mixed. 

Ills plea was erst, his doom v as fixed 
I Matched him through the doubtful fray, 

That changed as March's moody dm. 

Till, like a stream that bursts its bank, 

Tierce Rupert thundered on our fianl 
Tn as then, 'midst tumult, smoke, and strife, 
Where each man fought for death or life, 
’Tavas then I fired my pctroncl, 

And Morlliam, steed and rider, fell 
One dying look he upward east, 

Of w rath and angtush — ‘lavas his last 
Think not that there I stopped to a icw 
What of the battle should ensue, 

But ere 1 cleared that blooda pres", 

Our northern horse ran mas'erless, 

Monckton and Mitton told the nca z, 

Hoav troops of Roundhead*, choked the Ouse, 
And many a bonny Scot, aghast, 

Spurring lus palfrey northaa ard, passed, 
Cursing the day ashen zeal or meed 
First lured their Lesley o’er the Tsscid 
Yet avhen I reached the banks of Saaalc, 

Had rumour learned another tale ; 

With lus barbed horse, fresh tidings say. 
Stout Cromaa ell has redeemed the day , 

But svliechcr false the ness S, or true, 

Ossa aid, I reck as light as you ” — 


20 Not then by Wy clifTc might be shown 
>Hoav his pride startled at the tone 
In aahich his complice, fierce and free, 
Asserted guilt’s equality 
In smoothest terms lus speech he s\ oa c. 
Of endless friendship, faith, and love , 
Promised and sowed m courteous sort, 
But Bertram broke professions short 
“ Wycliffe, be sure not liere I stay, 

No, scarcely till the rising day , 
Warned by tbe legends of my youth, 

I trust not an associate’s truth 
Do not my native dales prolong 
Of Percy Rede the tragic song, 

Trained forward to his bloody fall 
By Girsonfield, that treacherous Hall ? 
ort, by the Pnngle's haunted side, 

■lne shepherd sees Ins spectie glide 

The spot that g ave me name, 

wm. n d , rnound of Rismgliam, 

W lere Reed upon her margin sees 
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Sweet Woodfaum’s cottages and trees, 
Some ancient sculptor’s art has shown 
An outlaw’s image on the stone 
Unmatched m strength, a giant he, 

'With quivered bach, and hirtled knee 
Ash how he died, that hunter bold, 

The tameless monarch of the wold, 

And age and infancy can tell, 

By brother’s treachery he fell — 

Thus w amed by legends of my youth 
I trust to no associate’s truth 

21 “ When last we reasoned of this deed, 
Nought, I bethink me, was agreed 
Or by what rule, or when, or where, 

The wealth of Mortham we should shaie; 
Then list, w hile I the portion name 
Our differing laws gi\ e each to claim 
Thou, i assal sworn to England’s throne, 
Her rules of heritage must ow n , 

They deal thee, as to nearest heir. 

Thy kinsman's lands and livings fair. 

And these I yield — do thou revere 
The statutes of the buccaneer 
Friend to the sea, and foeman sworn 
To all that on liei w av es are borne, 

When falls a mate m battle broil, 

His comrade heirs lus portioned spoil , 
When dies m fight a daring foe. 

He claims his wealth who struck the blow 
And either rule to me assigns 
Those spoils of Indian seas and mines, 
Hoarded m Mortham’s cav ems dark , 

Ingot of gold and diamond spark, 

Chalice and plate from churches home. 
And gems from shrieking beaut) tom, 

Each string of pearl, each silvei bar, 

And all the w ealth of w cstem w ar 
I go to search, w here, dark and deep. 

Those Trans-Atlantic treasures sleep 
Thou must along — for, lacking thee, 

The heir will scarce find entrance fiee 
And then faiewelk I haste to try 
Each varied pleasure wealth can buy 
When clo)ed each wish, these wars afford 
Fresh work for Bertram’s restless sword ” — 

22 , An undecided answer hung 
On Oswald’s hesitating tongue 
Despite his craft, he heard with awe 
This ruffian stabber fix the law , 

While lus own troubled passions veer. 
Through hatred, joy, l egret, and fear,— 
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T 0 \cd at the soul that Btrtiam fir- 
Ilc guiclgccl tlie murdcui < mighty f Tire, 

IHtcd Ins pnuo'i p- e-umpnioti , tone, 

And feared to vend with bun alone 
At length, tint middle co .re to ntcr, 

To co\ "udtcc and ciaft »o<kar, 

“His charge," he smd. “voidil ill Aiio.v 
His alienee from the fo-tro-- no/ , 

Wilfnd on Bertram should at'i.'d, 

His son *~hmi!d journey v ill* hr> frier, 1 *~ 

<<3 Contempt kept Bertram's anger dorm, 

And wreathed to sa\ age smile hi> frown 
* Wilfnd, or thou — tis out to me, 

Wliicher er hears tht goidcr fur 
Pet think not but I mark, and smite 
To marl thy poor and selfish rule 1 
ff injury from me sou fear, 

What, Osrtill Wrcliftc, dncld . thee here? 
I\c spuing from wails more high than these, 
J’se swam through deeper streams thru leer. 
Might I not stab thee, ere one yell 
Could rouse the distant sentinel ? 

Stait not — it is not my design, 

But, if it were, weak fence veie thme , 

And, trost me, that, in time of need, 

This hand hath done more desperate deed ■ — • 
Go, haste and rouse thy slumbering son , 
Time calls, and I must needs be gone ” — 

24, Nought oflns sire’s ungenerous part 
Polluted Wilfnd’s gentle heart , 

A he at, too soft from early life 
To hold with fortune needful strife 
His sire, while yet a hardier race 
Of numerous sons were Wy dike's grace 
On Wilfnd set contemptuous brand, 

For feeble heart and forceless hand , 

But a fond mother’s caie and joy 
Weie centred m her sickly boy 
No touch of childhood’s frolic mood 
Showed the elastic spring of blood , 

Hour after hour he loved to pore 
On Sliahspeare’s rich and sailed lore, 

But turned from martial scenes and light, 
From FalstafFs feast and Percy’s fight, 

To ponder J agues’ moral strain, 

And muse with Hamlet, v ise in vain , 

And weep himself to soft repose 
O er gentle Desdemona’s woes 

l 0U Skt not pleasures found 

ho »e> -Hid hawk, and hound. 
But loved the quiet yoys that w ake , 
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By lonely shram and silent lake. 

In Deepdale’s solitude to lie, 

Wlicic all is cliff, and copse, and sky , 

1 o climb Catcastle’s dizzy peak, 

Oi lone Pendiagon’s mound to seek 

s Such was Ins M out, and there Ins dieam 
Soared on some w lid fantastic theme, 

Of faithful love, 01 ceaseless Spung, 

Till Contemplation’s weaned wing 
The enthusiast could no more sustain, 
And sad he sunk to eai th again 

26 He loved — as many a lay can tell. 
Preserved in Stanmore’s lonely dell , 

Foi his was nnnstiel's skill, he caught 
The art unteachable, untaught , 

He loved — his soul did nature flame 
For lot e, and fancy nursed the flame , 
Vainly he loved — for seldom svv am 
Of such soft mould is lo\ ed again , 

Silent he loved — 111 c\ eiy gaze 
"Was pass.on, friendship in Ins plnase. 

So mused Ins life aw ay — till died 
His brethien all, then falhei’s pude 
"Wilfrid is now the only hen 
Of all his stratagems and care, 

And destined, daiklmg, to pursue 
Ambition’s maze by Oswald's clue 


27. "Wilfrid must love and woo the bnght 
Matilda, heir of Rokeby’s knight 
To lov e her w as an easy best. 

The seciet empress of lus breast , 

To woo hei was a hardei task 
To one that duist not hope or ask 
Yet all Matilda could, she gave 
In pity to her gentle slave , 

Friendship, esteem, and fan regard, 

And praise, the poet’s best levvaid 1 
She read the tales Ins taste approved, 

And sung the lays he framed or lov ed , 
Yet, loth to nurse the fatal flame 
Of hopeless love m fuendship’s name, 

In kind caprice she oft vvithchevv 
The favouring glance to fuendship due, 
Then gneved to see hei victim’s pain 
And gave the dangeious smiles again 

28 So did the suit of Wilfrid stand. 

When wai’s loud summons waked the land. 
Three banners, floating o’er the Tees, 

The woe-foreboding peasant sees , 

In concert oft they "braved of old 
The bordering Scot’s inclusion bold; 
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browning defiance m the 1 ! pr.de^ 
rhur vassals now and lends dinue 
J'rom Ins fair lull on Greta ijattl S 
The Knight of RoUbv led lus nib, 

To aid the valiant northern Faiw 
Who drew' the sw ord for lojal Chadc- 
Mortlnm, by in image near ah>e 1 ,— 

Ills sister had been Rokebi bride, 
Though long before the cml fray 
In peaceful grave the lady laj , — • 

Philip of Mortham raised h’S band, 

Ancl marched at Fairfax's command , ^ 
While WjclifTe, bound b\ many a train 
Of l.mdrcd art a ith v dy Vane, 

Less prompt to biavc the blood) field, 
Made Barnard's battlements his shield. 
Secured them w sth his Luncd-dc pon ers. 
And for the Commons held the toss e r s 


29 The lovely heir of Poked) 's knight 
Waits 111 the halls the e\ cut of fight , 

For England’s aval rcicicd the claim 
Of every unprotected name, 

And spared, amid its fiercest rage, 
Childhood ancl womanhood and age 
But Wilfrid, son to Rokeby’s foe, 

Must the dear privilege forego. 

By Greta's side, 111 cv enmg gray, 

To steal upon Matilda’s May, 

Striving, Mith fond hvpocnsj. 

For careless step and v acant eje , 
Calming each anxtous look and glance 
To give the meeting all to chance, 

Or framing as a fair excuse, 

The boob, the pencil, or the muse , 
Something to give, to smg, to saj. 

Some modem tale, some ancient lav 
Then, while the longed-for minutes last,-- 
Ah 1 minutes quickly ovei -passed 1 — 
Recording each expiession free 
Of kind or careless court es) , 

Each friendly look, each softer tone, 

As food for fancy wlicn alone 
All tins is o’er — but still, unseen, 

Wilfrid may lurk m Eastw ood green, 

£0 watch Matilda's wonted round, 

* q, hue springs Ins heart at ev crj sound 
otie comes 'tis but a passing sight, 
et serves to cheat his weary night , 

\vL CO i K , not ~ IIe '"ill wait the hour. 
When her lamp lightens m the tower, 
Us something jet, if, as she passed. 
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Her slnde is o’er the lattice cast 
“ What is my life, my hope? 11 he said, 

“ Alas 1 a transitory shade ” — 

30 Thus w ore his life, though reason stiove 
For mastery m vain with lo\e, 

Forcing upon Ins thoughts the sum 
Of present woe and ills to come, 

While still he turned impatient ear 
From Truth’s intrusive voice severe 
Gentle, mdifieient, and subdued, 

In all but this, unmoved he viewed 
Each outward change of ill and good • 
But Wilfrid, docile, soft, and mild, 

Was Fancy’s spoiled and wayward child; 
In her bright car she bade him ride, 

With one fair form to grace Ins side, 

Or, in some wild and lone retieat, 

* Flung her high spells mound his seat, 
Bathed m her dews his languid head, 

Her fairy mantle o’ei him spread , 

For him her opiates gave to flow, 

Which he who tastes, can ne’er forego. 
And placed him m her circle, free 
From eveiy stem leality, 

Till, to the Visionary, seem 

Her day dreams truth, and truth a dream. 

31, Woe to the youth whom Fancy gams, 
Winning from Reason’s hand the rems. 
Pity and woe 1 for such a mmd 
Is soft, contemplative, and land, 

And woe to those who tiam such youth, 
And spare to press the lights of truth, 

1 he mmd to strengthen and anneal, 

While on the stithy glows the steel 1 
O teach lnm, while youi lessons last, 

To judge the present by the past, 

Remind him of each wash pursued. 

How rich it glowed with promised good; 
Remind lnm of each w lsh enjoy cd, 

How soon Ins hopes possession cloj'ed ! 
Tell lnm, w e play unequal game, 

Whene'er we shoot by Fancy’s aim 
And, ere lie stup him for her race 
Show the conditions of the chase 
Two Sisters by the goal are set, 

Cold Disappointment and Regret 
One disenchants the winner’s ey es, 

And strips of all its worth the prize , 

While one augments its gaudy show 
More to enhance the loser's w oe. 

The victor sees Ins fairy gold, 
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Transformed, when won, to dross} mold, 

But still the vanquished mourns his loss, 

And rues, as gold, that glittering dross 

More wouldst thou kno.v— - jon toner survey. 
Yon couch impressed since p-nmg day, 

Yon. untnmmed lamp, nhose jellov gleam 
Is mingling n »th the cold moonbeam, 

And von thin form ' —the hectic red 
On his pale chcel unequal spread 
The head reclined, the loosened hair, 

1 he limbs relaxed, the mournful air ■ — 

Sec, he looks up , — a noful smile 
Lightens Ins uoc-worn check a while, — • 

’Tis Fancy w akes some idle thought. 

To gild the ruin she has wrought; 

For, like the bat of Indian brakes. 

Her pinions fan the wound slic makes, 1 
And soothing thus the dreamer s pain, 

She drinks bis life-blood from the vein. 

Now to the lattice turn his eyes, 

Yam hope 1 to see the sun arise 
The moon with clouds is still o’ercast; 

Still howls by fits the stormy blast , 

Another hour must w ear away. 

Ere the East kindle into da}. 

And, hark 1 to waste that v ear} hour. 

He tnes the minstrel’s magic pon er. 


So' c 

To ihc jl/ivK 

33 Hail to thy cold and clouded beam, 

Pale pilgrim of the troubled shy ’ 

Had, though the mists that o’er thee stream 
Lend to thy btow their sullen dye ’■ 

IIow should thy pure and peaceful e}e 
Untroubled view our scenes below r , 

Or how a tearless beam supply 
To light a ivoild of w ar and vvoc ’ 


Fair Queen ' I will not blame thee now, 
As once by Greta’s fairy side , 

Each little cloud that dimmed thy brow 
Did then an angel’s beauty hide 
And of tl e shades I then could chide, 

Still are the thoughts to memory dear, 
Fo I>whde a softer strain I tried, 

They lud my blush, and calmed my fear 


" ax? ^ ^ s"* 5 ** thy ray seiene 
Was formed to light some lonely de 
fond lovers only seen, 
•Koflected from the crystal w ell, 
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Or sleeping on then mossy cell. 

Or qimenng on the lattice bright. 

Or glancing on their conch, to tell 
How swiftly wanes the summci night) 

34. He starts— a step at this lone hour 1 
A voice 1 — his father seeks the tower, 
With haggard look and troubled sense, 
Fresh from his dreadful conference 
“ Wilfud 1 — what, not to sleep addressed) 
Thou hast no cai es to chase thy rest 
Mortham has fallen on Marston-moor 
Bertram brings warrant to secure 
His treasures, bought by spoil and blood. 
For the state’s use and public good 
The menials will thy voice obey. 

Let his commission have its way, 

In every point, in every word ” — 

Then, in a whisper, — “Take thy sword 1 
Bertram is — what I must not tell 
I hear his hasty step — farew ell 1 ” 


CANTO SECOND 

I, Far m the chambers of the west, 

The gale had sighed itself to rest , 

The moon was cloudless now and clear. 
But pale, and soon to disappear 
The thm gray clouds waxed dimly light 
On Brusleton and Houghton height , 

And the rich dale, that eastward lay, 
Waited the wakening touch of day, 

To give its woods and ciiltiued plain, 

And towers and spires, to light again 
But, westward, Stanm ore’s shapeless swell, 
And Lunedale wild, and Kel ton-fell. 

And lock-begirdled Gilmanscar, 

And Arkingaith, lay dark afar. 

While, as a livelier tw lhglit falls, 

Emerge proud Barnard’s bannered w alls 
High crowned he sits, 111 dawning pale, 

The sov ereign of the lovely v ale 

2 What piospects, fiom the watch-tower high. 
Gleam gradual on the w arder’s eye 1 — 

Far sweeping to the east, he sees 
Down his deep woods the course of Tees, 
And tracks his wanderings by the steam 
Of summer vapours from the stream, 

And ere he pace his destined hour 
By Brackenbury’s dungeon-tower, 

These silver mists shall melt aw ay, 

And dew the woods with glittering spraj 
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T hen in broad lustre •'bn 11 be (1 n 
Tint might} trench of Ininr L \o',c, 

And each huge trunk tint, from tl c rule, 
Reclines him o’er tl e darksome tine. 
Where Tees full many a P* thorn lev , 
Wears antli his r.v’e no commo i foe ; 

For pebbly bank, nor '-and -bed 1ms 
Nor claj -mound, dice! c hi a fierce career, 
Condemned to mine a channelled a< \ , 
O’er solid sheets of marble gray 
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Nor Tecs alone, in dawning lingh* , 

Shall rush upon the ravished sight. 

But naan) a tributary stream 
Each from its oaan dark dell sir'll gleam* 
Stamdrop, avho, from her s\l\ an boners 
Salutes proud Rab) ’s battled toners; 

The rural brooV of Eglidonc, 

And Balder, named from Odin’s c on, 

And Greta, to whose banks ere long 
We lead the loacrs of the song , 

And silver Lunc, from Stanmorc avild, 

And fairj HiorsgiH’s murmuring child. 

And last rnd least, but loaches, still, 

Romantic Deepd ale’s slender nil 
Who in that dim-aaood glen hath strayed, 

Yet longed for Rodin's magic glade? 

Who, aanndcring there, hath sought to change, 
Even for that a ale so stem and strange. 

Where Cartland’s Crags, fantastic rent, 
Through her green copse hkc spires are seat ? 
Yet, Albro, yet the praise be thine. 

Thy scenes and story to combine 1 
Thou bidd’st him, aahob} Roslm strays 
List to the deeds of other da}s, 

’Mad Cartland’s Crags thou slioaa’st the case 
The refuge of tli> champion brave. 

Giving each rock its stoned talc, 

Pounng a lay for ever} dale, 

"Knitting, as aa ith a moral band, 

Thy natia e legends with tli} land, 

To lend each scene the interest high 
Which genius beams from beaut} s e> e 


Bertram aaa ailed not the sight 
Which sunrise shosss from Barnard’s height, 
But from the towers, presenting das, 
sanl^i ^ yT| ^ nc l took lus early aaay, 

hue misty dawn, and moonbeam pale, 
bull mingled m the silent dale 
By Barnard’s bndge of stately stone, 

The southern bank of Tees the} won , 
knew winding path then eastward cast, 
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And Lglistone s gray rums passed , 

Each on Ins own deep vistons bent, 

Silent and sad they onward went 
"Well may j r ou think that Bertram’s mood. 
To W lift id sa\age seemed and rude, 

Well may you think bold Rismgliam 
Held Wilfud trivial, poor, and tame , 

And small the intercourse, I av een, 

Such uncongenial souls between 

5 Stern Bertram shunned the nearer w ay, 
Through Rokeby’s park and chase that lay, 
And, skirting high the valley’s 1 idge, 

They crossed by Gi eta’s ancient bridge, 
Descending where her waters wind 

Free for a space and unconfined, 

As, ’scaped from Bngnal’s dark v ood glen, 
She seeks v ild Mortham's deeper den 
There, as his eye glanced o’er the mound, 
Raised by that Legion long renowned, 
Whose votive shrine asserts thetr claim, 

Of pious, faithful, conquering fame, 

“ Stem sons of war sad Wilfrid sighed, 

“ Behold the boast of Roman pride 1 
What now' of all your toils are known? 

A grassy trench, a broken stone 1 ” — 

This to himself, for moral strain 
To Bertram were addressed in \am 

6 Of different mood, a deeper sigh 
Awoke, when Rokeby’s turrets high 
Were northward in the dawning seen ' 
To rear them o’er the thicket green 

O then, though Spenser’s self had strayed 
Beside him through the lovely glade, 
Lending his rich luxuriant glow 
Of Fancj, all its charms to show, 

Pointing the stream rejoicing fiee, 

As captive sec at liberty, 

Flashing her sparkling avaaes abroad, 

And clamouring joyful on her road , 

Pointing avhere, up the sunny banks, 

The trees retne in scattered ranks, 

Saa e avhere, advanced before the rest, 

On knoll or hillock rears his crest, 

Lonely and huge, the giant Oak, 

As champions, when then band is broke, 
Stand foith to guard the rearward post, 

The buhvark of the scattered host — 

All this, and more, might Spenser saj 
Yet avaste in aain his magic laj. 

While Wilfrid eyed the distant toner, 

Whose lattice lights Matilda’s bower 
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The open vale is soon pr wl ° cr f 
Rokcby, though nigh, is '•'-Ui norcj 
Sinking 'mid Gretas thicket-- ocs'i, 

A -wild and darker course the) t ecp, 

A stem and lone, yet lose!; road. 

As e’er the foot of M uv-tre! trodc ! 

Broad shadows o cr their passage f-11* 

Deeper and narrow cr grew the dell , 

It seemed «omc mountain rent an i rn cn 
A channel for the stream had pun, 

So high the clifTs of limestone gr> y 
Hung beetling o’er the torrent’s wa), 
Yielding, along their rugged Base, 

A flinty footpath’s niggard space, 

Where he, who wind-, ’t u v t rock and wriv e, 
May hear the headlong torrent last, 

And like a steed in frantic fit, 

That fltngs the froth from curb ai d bit, 

May a icw her chafe her waits to spray, 

O’er every rock that bars her wav, 

Till foam globes on bet eddies rule. 

Thick as the schemes of human pride, 

That down life’s current drne amain, 

As frail, as frothy, and as a am’ 
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The cliffs that rear their haughty head 
High o’er the ria cr’s darksome heel 
Were now all naked, avild, and gray, 

How avaamg all auth greenwood sprat' , 
Ilcie trees to every crevice clung, 

And o’er the dell tlicir branches hung j 
And there, all splintered and mica ui, 

The shivered rocks ascend to lieaa cn j 
Oft, too, the ivy swathed their breast, 

And w readied its garland roi nd their crest, 
Or from the spires bade loosely flare 
Its tendrils in the middle air 
As pennons wont to avaae of old 
O’er the lngh feast of Baron bold, 

When revelled loud the feudal rout, 

And the arched halls leturned then shout 
Such and more w lid is Greta’s roai, 

And such the echoes from her shore 
And so the ivied banners’ gleam 
Waved wildly o’er the brawling stream 


How from the stream the rocks recede, 
ilut leaa e between no sunny mead, 
nr, ?° r ?*, c T ot of pebbly sand, 
ww Und by such a mountain strand : 
.arming s } K h w’arm and dry retreat. 

As fancy deems the lonely Yeat, 

Where hermit, wandering from his cell, 
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Ills ros-U} might lore to tell 
But here, ! t\vi\t rock and m er grew 
A dismal grove of sable yew, 

With whose sad tints weie mingled seen 
The blighted fir's sepulchral green 
Seemed that the trees their shadows cast 
The earth that nourished them to blast , 

For nmer knew that swarthy grove 
The verdant hue that fames love , 

Nor wilding gieen, nor woodland flower, 

Arose within, its baleful bower , 

The dank and sable earth recen es 
Its only carpet from the leaves, 

That from the w ithering branches cast, 

Bestrewed the ground w ith e\ ery blast 
Though now' the sun w as o’er the lull, 

In tins dark spot ’twas twilight still, 

Save that on Gi eta’s farther side 
Some straggling beams through copsew'ood glide. 
And wild and savage contrast made 
That dingle’s deep and funeral shade, 

With the bright tints of early day, 

Which, glimmering through the ivy spray, 

On the opposing summit laj 

io The lated peasant shunned the dell , 

For Superstition wont to tell 
Of many a grisly sound and sight, 

Scaring its path at dead of night 
When Christmas logs blaze high and wade. 

Such wonders speed the festal tide , 

While Curiosity and Fear, 

Pleasure and Pain, sit crouching near, 

Till childhood’s cheek no longer glow's. 

And village maidens lose the rose 
The thrilling interest uses higher, 

The circle closes nigh and mgher, 

And. shuddering glance is cist behind, 

As louder moans the wintry wind 
Believe, that fitting scene was laid 
For such w ild talcs in Mortham glade j 
For who had seen on Gi eta’s side. 

By that dim light fierce Bertram stride. 

In such a spot, at such on hour, — 

If touched by Superstition’s power, 

Might well have deemed that Hell had given 
A murdeiel’s ghost to upper hea\en, 

Wlule Wilburs form had seemed to glide 
Like lus pale victim by his side 

tr. Nor thank to village swams alone 
Are these unearthly terrors known , 

For not to rmk nor sex confined 
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Is this v sin ague of the mind 
Hearts firm as steel, ns marble herd, 
’Gainst futh, and lore, mid pit) h^re-lj 
Hire quihed, like aspen leaves in .da). 
Beneath its universal sway 
Bertram had listed many a tale 
Of wonder m his native dale. 

That in his secret soul retained 
The credence they in childhood trained , 
Nor less Ins wild adventurous yov lu 
Believed in ever) legend’s truth, 

Learned when, beneath the tropic gale. 
Full swelled the vessel's dead) sail 
And the broad Indian moon ber light 
Poured on the watch of middle night, 

\\ hen seamen love to hear and tclt 
Of portent, prodigy , and spell , 

What gales arc sold on Lapland s shore, 
How whistle rash bids tempests roar, 

Of vvitch, of mcimaul, and of sprite, 

Of Ench’s cap and LI mo’s light , 

Or of that Phantom Ship, whose form 
Shoots like a meteor through the storm ; 
When the dark scud conics driving hard. 
And lowered is every top sad yard, 

And canvas, wove m earthly loom*-, 

No more to brave the storm presumes I 
Then 'mid the w ar of sea ancf sky, 

Top and top gallant hoisted high, 

Full spread and crowded every sad, 

The Demon Frigate braves the gale ; 
And well the doomed spectators know 
Hie harbinger of wreck and woe 


t2 Then, too, were told, m stilled tone, 
Marvels and omens all their own , 

How, by some desert isle or key, 

Where Spaniards wrought their cruelty. 
Or where the sav age pirate’s mood 
Repaid it home m deeds of blood, 
Strange nightly sounds of woe and fear 
Appalled the listening buccaneer, 

Whose light-armed shallop anchored lay 
In ambush by the lonely hay' 

The groan of grief, the shriek of pam, 
Ring fiom the moonlight groves of cane , 
The fierce adv enturer’s heart they scare, 
who weaues memory for a prayer. 
Curses the roadstead, and with gale 
Di early morning lifts the sail, 

■to give, in thirst of blood and prey, 

A legend for another bay 
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13 Thus, ns n man, a touth, a child 
Tiamed m the mystic and the Mild, 

With tins on Bertram’s soul at times 
Rushed a dark feeling of his crimes , 

Such to his troubled soul their form 
As the pole dentli-ship to the storm, 

And such their omen dim nnd dread 
As sluiehs and -voices of the dead 
That pang, -whose transitory force 
Hovered ’twi\t horror nnd remorse. 

That pang, pel chance, his bosom pressed, 
As "Wilfrid sudden he addressed — 
“Wilfrid, tins glen is never trod 
Until the sun ndes high abroad , 

Yet twice have I beheld to day 
A form, that seemed to dog our -was 
Twice from my glance it seemed to flee 
frnd shroud itself by cliff or uee 
How tlunk’st thou ? — Is our path w^y-laid? 
Or hath thy sire my trust betrayed ? 

If so ” Ere, starting from hts dre-’in, 

lint turned upon a gentler theme, 

"Wilfrid had roused him to reply, 

Bertram sprung forw aid, shouting high, 

“ What e’er thou art, thou now shalt stand!” 
And forth he darted, s\v ord in hand 

14 As bursts the lev 111 in its w rath, 

ITc diot him down the sounding path , 

Rock, wood, and stream, rang wildly out, 

To his loud step -md savage shout. 

Seems that the object of his race 
Hath scaled the cliffs , his frantic cliasc 
Sidelong he turns, and now ’tis bent 
Right up the rock’s tall battlement ; 

Straining each smew to ascend, 

Foot, hand, and knee, their aid must lend. 
Wilfrid, all dizzy with dismay, 

Views from beneath his dreadful way , 

Kow to the oak’s warped roots he clings, 

Now trusts his weight to ivy strings , 

Row, like the wild goat, must he dure 

An unsupported leap in air 

Hid m the shrubby ram-course now. 

You mark him by the crashing Lough, 

An 1 by his corskl’i. sullen clan! 

And by the stones spurned from the bank, 
And bv tic hawk scared fro n her nest, 

And ravens croaking o’er their guest, 

V ho deem his forfr.it limbs shaii p-g. 

The tribute ot his bold essay . 

15 See, he emerges' — desperate row 


33 ° 


ROKCBY 


All farther course — Yon 'beetling brow, 

In craggy nakedness sublime, 

What heart or foot shall dare to climb? 

It bears no- tendril for his clasp, 

Presents no angle to Ins grasp , 

Sole stay lus foot may rest upon, 

Is yon earth-bedded jetting stone 
Balanced on such precarious prop, 

He strains Ins grasp to reach the top 
Just as the dangerous stretch he make->, 
By heaven, his faithless footstool shakes 1 
Beneath lus tottering bulk it bends, 

It sways, it loosens, it descends ■ 

And downward holds its headlong nay. 
Crashing o’er rock and copscwood spray 
Loud thunders shake the echoing dell 1 — 
Fell it alone’ — alone it fell 
Just on the very verge of fate, 

The hardy Bcrtiam’s falling weight 
He trusted to his sinewy hands, 

And on the top unharmed he stands I 


l6. Wilfrid a safer path pursued, 

At intervals where, roughly hewed, 

Rude steps ascending from the dell 
Rendered the cliffs accessible 
By circuit slow he thus attained 
The height that Rismgliam had gamed-, 
And when he issued from the wood, 
Before the gate of Movtliam stood 
’Twas a fair scene t the sunbeam lay 
On battled tower and portal gray, 

And from the grassy slope he sees 
The Greta flow to meet the Tees , 
Where, issuing from her darksome bed, 
She caught the morning's eastern red, 
And through the softening vale below 
Rolled her bright waves, in rosy glow, 
All blushing, to her bndal bed, 

Like some shy maid in convent bred, 
While linnet, lark, and blackbird gay, 
Sing forth hci nuptial roundelay 


l 7 r J' vas swe ctly sung that roundelay, 
v I hat summer mom shone blithe and gai 
But morning beam, and w lld-bird’s callj 
Awaked not Mortham’s silent hall 
A o porter, by the loiv-brow cd gate, 
ook m the wonted niche lus seat , 
n? , b avc d court no peasant drew, 
aked to their toil no menial creiv , 
l , lna 'den s carol was not heard, 

As to her morning task she fated 
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In the void offices mound, 

Rung not a hoof, nor bay ed a hound , 
Nor eager steed, tt ith shrilling nugh, 
Accused the lagging gloom’s delay, 
Untrimmed, undressed, neglected nov , 
Was alley ed tt alk and orchard bough , 
All spoke the master’s absent caie, 

All spoke neglect and disrepair 
South of the gate, an arrow flight, 

Two mighty elms their limbs unite, 

As if a canopy, to spread 

O’er the lone dtt elling of the dead , 

For their huge boughs in arches bent 
Above a massive monument, 

Caned o’er in ancient Gothic wise, 

With many a scutcheon and deuce 
Theie, spent with toil and sunk m gloom 
1 Bertram stood pondering by’ the tomb. 

18 “ It a amslied like a flitting ghost 1 
Behind this tomb," lie said, “’twas lost-- 
This tomb, -where oft I deemed lies stoied 
Of Mortham’s Indian wealth the hoard. 
’Tis true, the aged servants said 

Here his lamented w ife is laid , 

But weightier leasons may be guessed 
For their lord’s stnct and stern behest, 
That none should on his steps Intrude 
Whene’er lie sought tins solitude — 

An ancient mariner I knew , 

What lime I sailed with Moignn’s crcv 
Who oft, ’mid our carousals, spake 
Of Raleigh, Forbisher, and Drake , 
Ad\enlurous hcails ' who baitercd, bold, 

1 heir English steel foi Sp-msh gold 
Trust not, would his evpciscnce say, 
Captain or comrade with jour picy, 

But seek some charnel, when, at full, 

The moon gilds skeleton and skull 
There dig, and tomb your precious heap, 
And bid the dead your tieasure keep. 

Sure stewards thej , if fitting spell 
Their service to the task compel 
Lacks there such charnel? — kill a slate 
Or prisoner, on the treasure-grate. 

And hid his discontented ghost 
Stalk nightly on Ins lonely post — 

Such was his tale Its truth, I ween 
Is in mj morning t ision seen ” — 

19 Wilfrid, who scorned the legend wild, 

In mingled mirth and pitv smiled, 

Much marvelling that a breast so bold 
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In such fr ul tile belief should h’>,d ; 

3 Jut )U of Bertram sou’dn to 1 now 
f lhc apparition's form and dm, — 

The power within the guilt Y br-i * 

Oft vanquished, ntur mute s„ppre>'cd. 

Tint unsubdued and hu! mg Lcs, 

To taVe the felon ti) surpn c, 

And fo-cc him, os b> magic spell , 

In hn despite hr, guilt to icll,-~ 

Tint power m Bertram’s breo't aw ole. 

Scarce conscious be a os 1 raid 1 e ‘•pc’ c 
“Twas Mortham’s fom, from f<y<t to bead l 
His morion, with the plume of red, 

Ills shape, his mien— urn Mcrtlr.ni, rigid 
As when I slew him in the fight.’ — 

“ rho i slay him? — thou t ” — \\ nh conscious start 
He heard, then manned his haughty head — * 

" I slew him ? — I !— I had forgot 
Thou, stripling, 1 new T not of the p’ot 
But it is spol cn — nor a ill I 
Heel done, or spot cu a ord, deuj 
I slew him , 1 1 for thankkv, pnde , — 

'In as hy this hand that Mortl.am (lied ” 

2o Wilfrid, of gentle hand and heart, 

Averse to every active part, 

But most av erse to martial broil, 

From danger shrunl , and turned from toil, 

Yet the meet lover of the Ijrc 
Nursed one brave spark of noble fire , 

Against injustice, fraud, or wrong, 

Pits blood beat high, his hand a, axed strong. 

Not his the nerves that could sustain 
Unshaken, danger, tod, and pain , 

But, when that spark blared foith to flame, 

He rose superior to Ins frame 

And now it came, that generous mood , 

And, in full current of his blood, 

On Bertram he laid desperate hand, 

Placed firm lus foot, and drew his brand 
“ Should evety fiend, to whom thou’rt sold, 
llise m thine aid, I keep my hold — 

Arouse there, ho ’ take spear and sword 1 
Attack the murderer of }our lord •” 


2t A moment fixed, as by a spell, 

Stood Bcrtiam — it seemed miracle, 
that one so feeble, soft, and tame, 

Set grasp on w arlike Rismgham 
imt when he felt a feeble stroke, 
fhe fiend within the ruffian woke' 
io vvrcnch the sword from Wilfrid's hand. 
To dash him headlong on the sand, 
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Was but one moment’s w orb, — one more 
Had drenched the blade m Wilfrid’s gore: 
But, m the instant it arose, ' 5 

To end his life, his love, lus woes, 

A warlike Form, tint marked the scene, 
Presents his rapier sheathed between, 
Parries the fast-descending blow, 

And steps ’twi\t Wilfrid and lus foe. 

Nor then unscabbarded his biand, 

But, sternly pointing with Ins hand, 

With monarch’s voice forbade the fight, 
And motioned Bertram from his sight 
“Go, and repent,” — he said, “while time 
Is given thee, add not crime to crime ” — 

22 Mute, and uncertain, and amazed, 

As on a vision, Beitram gazed 1 
’Tvvas Mortham’s bearing, bold and high, 
IBs sinewy frame, his falcon eie, 

IIis look and accent of command, 

The martial gesture of his hand, 

IIis stately form, spare-built and tall, 

IIis w ar-bleached locks — ’tw r as Moitham all 
Through Bertram’s dizzy brain career 
A thousand thoughts, and all of fear, 

IIis wavering faith received not quite 
The form he saw as Mortham’s spate. 

But more lie feared it, if it stood 
His lord, in living flesh and blood — 

What spectie can the charnel send, 

So dreadful as an lnjmed friend ? 

Then, too, the habit of command, 

Used by the leadei of the hand, 

When Rismgham, for many a day, 

Had marched and fought beneath lus sway. 
Tamed him — and, with re\ erted face, 
Backwaids he bore his sullen pace, 

Oft stopped, and oft on Mortham stared, 

And dark as rated mastiff glaied. 

But when the tramp of steeds was heard. 
Plunged m the glen, and disappeared 
Nor longei theie the warrior stood. 

Retiring eastward through the wood; 

But fust to Wilfrid warning gives, 

“Tell thou to none that Mortham lives 

’3 Still rung these w orris in Wilfrid’s car, 

Hinting he knew not what of fear, 

When nearer came the coursers’ tread, 

And, with his father at their head. 

Of horsemen armed a gallant power 
Reined up their steeds before the tow er 
“ Whence these pale looks, my son ?” he said 
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“ Where 's Bertram ? 3 \Ti) (li.it naked i^-dc ? 
Wilfrid ambiguously replied, 

{For Morilnm’s charge his honour bed ) 

“ Btrli utt is gone— the ' dliin •* 1 o'd 
Aaouched Iran murderer of lm lonl ! 

Even now no fought~~but, w lien \ our tread 
Announced you nigh, the felon (led. — 

In V.) elides conscious tie appear 
A guilty hope, a guilty for. 

On his palehrm\ the dew drop l rohe. 

And his lip rpmertd as lie spoke , — 

24 “A murderer 1 — Philip Mortham died 
Amid the battle’s wildest tide t 

\\ gfrid, or Bertram rases, or you 1 
Yet, grant such strange confession true. 
Pursuit were sain — let him fly far — 

Justice must sleep in civd war” — 

A gallant youth rode near his side, 

Bras'e Rokeby’s page, in battle tried , 

Tint morn, an embassy of w eight 
lie brought to Barnard’s cas'le gate, 

And. followed now in Wy chile’s train, 

An answer for his lord to gam 

His steed, sshosc arched and sable neck.. 

A hundred wreaths of foain bedeck. 

Chafed not against the curb more high 
Than he at Osw aid's cold reply , 

He bit his lip, implored his saint, 

(His the old faith) — then burst rcslrrnt. 


25 Yes 1 I beheld his bloody fall, 

By that base traitor’s dastard ball, 

Just when I thought to measure sword, 
Presumptuous hope 1 with Wortham’s lord. 
And shall the murderer 'scape, w ho slew 
His leader generous, brave, and true I 
Escape ! while on the dew you trace 
The marks oflns gigantic pace? 

Ho ' ere the sun that dew' shall dry , 

False Risingham shall yield or die — 

Ring out the Castle 'larum bell ! 


Aiouse the peasants w ith the knell 1 
Meantime, disperse — ride, gallants, ride 2 
Beset the w ood on ei ery side 
But if among you one thcic be, 

That honours Moithani’s memory, 

Bet him dismount and follow me 1 
Else on your crest sit fear and shame. 

And foul suspicion dog your name 1 ” 

<26 Insist l ° Redmond sprang , 

Instant on earth the harness rang ’ 

Of twenty men of Wycliffe’s band, 
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Who waited not their lord’s command 
Redmond Ins spurs from buskins drew, 

His mantle from his shoulders threw, 

Ills pistols m his belt he placed, 

The green-wood gained, the footsteps traced, 
Shouted like huntsman to Ins hounds, 

“ I o cover, hark 1 ” and m he bounds 
Scarce heard was Oswald’s an\ious cry, 

“ Suspicion ' — yes — pursue him — fly — 

But venture not, m useless stnfe, 

On ruffian despeiate of his life 
Whoever finds him, shoot him dead ! 

Five bundled nobles for his head 1 ” 

27 The horsemen galloped to make good 
Each path that issued from the wood 
Loud fiom the thickets rung the shout 
Of Redmond and Ihs eager rout , 

With them was Wilfrid, stung with ire, 

And envying Redmond’s martial fire, 

And emulous of fame — But w here 

Is Oswald, noble Mortham’s heir? 

He, bound by honour, law, and faith, 

Avenger of Ins kinsman’s death ? — 

Leaning against the elmm tree, 

With drooping head and slackened knee, 

And clenched teeth, and close-clasped hands, 
In agony of soul he stands ' 

His downcast eye on earth is bent, 

IIis soul to every sound is lent , 

For in each shout that cleaves the air, 

May ring discovery and despair 

28 What ’vailed it him, that brightly placed 
Hie morning sun on Mortham’s glade? 

All seems in giddy round to ride, 

Like objects on a stormy tide, 

Seen eddying by the moonlight dim, 
Imperfectly to sink and swam 
What ’vailed it, that the fair domain. 

Its battled mansion, hill and plain, 

On which the sun so briglitl} shone, 

Envied so long, was now his own ? 

The lowest dungeon, m that hour. 

Of Brackenbury’s dismal tow er, 

Had been Ins choice, could such a doom 
Have opened Mortha m’s bloody tomb 2 
Forced, too, to turn unwilling ear 
To each surmise of hope or fear, 

Murmured among the rustics round, 

Who gathered at the Timm sound, 

He dared not turn Ins head away. 

Even to look up to heav en to pray. 


/IVIi. J*/s 


33 f J 


Or call on hell, in hittei mood, 

lmr one sharp death-shot from the v.oa I 

29 U length o’erpa-sed tint druaciful p ptce, 

Jhek stnq^hng cr me the MSUtexa ui>e; 
{aded and w c in , hone and n >,j, 

Returned the trooper-., one In on. 

Wilfrid, the last, •’-mctl to si), 

All trace a\ as lost of Uci tram’s v. as , 

Though Redmond still, tip Vr tpiat v or 1, 
ihe hopeless quest in a am pvta ted — 

O, fatal doom of human race 1 
What tjrant passions passion ch-sc’ 

Remorse from Osu aid’s hrm i> {.one, 

A.aricc and pride resume thur throne; 

'1 lie pang of inst-mt terror In , 

1 hey dictate thus their slate's teplj 

30 “ Ay — let litm range like hasty hound 1 
\nd if the gum n oil’s lair he found, 

Small is my care hoav goes the game 
With Redmond, or \a ith Risinpham 
Nay, ansaa er not, thou simple hoy ! 

Thy fair Matilda, alL so toy 
l'o thee, is of another mood 
To that bold y ou’h of Enn’s blood 
1 hy ditties a\ ill she freely praise, 

And pay thy pains with courtly phrase 
In a rough path mil oft command— 

Accept at least — thy friendly Imnd ; 

His she aaouls, or, urged and prayed, 
Unwilling takes his proffeicd aid. 

While conscious passion plainly speaks 
In downcast look and "blushing checks 
Whene’er he sings, will she glide nigh. 

And all lier soul is m her cy c, 

Yet doubts she sttll to tender free 

The \\ onted avoids of courtesy 

These are strong signs ’—yet wherefore sigh 

And wipe, effeminate, thine cye ? 

Thme shall she he, if thou attend 
The counsels of thy sire and friend 


“ Scarce avert thou gone, aahen peep of hgl t 
Brought genuine news of "Marston’s fight° 
Brave Cromaaell turned the doubtful tide, 
And conquest blessed the rightful side , 
Three thousand caaaheis lie dead, 

Rupert and that bold Marquis fled , 

Robles and knights, so proud oflate, 
uust fine for freedom and estate 
these, committed to my charge, 
ts Rokeby prisoner at large , 

Redmond, his page, arrived to sa\ * 
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He icacl ms Barnaul's toweis to-daj 
Right hear y shall his lansom be, 

Unless that maid compound with thee r 
Go to liei now — be bold of cheer. 

While hei soul floats ’tv, i\t hope and fcai 1 
It is the xeiy change of tide, 

When best the female heart is tiled — 
Piidc, prejudice, and modesty, 

Aie in the cunent swept to sea , 

And the bold sw am, w ho plies his oai 
May lightly row his bailc to shoie ” 


CANTO THIRD 

1 The hunting tubes of an and eaith 
Respect the bielhren of their birth 
Natuie, who loves the claim of land, 

Less cruel chase to each assigned 
The falcon, poised on soanng wing, 

Watches the wild-duck by the spring , 

The slew-hound wakes the fox’s Jan , 

The greyhound presses on the hare , 

The eagle pounces on the lamb , 

The wolf devours the fleecy dam, 

Ev’n tigei fell, and sullen beai, 

Their likeness and their lineage spam. 

Man, only, mars land Nature’s plan, 

And turns the fierce pursuit on man • 

Plying war’s desultory trade, 

Incursion, flight, and ambuscade, 

Since Nimrod, Cush’s mighty son, 

At first the bloody game begun 

2 The Indian, prou ling for Ins prey, 

Who lieais the settlers tiack Ins nay, 

And knows m distant foiest far 
Camp lus red brethren of the w ai , 

He, when each double and disguise 
To baffle the pursuit he tries, 

Low crouching now' lus head to hide, 

Where swampy stieams through rushes glide, 
Now' co\ ering with the withered lea\e-> 

The foot-prints that the dew lecencs. 

He, skilled m every sylvan guile, 

Knows not, nor tries, such xarious wile 
A.s Rismgham, when on the wind 
Aiosc the loud pursuit behind 
In Redesdalc his jouth had heaid 
Each art her wily daysmen dared 
When Rooken-edge, and Redsn air high. 

To bugle lung and bloodhound s crj, 
Announcing Jed W'ood axe and spear, , 
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And 1 «<r- hk j tiler-; m the u"r. 

And util ln-> \tntnrou life 1 "d prficrt 
The lesson-. tint hi- childhoon iovut 

Oft. hid he -drown ju clitucs efai, 

I ich nttuhutc of ro* urn w^r} 

'1 he slntpentd e'*’ - , the p < n tn ; t e, 

'! lie quick loolre in danger mpU , 

'l he spec 1, tint m the flight «“ dr-i* 

< lutstripped the Charib's npt 1 met ; 
l he stead} bmn, tin Mi-euy hnih, 
to leap, to cluuh, to due, to -mm , 
Ihc iron frame, inured to be- r 
Inch dire mclcmcnc} of air 
Nor le-s confirmed to undergo 
Fatigue's faint chill, mid famine i tlnoe 
These arts he prosed, In- lift: to - art 
In peril oft hv 1-nd and ware, 

On Arawaca’s desert sho.t, 

Or where La Plata’s billows ioar, 

W lien oft the son-, of a tngeful ‘-jr .« 

I racial tin. marauder's step- m .am 
Ihcse arts, m Indian v arfarc tried, 
Must sate him now bj Greta's s.dc 


'1 w as then, m hour of utmost need, 

He prosed Ins courage, art, and -peed. 

Now slow he stalked with stealth} p-cc 
Now started forth m rapid race, 

Oft doubling back m mar} tram, 

To blind the tiacc the dews retain. 

Now clomb the loci s projecting high, 

To baffle the pursuer s c}c. 

Now sought the stream, whose brawling -om 
The echo oflus footsteps drowned 
But if the forest a erge he nears, 

Thcie trample steeds, and glimmer spears, 
If deeper down the copse he drew, 

He heard the rangers' loud haltoo, 

Beating each cor cr w hde the} came, 

As if to start the sylran game 
’Twas then, — like tiger close beset 
At csery pass with toil and net, 

’Countered where’er he turns his glare, 

By clashing arms and torches’ llaie, 

AVho meditates, w itli furious hound, 

To burst on bunter, hoise, and hound, 

Twos then that Bertram’s soul arose. 
Prompting to rush upon his foe- 
Put as that crouching tiger, cowed 
y brandished steel and shouting cross'd 
Ketreats beneath the jungle’s shroud, 
Bertram suspends lus purpose stem 
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And ci ouches m ihc brake mid fan, 

Hiding hi' fret, k't fotmen cp} 

Ihc spatklc of Jus twirtli} t\e* 

5 Then Bertram m.ght the hearing tnee 
Of the hold atiuth who led the chut, 

W ho panud to for c\en sound, 

Climbed even height to look around, 

I hut r idling on w ith linked xw ord, 

Huh dingle’s bosk} depths c\plo - ed 

I I v*as Redmond — bj the a aim. e\t, 

’ Tvais Redmond — by the Iooks that 11} 
Dnordeied fiom his gloa ing cheek , 

Mien, face, and form, aoung Redmond speak 
A foim more aclaae, light, and strong, 

Nc cr shot the ranks of war along , 

1 he modest, }ct the manh nnen, 

Might grace ihc court of maiden queen 
A face more frir }ou aacll might find, 

For Redmond's knew the sun and w md, 

Nor boasted, from then tinge when free, 

The drum of tegtihrrfy , 

Hut eaer) feature had the power 
'1 o atd llic expression of the hour 
Whether gii wit, and humour dj, 

Danced laughing in his hght-bh e eve 
Or bended blow and glance of file, 

And kindling cheek, spoke Erin’s ire, 

Or soft and sadciened glances show 
Ilcr read} S}mpalh} with woe, 

Or m that sva}saard mood of mmd, 

When various feelings •’re combined, 

A\ hen jo} and sorrow* mmglc ncai, 

And hope's blight v mgs are checked b} fra 
And rising doubts keep transport dow n, 

And anger lends n short -haed fiotvn , 

In that strange mood at Inch maids appioae 
Ea cn at lien the} dare not call it loa e , 

\\ ith every change his featui cs pla} ed. 

As aspens show the light and shade 

6 Well Rismghana aoung Redmond knew, 

And much he man cited that the crew, 

Roused to revenge bold Morthana dead, 

Were by that Mortham s focman led , 

Tor neaer felt Ins soul tlie woe 

That avails the generous foeman loaa, 

Far less that sense of justice strong 
That w reaks a generous foeni ail’s v rong 
But small his leisure now to pause , 

Redmond is first, w hate’er the cause 
And taa ice that Redmond came so near 
Where Bertram couched like hunted deer 
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Hie very boughs his steps displace 
Rustled agamst the 1 uflhn’s face, 

Who, desperate, twice prepared to sled 
And plunge lin> digger m his heart 
But Redmond turned i chffeient Tstyt 
And tlie bent boughs lcsumcd their sway, 
And Bertram held it ivise, unseen, 

IJccpe- to plunge m coppice gieen 
Thus, cucled in his coil, the snake, 

When roving hunters beat the biakc. 
Watches with red and glistening eye 
Piepared, if heedless step draw nigh, 
With forked tongue and a enomed fang 
Instant to dart the deadly pang , 

But if the intruders turn aside, 

Away Ins coils unfolded glide, 

And through the deep savannah a\ md, 
Some undisturbed reheat to find 


7 But Bei tram, as be backward diew, 

And hcaul the loud pursuit renew, 

And Redmond’s halloo on the Wind, 

Oft muttei cd m his savage ramd— 

« Redmond 0 ’ Neale ' were thou and T 
Alone this day’s event to try, 

With not a second lieie to see, 

But the gray cliff and oaken tree, — 
lhat roice of thine, that shouts so loud. 
Should ne’er lepent its summons proud 1 
No 1 nor e’er try its melting pow'er 
Again m maiden’s summer bower” — 
Eluded, now behind lum die, 

Famt and more faint, each hostile ci y, 
He stands m S cargill wood alone, 

"Nor hears he now r a harsher tone 
Than the hoarse cushat’s plaintne cry. 
Or Greta’s sound that murmius by, 
And on the dale, so lone and wild, 

The summer sun m quiet smued 


lie listened long with anxious heait, 

Ear bent to hear, and foot to stall, 

And, while his stretched attention glow s, 
Refused his w eary frame repose 
’liras silence all— he laid him down, 
Where purple heath profusely shown 
And throatwort with its azure bell, 

And moss and thyme Ins cushion swell, 
theve, spent with toil, lie listless eyed 
the course of Greta’s playful tide , 
Beneath, her banks now eddying dan, 
Now brightly gleammg to the sun, 

As, dancing or er rock and, stone. 
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In ) cl low light her cm rents shone, 
Matching m hue the favourite gem 
Of Albm’s mountain-dndem 
Then, tirccl to watch the cm rent's pin), 
lie tinned Ins vesry ejes aaan), 

To where the bank opposing showed 
Its huge, squnie cliffs through shaggy wood. 
One, prominent aboae lire rest, 

Reared to the sun its pale gray breast , 
Around its broken summit giew 
The harcl rude, and sable >cw , 

A thousand \ ai ted lichens dj cd 
Its waste and weather-beaten side. 

And lound its rugged basis laj, 

By time or thundci rent awaj, 

Fragments, that, fiom its frontlet torn, 

Were mantled now by vcidant thorn 
Such w as the scene’s wild majest) , 

That filled stern "Bertram’s garing eje 

9 In sullen mood he lay reclined, 

Resolving, m Ins stormy mind, 

The felon deed, the fruitless guilt, 

His patron's blood by treason spilt , 

A crime it seemed, so dire and dread, 

Tint it lnd pou ei to w ahe the dead 
Then, pondering on bis life betrayed 
By Osw aid’s art to Redmond’s blade, 

In treacherous purpose to withhold. 

So seemed it, 1 \ fort ham’s promised gold, 

A deep and full icacngc he vowed 
On Redmond, forward, fierce, and piond j 
Reaenge on Wilfrid — on his sire 
Redoubled acngeancc, saaift and due! — 

If, m such mood, (as legends say, 

And aaell belies cd that simple day,) 

The Enemy of Man Ins pow ei 
To piofit by the eaal hour, 

Here stood a wretch, prepared to change 
His soul's redemption for revenge » 

But though his sows, aaith such a fire 

Of earnest and intense desnc 

F01 acngcance dark and fell, avere made, 

As aa'ell might reach hell’s loaaest shade. 

No deeper clouds the grove embrowned, 

No nethci thunders shook the giound , 

I he demon kneaV Ins a assal's heart, 

And spared temptation’s needless ait 

10 Oft, mingled avith the dneful theme. 

Came Mortham’s fonn — Was it a dream? 

Or had he seen, m vision true, 

That aery Moitham whom he slew? 



Or hail m In mg flesh appeared 
The only man on earth he feaicd?— 

To tiy tiie mystic cause intent, 

His eyes, that on the cliff were hent, 
'Countered at once a do? .ding glance, 

Like sunbeam flashed from sw ord or lance 
At once he started as foi fight, 

But not a focman was m sight , 

He he ml the cushat’s murmur hoarc, 

He heard the riser’s sounding course , 

The solitary woodlands lay, 

As slumbei mg m the summer ray 
He gazed, like hon roused, aiound, 

T hen sunk ogam upon the ground 
Haas but, he thought, some fitful beam. 
Glanced sudden fiom the sparkling stream 
Then plunged him m his gloomy train 
Of ill-connected thoughts again, 

Until a -voice behind him cried, 

“ Bei tram ! \\ ell met on Greta side ” 


II Instant Ins sword uas in Ins hand, 

As instant sunk the ready hi and. 

Yet, dubious still, opposed he stood 
To him that issued from the w ood — - 
“ Guy Den7il ' — is it thou?” he said > 

“ Do nc t\i o meet m Scaigill shade’ — 

Stand back a space ' — thy purpose show, 

W liether thou comest as fnend or foe 
Report hath said, that Denzil’s name 
Tiom Rokcby’s band was razed with shame 
“A shame I owe that hot O’Neale, 

Who told Ins knight, m peevish zeal, 

Of my marauding on the clowns 
Of Calverley and Bradford downs — 

I reck not In a war to sti n c, 

Where, sa\e the leaders, none can thrive, 

Suits ill my mood , and better game 
Awaits us both, if tliou’it the same 
Unscrupulous bold Rismglnm 
Who watched with me in midnight dark, 

To snatch a deer from Rokeby-park 

How thinVst thou’” — " Speak thy purpose oi t 

l love not mystery or doubt ” — 


12 Then, list — Not far there lurk a crew 
Of trusty comrades stanch and true, 

Gleaned from both factious — Roundheads, freed 
s scrraorl and of creed 

And Cavaliers, whose souls, like mine, 

Spurn at the bonds of discipline 
\\ iser, we judge, by dale and wold, 

A warfare of our own to hold 
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Than breathe our last on battle-down, 

For cloak or surplice mace or cron n 
Our schemes are laid, oui purpose set, 

A chief and leader lack aa e y et — 

Thou att a uandeier, it is said , 

For Mottham’s death, thy steps aa ay laid, 

Thj head at price — so say oui spies, 

Who range the a alley m disguise. 

Join then aailh us , though aaild debate 
And aa ranglmg rend our infant state, 

Lacli, to an equal loath to boaa. 

Will yield to chief lenoivned as thou ” — 

13 “Eaennoaa,” thought Bertram, “passion-stirred, 
I called on hell, and hell has heard 1 

What lack I, vengeance to command, 

But of stanch comrades such a band > 

This Denzil, a oaa ed to ca cry ea 1I, 

Might read a lesson to the dead 
Well, be it so 1 each knaa e and fool 
Snail sene as nay reaenge’s tool ” — 

Aloud, “ I take thy proffei, Guy, 

But tell me aaliere thy conuadcs he’” — 

“Not far fiom hence,” Guy Denzil said , 
“Descend, and cross the rner’s bed, 

Where rises yondei cliff so gray ” — 

“Do thou,” said Bertram, “lead the aaay ” 

Then muttered, “ It is best make sure , 

Guy r Denzil’s faith avas nea cr pure ” — 

I Ie folloaved down the steep descent. 

Then through the Greta’s streams they a\ent' 

And, aahen they reached the farthei shore, 

1 hey stood the lonely cliff before 

14 With wonder Bertram heard aaitlim 
1 he fhnty rock a mui named dm , 

But aahen Guy pulled the aa riding sprav, 

And brambles, fiom its base aaaay, 
lie saaa, appearing to the air, 

A little entrance, low and square, 

Like opening cell of hermit lone, 

Dark, aundmg througn the haing stone. 

Here entered Denzil, Beitram here , 

And loud and louder on their ear, 

As from the boaa els of the earth, 

Resounded shouts of boisterous m.rth 
Of old, the caaern strait and rude 
In slaty lock, the peasant heaaed , 

And Brignal’s aaoods, and ScargiH’s, aa "VC, 

E’en noaay o’er many a sistei caa c, 

’Where, far aaithm the darksome rift, 

The aaedge and leaer ply their thrift. 

But aa ar had sdcnced rural trade, 
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And the deserted mine w is nude 
The banquet-hall and foi tress too 
Of Denzil and his desperate crew — 

Theie Guilt lus anxious re\el kept. 

There, on Ins sordid pallet, slept 
Guilt-born Excess, the goblet drained 
Still m his slumbering grasp retamca, 
Regret was theie, Ins eye still cast 
With aim repining on the past, 

Among the feasters waited near 
Sorrow, and unrepentant Fear, 

And Blasphemy, to fienzy driven 
With Ins own cumes repioaclnng heaven, 
While Bertram showed, amid the crew". 
The Master-Fiend that Milton drew 


Hark 1 the loud revel wakes again, 

To greet the leader of the tram 
Behold the group by the pale lamp, 

That struggles with the earthy damp 
By what strange features Vice has know n 
To single out and mark her own < 

Yet some there are, whose brows retain 
Less deeply stamped her brand and stain 
See jon pale stripling 1 when a boy, 

A mother’s pride, a father’s joy 1 

Now, 'gainst the a ault’s rude w alls reclined, 

An eaily image fills his mind 

The cottage, once lus sire’s, he sees, 

Embow ered upon the banks of Tecs , 

He views sweet Winston’s woodland scene. 
And shares the dance on Gainford-grccn 
A tear is springing — but the zest 
Of some w lid talc, or brutal jest, 

Hath to loud laughter stirred the test 
On him they call, the aptest mate 
1 or jovial song and merry feat , 

Fast flies lus dream— with dauntless an, 

As one victorious o’er despau, 

He bids the ruddy cup go round, 

Till sense and sorrow both aic diowned, 
And soon, in merry wassail, he, 

Ihe life of all their revelry, 

Peals lus loud song ’ — The muse has found 
rlcr blossoms on the wildest gioand, 

Mid noxious weeds at random strew ed, 

1 hcmselwes all profitless and rode — 
w tUi desperate merriment he sung, 

1 he cavern to the chorus rung , 

), et mingled with his reckless glee 
Remorse's bitter agony 
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SOVG 

16 O, Bngnal banks arc Mild and fair, 

And Greta m oods are green, 

And you may gather gailands theie, 
Would giace a summer queen, 

\nd as I rode by Dalton-hall, 

Beneath the tin rets high, 

A Maiden on the castle wall 
Was singing meirily, — 

Chants 

“O, Bngnal banks are fresh and fair, 

And Greta n oods are green, 

I’d lather rove nith Edmund theie 
Than reign our English queen ” — 

' If, Maiden, thou u f ouldst wend u ith me, 
To leave both tou’er and town, 

Thou first must guess m hat life lead u e 
1 hat du ell by dale and don n 
And if thou canst that riddle read, 

As read full veil you maj, 

Then to the greenu ood shalt thou speed, 
As blithe as Queen of May ” — 

C! ants 

Yet sung she, "Bngnal banks aie fair, 

And Greta woods are green, 

I’d rather ro\e with Edmund there 
Than reign our English queen 

17 “I read you, by your bugle-hom, 

And by yoiu palfrey good, 

I lead you for a rangei svom 
To keep the king’s greenu ood ” — 

"A ranger, lady, Minds his horn, 

And ’tis at peep of light, 

His blast is heaul at merry mom, 

And mine at dead of night ” — 

Chorus 

Yet sung she, ‘ Bngnal banks aie fair, 

And Greta u oods arc gay, 

I Mould I -were Math Edmund theie, 

To reign his Queen of May ! 

"With burnished brand and musketoon, 

So gallantly you come, 

I read y ou for a bold dragoon. 

That lists the tuck of drum 
"I list no more the tuck of drum, 

No more the trumpet hear , 

But when the beetle sounds Ins hum 
j\Iy comrades take the spear, 
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Choi us 

And, 0 ' though Brignal nanks be ih.r 
And Greta w oods be gay, 

Yet mickle must the maiden rime, 

Would reign my Queen of May 

18 “ Maiden > a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I’ll die , 

The fiend, -whose lantern lights the mcid. 
Were better mate than 1 1 
And when. I’m w ith my comrades me t 
Beneath the greenw ood bough, 

What once we were wc all foiget, 

Nor think what wc arc now 


Chorus 

"Yet Bngnal banks are fresh and fair 
And Greta woods aie green, 

And you may gather garlands thcic 
Would grace a summer queen ” — 

When Edmund ceased his simple song, 
Was silence on the sullen throng, 

Till waked some ruder mate their glee 
With note of coarser minstrelsy 
But, far apart, m dark divan, 

Denztl and lleitram many a plan, 

Of import foul and ficice, designed, 

While still on Bci tram’s grasping mind 
The wealth of murdered Moitliam liung * 
Though half lie feared his daring tongue, 
When it should give his wishes birth, 
Might raise a spectie from the eaith ! 


19 At length his wondrous tale he told 

When, scornful, smiled Ins conuade bokl 
F01, trained m licence of a couit. 

Religion’s self was Denzd’s spoit 

Then judge m what contempt he held 

The visionary tales of eld 1 

Ills awe foi Bertram semee repressed 

The unbeliever’s sneering jest 

"’I were hard,” he said, “foi sage 01 scer 

To spell the subject of your feai , 

Nor do I boast the ait renowned, 

Vision and omen to expound 
Yet, faith if I must needs afford 
To spectre watching ti ensured I10 tra, 
.nan-dog keeps Ins master’s locf, 
landing the plundeier stand aloof, 

, ’^emams-thy goblm gaunt 
lath chosen ill lus ghostly haunt , 

V/LTwr 1 T\ 8Uard on M °Vham hold, 

V hen Rokebv castle hath the gold ’ 
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Thy patron w on on Indian soil, 

By stealth, by' piracy, and spoil 5 ”— 

so At tins he paused — for angry shame 
Loweied on the brow of Rismglnm 
lie blushed to think, that he should seem 
Asscrtor of an airy dream. 

And ga\e Ins math another theme 
' Denzil,” he says, "though lowly laid, 
Wrong not the memoiy of the dead , 

For, while he lived, at Mortham’s looh 
Thy very soul, Guy Denzil, shook • 

And when he taxed thy* bleach of void 
To yon fair Rose of Allenford, 

I saw thee crouch like chastened hound, 
Whose back the huntsman’s lash hath found, 
Nor dare to call his foreign wealth 
The spoil of piracy or stealth , 

He w on it bravely with Ins brand, 

When Spam w aged warfare w ith oiu land. 
Mark, too, — I brook no idle jeei. 

Nor couple Bertram’s name w ith feai , 

Mine is but half the demon’s lot, 

For I belies e, but tremble not, — 

Enough of this — Say*, why this hoaid 
Thou deem’st at Rokeby castle stoied , 

Or thmh’st that Mortlnm would bestow 
His treasure with Ins faction’s foe 5 ” — 

2T Soon quenched was Denzd’s ill-timed mirth 
Rather he would liaae seen the earth 
Gi\e to ten thousand spectres bnlli, 

Than a entitle to awake to flame 
The deadly wiath of Risinglnm 
Submiss he answ ered, — “ Moi tham’s min 1 
Thou know’st, to joy r was ill inclined 
In y outh, ’tis said, a gallant free, 

A lusty lev eller w as he , 

But since returned from o\ er sea, 

A sullen and a silent mood 
Hath numbed the cm rent oflns blood 
Hence he refused each kindly call 
To Rokeby’s hospitable hall, 

And oui stout Knight, at dawn of mom 
Who loaed to bear the bugle-hom. 

Nor less, when eve his oaks embrowned, 

To see the luddy cup go round, 
look umbrage that a friend so near 
Refused to share his chase and cheer , 

1 bus did the kindred barons jar, 

Die they* dn ided in the war 

Yet, trust me, fnend, Matilda fair 

Of Mnrtliam’s wealth is destined heir,” — 
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A maul he found in Gietas bower, 

\\ hose speech, like Hand's harp, had sway 
To chain) Ins c\il fiend aw a\ 

I know' not if liet features moved 
Remembrance of the w ife he lo\ ed , 

But he would gaze upon hei eje, 

Till Ins mood softened to a sigh 
He, w hom no li\ ing mortal sought 
To question of Ins secret thought, 

Now ever} thought and care confessed 
To Ins fair niece’s faithful breast , 

Kor was there aught of rich and rare, 

In earth, m ocean, oi m air, 

But it must deck Matilda’s hair 
Tier lore still bound him unto life , 

But then aw oke the civil strife, 

And menials boie, by his commands. 

Three coffers, with their iron bands. 

From Mortliani’s aault, at midnight deep 
To her lone bow er m Rokeb) -Keep, 
Ponderous w ith gold and plate of pride— 
His gift, if he m battle died ” — 

25 “ Then Denzil, as I guess, l.ajs tram, 

These iron-banded chests to gam , 

Else, wherefore should he hoiei here, 

Where rnanj a pen! w aits him ncai. 

For all his feats of wai and peace. 

For plundered boors, and harts of greev. 3 
Since through the lnmlets as lie fared. 

What hearth has Gu) ’s marauding spared. 

Or where the chase that hath not rung 
"With Denzd’s bow, at midnight st rung?” — 
“I hold my wont — my rangers go 
E’en now to track a nulk-w hite doe 
By Rokeby-hall she takes her lair, 

In Greta w ood she harbours fair, 

And when my huntsman marks her waj. 
What thmk’stthou Bertram, of the pie\ 3 
Were Rokeby’s daughter m our powet. 

We rate her ransom at her dow cr ” — 

26 ' * ’Tis w ell * — tliere’s a engeance m the thought 
Matilda is by Wilfnd sought 

And hot-brained Redmond, too, ’tis said, 

Paj s loa er’s homage to the maid 
Bertram she scorned — if met b) chance, 

She turned from me her shuddering glance. 
Like a nice dame, tint wall not brook 
On what she hates and loathes to look; 

She told to Mortham die could ne’er 
Behold me without seuct fear. 

Foreboding evil — she nnj rue 
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The lose is budding fun , 

Bui slie shall bloom in w niter snow 
Eie w e two meet again ’’ 

He turned Ins chaigei as he spake, 

Upon the iner shoie, 
lie gave his budle-reitis a shake. 

Said, “Adieu foi cicrmoie, 

Mv love 1 

And adieu for eiennoic ” — 

2 g c What 3 oulh is this, 3 0111 band among. 

The best foi minstrelsy and song' 1 
In Ins v lid notes seem aptly met 
A strain of pleasure and legrct ” — 

“ Edmund of Winston is Ins name , 

The hamlet sounded with the fame 
Of eaily hopes Ins childhood gave, — 

Now centred all in Ilngnal cave • 

I watch lnm veil — lus wayward couise 
Shows oft a tmctuie of remorse 
Some eaily love-shaft giazcd Ins heat l 
And oft the seni will ache and smnit 
Yet is he useful , — of the lest, 

By fits, the dailmg and the jest, 

His harp, Ins story, and Ins lay 
Oft aid the idle hours an ay 
When unemplo3 ed, each fiery mate 
Is npe for mutinous debate 
He tuned Ins stungs e’en liov — again 
lie wakes them, with a bhthei strain 

Song — Allen a Dale 

jo Allen-a-Dale has no faggot for burning, 

Allen-a-Dale lias no fun on foi turning, 

Allen-a-Dale has no fleece for the spinning, 

Yet Allen-a Dale has red gold foi the winning 
Come, read me my uddle 1 come, lieai ken m3' tale 1 
And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a Dale 

Hie Baron of Ravcnsworth prances m pnde 
And lie news lus domains upon Arkmdalc Mile 
I he mere for lus net, and the land for his game, 

The chase for the wild, and the paik for the tame , 

Yet the fisli of the lake, and the deer of the \ ale, 

Are less free to Lord Dacic than Alkn-a-Dah 1 

Allen-a Dale was ne’er belted a I night, 

Though lus spin be as sharp, and Ins blade be as blight 
Allen a-Dale is no baron or loid, 

Yet tw enty tall 3 comen w ill draw at Ins w onl , 

And the best of our nobles lus bonnet w ill \ ail, 

V, ho at Rere-cross on Stanniore meets Allen-a Dale 

Allen-a Dale to his wooing come , 

The motliei, she asked of lus household and home * 
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Though ihe castle of Richmond stand fur on the lull, 
Mv InlL” nuolh hold Allen, “slums gdhnter still , 
n U the blue % null of hcascit, with its orescent so pale, 
And w lth nil its bright spangles 1 said \llen-a-Dalc 


Tlic father ins steel, and the mother was stone , 
fhc\ lifted the latch, and the) bade him be gone , 

But loud, on the morrow, their wad and their cry 
He had laughed on the lass ssith his bonus blacb vjc, 
And she fled to the forest to hear a los e-tale. 

And the jouth it was told bj was Allcn-a-Dalcl 


31 “Thou seest that, whether sad or gay, 

Lose mingles eser in his hj 
But sshen his bojish si aj w ard fit 
Is o'er, he hath address and ss it ; 

0 ’ ’tis a hmn of fire, can ape 
Each dialect, each s arious shape ” — 

“Nay, then, to aid tlij project, Gui — 

Soft' sslio comes here?” — “Mj trusts sps, 
Speak, Hamlin 1 hast thou lodged our decr ?> 
“ I has e — but tss 0 fair stags are near 

1 si at ched her as she slossly strajed 
From Eglistone up Ihorsgill glade , 

But Wilfrid IV) diffe sought her side, 

And then joung Redmond, m his pride. 
Shot dossai to meet them on their svaj 
Much, asst seemed, ssas theirs to s->> 

1 here’s time to pitch both tod and net. 
Before their path be homeward set " — 

A hurried and a whispered speech 
Did Bertram’s ss ill to Denzil teach, 

Who, turning to the robber band, 

Bade foui, the brasest, lake the brand 


C VNTO FOURTH 

\\ Hi \ Denmark’s Rasen soared on high, 
Triumphant through Northumbrian sks. 
Till, Uosenng near, her fatal croak 
Bade Reged’s Bntons dread the joke 
And tlie broad shadoss- of her swing 
Blackened each cataract and spring. 
Where Tees m tumult leas es hts souicc, 
Thundering o’er Caldron and High-Foice 
Beneath the shade the Northmen came, 
raxed on each vale a Runic name, 

Reared b l gh their altars’ rugged stone, 
mil their Gods the land they s\ 01, 
then, Balder, one bleak garth sras thine, 

sv brooklet’s sllser line. 

And \\ oden’s Croft did title 2 am 
From the stern Fathei of the Slam t 
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But to the Monarch of the Mace, 

That held m fight the foiemost place, 

To Odin’s son, and feifia’s spouse, 

Nen Stratfortii high they pud their von s, 
Remembered Ihor’s victonous fame, 

And gave the dell the Thunderer’s name 

Yet Scald ot Kemper erred, I w een, 

Who gar e that soft and quiet scene, 

With all its \iried light and shade. 

And every little sunny glade, 

And the blithe brook tint strolls along 
Its pebbled bed w ith summer song, 

To the gnm God of blood and scar, 

1 he grisly King of Northern War. 

O, better w ere its banks assigned 

To spirits of a gentler kind 1 

For where the thicket-groups lcccde. 

And the nthe pnnuose decks the mead, 
The a elvet grass seems carpet meet 
For the light furies’ In ely feet 
Yon tufted knoll, with daisies shown, 
Might make proud Oberon a tlnone. 

While, hidden in the thicket nigh, 

Puck should brood o’er Ins frolic sly; 

And wheie profuse the wood-reitch clings 
Round ash and elm, m verdmt rings. 

Its pale and azure-pencilled flower 
Should canopy Titama’s bow er, 

Ileie rise no cliffs the mIc to shade, 

But, skirting every sunny glade, 

In fair variety of green 

The woodland lends its syhan screen 

Hoary, > et haughty, frow ns the oak, 

Its boughs by w eight of ages broke , 

And tow ers erect, m sable spire, 

The pine-tree scathed by hghtmng-fire. 

The drooping ash and bncb, between. 

Hang their fair tresses o er the green, 

And all beneath, at random grow 
Each coppice dwaif ofaaried show, 

Or, round the stems profuse!} tw u ltd, 

Fling summer odours on the wand 
Such \aned group Urbino’s hand 
Round Him of Ptsus nobly planned, 

What time he bade proud Athens own 
On Mars's Mount the God Unknown 1 
Then gray Philosophy stood nigh, 

Though bent by age, in spirit high 
There rose the scar-seamed Veteran’s spear, 
There Grecian Beaut\ bent to heai. 
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While Childhood at her foot w as placed, 

Or dung oeligated to her w out. 

“And rest re here.” Alatnda sard. 

Ana sate her m the van mg shade. 
"Chance-met, v e veil mrv s*ed an hoar 
To friendship due from fo-tune’ s power 
Thou, Wilfrid, ever kinc^m-wt lend 
Th} cosn-cl to i .v sister-’nend , 

And Redmond, thou, at ray Khest, 

Ko father urge tin despe~i‘e quest 
For to ray care a ch'rge is left. 

Dangerous to one of a>d berc f t, 

Well nigh an orphan, and alore. 

Captive her sire* her hou^c o’erthrora. — 
Wilfrid, wi'h moated kindness graced. 
Beside her on the turf she placed, 

Then paused, with downcast loo 1 -., and eye 
Kor bade }oung Redmond seat him n gn. 
Her conscious diffidence he saw. 

Drew backward as in modest awe, 

And sat a little sp-me removed. 

Unmarked to gaze on her he loved 


Wreathed in its dark-hro-^n rmgs her hair 
Half hid Matilda’s forehead fur. 

Half hid and half rev ealed to view 
Her fall dark ej e of hazel hue. 

The rose, v ith faint and feeble streak. 

So slight!} tmged the maiden s cheek. 
That jou had said her hue was pale 
B ’t if s^e faced the summer gale. 

Or spoke, o' sang, or Quicker moved. 

Or heard the praise of those she iov ed. 

Or vvht.n of m erest was expressed 
Aught th't .vakc-d feelwg m her breast. 
The mantling blood n read} pla} 

Rivalled the tdash of rising dav 
There was a soft and pensiv e grace, 

A cast of thought upon her face, 

That srn'ed wed the forehead nigh. 

The eye-lash darl, and downcast eye , 
The mild expression spoke a mind * 

In duty firm, composed, resigned, — 

’Tis that which Roman art has given 
To mark their maiden Queen of Heaven. 
Hi boors of spo't, that moon gav e way 
To Fancy’s light and frolic play. 

And when the dance, or tale, o- song, 
in nannies mirth sped time along, 
ruu o , he' doauog sire v, oula coil 
iito Maud tbe merriest of them alk 
ii’-t day, of war and civil crime. 
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Allow cd but ill such festal time, 

And hci soft pensiveness of blow 
Had deepened into sadness now 
In Marston field her father ta’en, 

Idei friends dispersed, brave Mortham slam, 
While every ill her soul foietold 
From Oswald’s thirst of power and gold. 
And boding thoughts that she must part 
With a soft vision of her heart, — 

All lowered around the lovely maid, 
lo darken her dejection’s shade 

6 Who has not heard — while Enn jet 
Stiove ’gainst the Savon’s non bn — 

"Who lias not heard how brav e O Neale 
In English blood imbrued his steel, 

Against St Geoige’s cross blazed high 
The banners of his Tamstry , 

To fiery Essex gav c the foil. 

And reigned a prince on Ulster’s soil? 

But chief aro«e Ins victor pride, 

When that biave Marshal fought and died. 
And A i on- Duff to ocean bore 
IIis billows red u ith Saxon gore 
’Twos fiist m that disastious fight 
Rokeby and Moitham proved their might. 
There had they fallen amongst the rest. 

But pity touched a chieftain's bieast, 

The Famst he to great O’Neale 
Pie checked his follow crs’ bloody zeal. 

To quarter took the kinsmen bold. 

And bore them to his mountain hold, 

Gave them each svlvan joy' to know, 

Sliev e-Donard’s cliffs and woods could show. 
Shared with them Enn’s festal cheer, 

Showed them the chase of wolf and deer, 
And, when a fitting time was conic, 

Safe and unransomed sent them home. 
Loaded with many a gift, to piove 
A generous foe’s respect and lov e 

7 Years speed away On Rokeby ’s head 
Some touch of early snow was shed , 

Calm he enjoyed, by Greta’s wave. 

The peace winch James the Peaceful gave, 
While Mortham, far bey ond the mam, 

Waged his fieice wars on Indian Spam — 

It chanced upon a wintry night, 

That vv Intoned Stanmore’s stormy height. 

The chase was o’er, the stag was killed. 

In Rckeby hall the cups were filled, 

And by the huge stone chimney sate 
Hie Knight in hospitable state 
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Moonless the sky, the hour was late, 

When -l loud summons shook the gate 
And sore foi entrance and for aid 
A voice of foreign accent prayed 
The portei nnsw crcd to the call, 

And instant rushed into the hall 
A Man, as hose aspect and attire 
Startled the circle by the fire 

8 His plaited hair in elf-locks spread 
Around his hare and matted head , 

On leg and thigh, close stretched and trim! 
His vesture showed the sinewy limb , 

In saffron dyed, a linen a cst 

Was frequent folded round his breast, 

A mantle long and loose he n ore. 

Shaggy with ice, and stained with gore 
He clasped a burden to his heart, 

And, testing on a knotted dart, 

The snow from han and beard he shook, 
And round him gazed as ltli a\ lldercd look * 
Thaw \vp <daw la-alt, %\all\ paca, 

lie hastened by the blaze to place. 

Half lifeless from the bitter an, 

TIis load, a Boy of beauty rare 
To Rokeby, neat, he louted Ion, 

Then stood erect his tale to show , 

"With wild majestic port an- 3 tone, 

Like enaoy of some barbaious throne 
“ Sir Richard, Lord of Rokeby, hear * 
Turlough O’Neale salutes thee deal , 

He graces thee, and to thy care 
Young Redmond gives, his grandson fair 
He bids thee bieed him as thy son, 

Bor Turlough’s days of joy are done. 

And other lords have seized his land. 

And faint and feeble is Ins hand , 

And all the glory of Tyrone 
Is like a morning vapour flown 
To bind the duty on thy soul, 

He bids thee think on Erin’s bowl * 

If any w rong the young O’Neale, 

He bids thee think of Enn’s steel 
To Mortham first this charge was due, 
But, m his absence, honours y ou — 

Novv is my master’s message by, 

And Ferraught will contented die ” — 

9 His look grew fixed, hts check grew pale, 

S" 1 !" 1 ; } vlie n he had told his tale , 

A hlS nnnde " lde , 

A mortal wound was m Ins side 

vain was all aid— m terror wild. 
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And sorrow, sci earned the orphan child 
Pooi Ferraitglit raised his wistful eyes 
And faintly strov e to soothe lus cries , 

All reckless of Ins dy nig pain, 

He blessed and blessed him o’er again 
And kissed the little hands outspread 
And kissed and ciossed the infant head, 

And in his native tongue and phrase, 

Prayed to each saint to watch lus day's 1 
Then all lus stiength together drew, 

The charge to Rokcby to renew 
"When half w 7 as faltered from his breast, 

And half by dying signs expressed, 

“Bless thee, O’Ncale •” he faintly said. 

And thus the faithful spirit fled 

ro ’Twas long ere soothing might pi ex ail 
Upon the child to end the tale , 

And then he said, that fiom his home 
IIis grandsire had been forced to 10am, 
Which had not been if Redmond's hand, 
Had but had strengtn to draw the brand. 
The brand of Lenaugh More the Red, 

That hung beside the gray wolfs head — 
’Twas from his broken phrase descned. 

His foster-father w as his guide, 

Who, m his charge, from Ulster bore 
Letters, and gifts a goodly store , 

But ruffians met them m the w ood 
F erraught m battle boldly 7 stood. 

Till wounded and o’crpowered at 1 eng tip 
And stripped of all, lus failing stiength 
Just bore lnm here — and then the child 
Renew ed again Ins moaning w ild 

II The tear, down Childhood’s cheek that flowrs, 
Is like the dew-drop on the rose , 

When next the summer bieere comes by, 

And waves the bush, the flower is dry 7 
Won by 7 their care, the orphan child 
Soon o 1 Ins new protector smiled, 

With dimpled cheek and eye so fair. 

Through his thick curls of flaxen hair 
But blithest laughed that cheek and eye, 
When Rokcby ’s little maid was nigh, 

’Twas his, with elder brother’s pride, 
Matilda's tottering steps to guide. 

His nattve lays in Irish tongue 
To soothe her infant car he sung, 

And primrose twined with daisy fair, 

To form a chaplet foi her hair 
By lawn, by grove, by biooklefs strand. 

The clnldien still were hand m hand 
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And good Sir Richard smiling eyed 
The early knot so kindly tied 

But summer months bung w ildnig shoot 
From bud to bloom, from bloom to fruit , 
And years draw on our human span, 

From cluld to boy, from boy to man , 

And soon m Rokeby’s woods is seen 
A gallant boy m hunter’s green 
He loves to wake tlie felon boar, 

In Ins dark haunt on Greta’s shore,- 
And lov es, against the deer so dun, 

To draw the shaft, or lift the gun 
Yet more he loves, m autumn prime, 

The hazel’s spreading boughs to climb, 

And down its clusteicd stoics to hail, 
Where young Matilda holds liei v ed 
And she, whose veil receives the shower, 

Is altered too, and luiows her power y 
Assumes a momtress's pride, 

Her Redmond’s dangerous sports to elude, 
Yet listens still to hear lmn tell 
How the grim w lld-boai fought and fell, 
How at his fall the bugle rang, 

Till rock and greenwood answei flung. 
Then blesses her, tint man can find 
A pastime of such savage kind ’ 


13 But Redmond knew to weave his tale 
So well with piaise of wood and dale, 

And knew so w ell each point to trace 
Gives living interest to the chase, . 

And knew so w ell o’er all to throw 
His spirit’s wild romantic glow. 

That, while she blamed, and while she feared, 
She loved each ventuious tale sbe heard 
Oft, too, when drifted snow and rain 
To bower and hall their steps restrain, 
Together they explored the page 
Of glowing baid or gifted sage , 

Oft, placed the evening fire beside, 

The minstrel art alternate tried. 

While gladsome liaip and lively lay 
Bade winter night flit fast away 
Thus from then childhood blending still 
Their sport, their study, and their skill, 

An union of the soul they prove, 

But must not think that it w as love 
But though they daied not, envious Fame 
'soon dared to give that union name , 

And when so often, side by side, 
h tom ieat to H'M the pair she eyed. 

She sometimes blamed the good old Knight, 
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As dull of ear and dim of sight , 
Sometimes Ins purpose would declare 
That y oung O Neale should wed Ins hen- 

14 Hie suit ofWilfrid rent disguise 
And bandage fiom the loieis’ eyes, 

’I was plain tliat Oswald foi his son, 

Had Roheby’s fa\ our w ell-mgli w on 
Now must they meet with change of chees 
With mutual looks of shame and fear , 
Now must Matilda stray apart, 

To school her disobedient heart , 

’ And Redmond now alone must i ue 
The lot e he never can subdue 
Rut factions rose, and Roheby sware. 

No rebel’s son should w ed his heir , 

And Redmond, nurtured while a child 
In many a bard’s traditions wild, 

Now sought the lonely w ood or stream 
To cherish, there a liappiei dream, 

Of maiden won by sword or lance. 

As in the regions of romance , 

And count the heroes of Ins line, 

' Great Nial of the Pledges Nine, 
Shane-Dymas wild; and Gerddme, 

And Connan-More, who vowed his mce 
For ever to the fight and clnse, 

And cursed him, of his lineage bom, 

Should sheathe the sw ord to reap the com. 
Or leave the mountain and the w old. 

To shroud lnmself m castled hold 
Fiom such examples hope he drew. 

And buglitened as the trumpet blew 

15 If budes were won by heart and blade, 
Redmond liad both his cause to aid. 

And all beside of nurture rare 

That might beseem a baron’s heir 
Turlough O Neale, m Enn’s strife, 

/ On Roheby ’s Lord bestowed his life, 

' And well did Roheby ’s generous knight 
f Young Redmond foi the deed requite 
Nor w as lus liberal care and cost 
Upon the gallant ^tripling lost 
Seek the North Riding broad and wide. 
Like Redmond none could steed bestride , 
From Tynemouth search to Cumberland, 
Like Redmond none could wield •» brand , 
And then, of humour kind and free, 

And bearing him to each degree 
With frank and femless couuesy, 

There ne\ er y outh w as formed to Steal 
Upon die heart like brave O’Neale 
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16 Sir Riclnrd loved him is Ins son , 

And when Ihe days of peace were done, 
And to the gales of w ir he gave 
1 he banner of Ins sires to wav e, 

Redmond, distinguished by his care, 

He chose tint honoured flag to ben, 

And named his page, the nevt degree 
In that old time to chivalry 
In five pitched fields lit well maintained 
The honoured place Ins worth obtained. 
And high was Redmond’s youthful name 
Blazed m the roll of martial fame 
Had fortune smiled on Mansion fight. 
The eve had seen Inna dubbed a knight , 
1 vv ice ’mid the battle’s doubtful strife, 
Of Rokeby’s Loid he saved the life, 

But when he saw him prisoner made, 

He kissed and then resigned Ins blade, 
And yielded lnm an easy prey 
To those who led the Knight away , 
Resolved Matilda’s sire should prove, 

In prison, as m fight, his lov e 


17 When lovers meet m adverse hour, 

’Tis like a sun-glimpse through a show er, 

A watery ray , an instant seen 
The darkly closing clouds betw een 
As Redmond on the turf leclmcd, 

The past and present filled his mind 
“It was not thus,” Affection said, 

“I dreamed of my letum, deal maid 1 
Not thus, when from thy tiembling hand, 

I took the banner and the brand, 

When round me, as the bugles blew, 

Their blades three hundred w amors drew. 
And, while the stondaul I unrolled, 

Clashed their bught aims with clamour boldly 
Where is that banner now ? — its pride 
Lies ’whelmed m Ouse’s sullen tide 1 


Where now these warriors ? — m their gore, 
They cumber Marston’s dismal moor 1 
And what av ads a useless brand, 

Held by a captive shackled hand, 

That only would his life retain 
To aid thy sire to beai Ins chain 1 ”— 

Tims Redmond to himself apart, 
bor lighter was Ins rival’s heart , 

For Wilfnk while Ins geneious soul 
uisdained to piofit by contiol, 

15 y many a sign could mark too plain, 

lHS hrj Pes weie vam 
But now Matilda’s accents stoli- 
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Oil the dark \ lsions of their soul, 

And bade their mournful musing flj, 

Like mist before the zephyr's sigh 

“I need not to my friends recall 
Hon Mortham shunned my father’s hall, 
A man of silence and of w oe, 

Yet eier an\ious to bestow 
On my poor self what e’er could pioie 
A kinsman’s confidence and lo\ e 
My feeble aid could sometimes chase 
The clouds of sorrow for a space 
But ottenei, fixed bejond my power, 

I marl ed his deep despondence low er 
One dismal cause, bi all ungucssed, 

His fearful confidence confessed. 

And twice it was mj liap to see 
Examples of that agony 
Which for a season can o’erstrom 
And wreck the structure of the brain 
He had the aw ful power to know 
The approaching mental or erthrow, 

And while Ins mind had courage jet 
To struggle w ith the dreadful fit, 

The \ictim writhed against its throes, 

Like WTetcli beneath a murderer’s blow a 
This malady, I w ell could mark, 

Sprang fiom some direful cause and dark, 
But still he kept its source concealed, 

Till arming for the civil field , 

Then m my charge he bade me hold 
A treasure huge of gems and gold, 

With this disjointed dismal scroll, 

Tint tells the secret of his soul 
In such wild words as oft betray 
A mind bj anguish forced ostraj ” 

Morthaw’s Histoei 
“ Matilda l thou hast seen me start, 

As if a dagger thrilled my heart, 

When "it has happed some casual phrase 
Waked mcmon of my former dajs 
Beliei e that few' can backw aid cast 
Their thoughts with pleasure on the past , 
But 1 1 — my j outh w as rash and a am, 

And blood and rage my manhood stain. 
And nij gray hairs mus' now descend 
To my cold grn\ e w lthout a friend 1 
E\ cn thou, Matilda, wilt disown 
Ihy kinsman, when his guilt is known 
And must I lift the bloody veil, 

That hides my dark and fatal tale! 

I must — I will — Pale phantom, cease l 
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Leave me one little hour m pence 
Thus haunted, thmk’st thou 1 have skill 
Thine own commission to fulfil? 

Or, -while thou pomt’st with gesture fierce 
Thy blighted cheek, thy bloody hearse, 

How can I paint thee as thou wort, 

So fair in face, so warm m heart ' — 

20 “Yes, she was fair 1 — Matilda, thou 
Hast a soft sadness on thy brow , 

But hers \\ as like the sunn} glow 
That laughs on earth and all below 1 
Wc wedded secret — there was need — 
Differing in counliy and in creed , 

And when to Mortham’s tow er she came, 
We mentioned not her race and name, 

Until thy sue, who fought afar, 

Should turn him home from foreign war, 

On whose kind influence we relied 
To soothe her fathei’s ire and pride 
Few months we lived retired, unknown 
To all hut one dear friend alone, 

One darling friend — I spare Ins shame, 

I will not Waite the villain’s name 1 
My trespasses I might forget, 

And sue in vengeance for the debt 
Due by a brother w orra to me, 

Ungrateful to God’s clemency, 

That spared me penitential tune. 

Nor cut me off amid my crime — 

21 “A kindly smile to all she lent, 

But on her husband’s fuend ’twas bent 
So hmd that from its harmless glee 
The wretch misconstrued villany 
Repulsed m his presumptuous love, 

A vengeful snaie the traitor wove 
Alone we sat— the flask had flowed, 

My blood with heat unw onted glowed, 
When through the alle}ed walk we spied 
With hurried step my Fdith glide, 
Cowering beneath the verdant screen, 

As one unwilling to be seen 
Words cannot paint the fiendish smile 
That curled the traitor’s cheek the while 1 
Fiercely I questioned of the cause , 

He made a cold and artful pause, 
i -?f n P n y e d it might not chafe my mood 
w t a E a llunt 111 the wood <’ — 

We had been shooting at the deer , — 
my cross-bow (evil chance!) was near 
inat ready weapon. o[ my wrath 
i caught, and, hasting up the path, 
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In the yew grove my w ife I found, 

A stranger’s aims hci neck had bound 1 
I marked his heart— the bow I diew — 

I loosed the shaft — 'tv as more than true 1 
I found my Edith’s dying charms 
Locked m hei murdered brother’s arms 1 
lie came m secret to inquire 
Her state, and reconcile her sire — 

22 “AH fled tny lage— the villain first, 

Whose craft my jealousy had nuised. 

He sought in fir and foreign clime 
To 'scape the \ cngeance ot his crime 
The manner of the slaughtei done 
Was known to few, my guilt to none, 

Some talc my faithful stcw'ard framed — 

I know not w hat — of shaft mis aimed , 

And even from those the act who knew, 
lie hid the hand fiom which it flew 
Untouched by human laws I stood, 

Hut God had licaid the cry of blood 1— 
lliere is a blank upon my mind, 

A fearful \ision ill-defined, 

Of raving till my flesh was torn, 

Of dungeon-bolts and fetters worn — 

And when I waked to woe moic mild, 

And questioned of my infant child — 

(Have I not wnltcn, that she baie 
A boy, like summer morning fair?) 

With looks confused my menials tell 
That ai mid men in Mortliam dell 
Beset the nurse’s evening way, 

And boie her, with hei chaige, away 
My faithless fnend, and none but lie, 

Could profit by this villany, 

Ilim, then, I sought, with purpose diead 
Of treble vengeance on Ins head ! 

He ’scaped me — but my bosom’s w-ound 
Some faint lclief from wandering found , 

And over distant land and sea 
I bore my load of misery 

23. “ ’Turns then that fate my footsteps led 
Among a daung ciew and dtead. 

With avhom full oft my hated life 
I -ventured m such desperate strife 
That even my fieice associates saw 
My frantic deeds with doubt and aw'C 
Much then I learned, and much can show. 

Of human guilt and human woe, 

Yet ne’er have, m my wanderings, known, 

A wretch whose sorrows matched my ow-n ! — 
It chanced that after battle fray 
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bnon the blood) field we lay , 

The yellow moon licr lustre shed 
Upon the wounded and the dead, 

While, sense in toil and wassail drowned, 

My ruffian comrades slept around. 

There came a \ oice — its sihcr tone 
Was soft, Matilda, as thine own— 

‘Ah, wretch I’ it said, ‘what makcA thou here, 
While unavenged my bloody bier, 

While unprotected lues mine hcir,^ 

Without a father’s name and care? - — 


lt I heard — obeyed — and homeward drew 
The fiercest of our desperate crew 
I brought at tunc of need to aid 
My purposed vengeance, long delayed 
But humble be my thanks to Heaven 
That better hopes and thoughts has gnen, 
And by our Lord’s dear pray er has tawgbt, 
Mercy by mercy must be bought T — 

Let me m misery rejoice — 

I’ve seen lus fico — I’je heard his voice — 

I claimed of him my only child — 

As he disou ned the theft, he smiled 1 
That very calm and callous look, 

That fiendish sneer his visage took. 

As when he said, m scornful mood, 

‘There is a gallant m the wood !’ — 

— I did not slay him os he stood — • 

All praise he to my Maker given 1 
Long sufferance is one path to heaven ’ — 


25 Thus far the w oeful talc w as heard, 

When something m the tlucket stured 
Up Redmond sprung , the villain Guy, 
(For he it was that luiked so nigh,) 

Drew hack — lie durst not cross Ins steel 
A moment’s space with bmie O’Neale, 
For all the treasured gold that rests 
In Mortham’s lron-oandcd chests 
Redmond resumed his seat , — he said, 
Some roe was rustling m the shade 
Bertram laughed grimly, when he saw 
His timorous comrade backw aid draw 
‘ A trusty mate ait thou, to fear 
A single arm, and aid so near 1 
\ et have 1 seen thee math a deei 
Give me thy carabine — I’ll show 
An art that thou w lit gladly know, 

Alow thou mayst safely quell a foe ” — 
On hands and knees fierce Rertiam drew 
r ue spreading birch and hazels through. 
Till he had Redmond full m view * 


26 
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The gun lie lei elled— mark like this 
Was Bertram neier known to miss, 

When fan opposed to aim there sate 

An object of Ins mortal hate 

That day young Redmond’s death had seen 

But twice Matilda came betu een 

The carabme and Redmond’s breast, 

Just eie the spring his finger pressed 
A deadly oath the ruffian swore, 

But jet his fell design foibore 
“It ne’er,” he muttered, “shall be said 
That thus I scathed thee, haughty maid 1 
Then moved to seek moieopen aim, 

When to his side Guy Denzil came 
“Beitiam, forbeai * — lie arc undone 
For ever, if thou fire the gun 
By all the fiends, an armed force 
Descends the dell, of foot and horse 1 
We perish if they hear a shot — 

Madman 1 w e have a safer plot — 

Nay, fnend, be ruled, and bear thee back 1 
Behold, down yonder hollow tiack, 

The warlike leader of the band 
Comes, with his broadsword m his hand ” — 
Bertram looked up , he saw, he knew 
That Denzil’s fears had counselled true, 
Then cursed Ins fortune and withdrew, 
Threaded the w oodlands undescried, 

And gained the cave on Gieta side 

27 They whom dark Bertram, m his wrath, 
Doomed to captivity or death, 

Their thoughts to one sad subject lent, 

Saw not nor heard the ambushment 
Heedless and unconcerned they sate, 

While on the aeiy 1 erge of fate , 

Heedless and unconcerned remained. 

When Iiea\en the murdeier’s arm restrained, 
As ships drift daikhng down the tide, 

Nor see the shelves o’ei which thej glide 
Uninterrupted thus they heard 
What Mortham’s closing tale declared 
He spoke of w eallh as of a load, 

By Fortune on a wretch bestowed, 

Tn bitter mockery of hate, 

His cureless woes to aggravate , 

But j'et he prajed Matilda's care 
Might saie that treasure for hzs hen — 

His Edith’s son— for still he raied 
As confident lus life w as sai ed , 

In frequent usion, lie a\ erred, 
lie saw his face, his \01ce he heard 
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Then argued calm-liad murder been, 

The blood, the corpses, had been seen , 
Some had pretended, too, to mark 
Un Windermere a stronger bark, 

C, !, "’ th jealous care, jet mild, 
Guarded a female and a child 

W lule these faint proofs he told and pressed, 
Hope seemed to kindle m Ins breast 

«Sn° n, ' S! , Cnt - ' W and asm 
H uarped Ins judgment, and his bram 

These solemn words Ins story close - 

Ma naif ?„'tL tnCSS f° r mc> t,nt 1 chose 
P?* 111 t] »is sad civil fight. 

Moved by no cau*e but England's right 

Hi 5 gratis haae b,d medmw 
My sword for gospel and for law — 

And seefr 1 1 ^‘f 2 ' urn,s asilIc > 

M> wealth n son . Ibrongh Europe aaade 

Wlicn oTm?X3flK3Sf 

Jf ‘ h ® r f ct ™ her trust three yearn 

rSaSwS th - treasure 

Then let it leave* W S r ‘ 1Ce 31111 mme ’ 

ShaU mu, gate domestic wi”- 

OtlSSS^'bo "=il had Uo»„ 

To that h,gh m L i' s P°"«ful tone, 

Gaae sampatliv t, ’ P sorrow sw cried 
Why Morlham a , saw , Sealed 

ThfscSn? 0 ? 11653 ' * P-- C ° nCCalCd ' 

enevedto th°T h t USe should be 

toteir 

Intmsted b> he^km^ for , the health 
bfndmquired ^° lC < 
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"Since there the Victor's Fws ordain, 

Her father miis*- a space remain?” — 

A fluttered hope his accents shook. 

A fluttered ioj -was m hts look 
Matilda hastened to reply, 

For anger flashed .11 Redmond’s ei e , — - 
i Dnta.” she sa,d, itli gentle grace, 

" Kind \\ flfrid, has no choice of place. 

Else had I for m\ sire assigned 

Pnson less galling to Ins mmd 

Than that his mid-wood haunts whicli sees, 

And hears the murmur of the Tees, 

Recalling thus, with e\ cry glance, 

\\ Iiat captive s sorrow can enhance , 

Rut where those woes are highest, theie 
Needs Rokeby most Lis daughter’s care ” — 

He felt the lundlj check she ga\ e. 

And stood abashed — then answ ered gra\ e — 

"I sought tlia purpose, noble maid, 

Thy doubts to clear, tli> schemes to aid 
I liar e beneath mine own command, 

So wills my sire, a g-dlant band, 

And well could send some horseman wight, 

To bear the treasure forth b> night. 

And so bestow it as }ou deem 
In these ill dajs may safest seem ” — 

"Thanhs gentle "Wilfrid, thanks,” she said • 

"O be it not one day delajed 1 
And, more th} sister-friend to aid, 

3>e thou thyself content to hold, 

In tlune own keeping, Mortham’s gold 
Safest w itli thee.” — While thus she spoke, 

Armed soldiers on their comerse bioke, 

The same of whose •’pproach afraid, 

The ruffians left their ambuscade 
Their chief to Wilfrid bended low, 

1 hen looked around as for a foe 

fs What mean’st thou, friend, ” } oung W } chfie said. 

“ Why thus in arms beset the gkde 7 ’ — 

“That would I gladly leam from jou. 

For up mj squadron as I drew. 

To exercise our martial game 
Upon the moor of Bammghume, 

A stranger told you were was laid. 

Surrounded, and to death betrrjed 
He had a leader’s -voice, I ween. 

A falcon glance, a w-mor’s mien 
He Dade me bring you instant aid , 

I doubted not, and I obe} ed ” — 

Wilfrid changed colour, and amazed. 

Turned short, and on the speaker gazed ; 
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While Redmond e\ery thicket round 
Tracked earnest as a questing hound, 
And Denzil’s carabine he found , 

Sure evidence, by which they knew 
The warning was as kind as tme 
Wisest it seemed, with cautious speed 
To leai e the dell It w as agreed, 

'that Redmond, with Matilda fa r, 

And fitting guard, should home repair, 
At nightfall Wilfrid should attend, 

With a strong band, lus sister-fnend, 

To bear with lier from Rokcby’s bowers 
To Bamaid Castle’s lofty towers, 

Seciet and safe, the banded chests. 

In which the wealth of Mortliam rests 
This hasty purpose fi\ecl, they part, 
Each with a grieved and anxious heart. 


CANTO TIFTH 

Tun sultry sunnier day is done. 

The western hills have hid the sun, 

But mountain peak and v illage spire 

Retain reflection of his fire 

Old Barnard’s towers are purple still, 

To those that gaze fiom Toller-lull, 
Distant and high, the tower of Bowes 
Like steel npon the anvil glows , 

And Stanmore’s ndge, behind that lay. 
Rich with the spoils of parting day, 

In crimson and m gold arrayed, 
btreaks yet a while the closing shade, 
Then slow resigns to darkening heaven 
The tints w Inch brighlei hours bad given 
Thus aged men, full loath and slow, 
The-vamties of life forego. 

And count their youthful follies o’ei, 

Till Memoiy lends her light no more 


2 The eve, that slow on upland fades, 

Has darker closed on Rokeby’s glades, 
Where, sunk within then hanks profound, 
Her guardian streams to meeting w ound 
The stately oaks, whose sombre frown 
Of noontide made a twilight brown. 
Impervious now to fainter light, 

OF twilight make an early night 
Hoarse into middle air arose 
the vespers of the roosting crows, 

Ana w ith congenial murmurs seem 
r<? ^ , lhe Gcmi of the stream , 

Amt w dcr ck , mourecl Greta’s tide, 
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And fitful Miked llie evening \und, 
ritful in sighs its breath resigned 
Wilfrid, w hose fane) -mu (uretl soul 
Felt in the scene a soft control/ 

With lighter footstep pi ess/d the ground, 
And often paused to look around , 

And, though his path avis to 3 ns love, 

Could not but linger m the grove, 

To drink the tin tiling interest dear, 

Of awful pleasure checked by feai 
Such inconsistent moods hav e \v e, 

Even when om passions strike the key 

3 Now through the w ood’s dark mares passed, 
Hie opening lawn lie readied at last, 

Where, siheied by the moonlight ray, 
flic ancient Hall before him la) 

Those martial tenors long w ere fled, 

That frowned of old around its head 
The battlements, the turrets gia), 

Seemed half abandoned to decay, 

On bat bican and keep of stone 

Stern Time the focman’s woik had done, 

"Where banneis the mvadei biaved, 

The harebell now and w allflow er w av ed , 

In the rude guaid 100m, wheie of yore 
Their weary hours the v\ aiders woie, 

Now, while the cheerful faggots blaze. 

On the paved floor the spindle plays, 

The flanking guns dismounted he, 
file moat is uunous and dry, 

The grim portcullis gone — and all 
The fortress turned to peacefid hall 

4. But ) et precautions, lately ta’cn. 

Showed danger’s day reamed again , 

The couit-yaul wall showed maiks of care 
fhe fallen defences to repau, 

Lending such stienglh as might withstand 
The insult of maiaudmg band 
The beams once more wcie taught to bear 
The trembling drawbudge into an, 

And not till questioned o’ei and o’ei, 

For Wilfrid oped the jealous door, 

And when he enteied, bolt and bar 
Resumed their place w ith sullen jai , 

Then, as he ciossed the vaulted porch, 

The old gray porter laiscd his toich. 

And viewed him o’ei, from foot to head. 

Fie to the hall Ins steps he led 
f hat huge old hall, of knightly state, 
Dismantled seemed and desolate 
The moon through transom-shafts of stone, 
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Which cio^scd the latticed oulK, shone, 

And by ttie mournful light 'he gave, 

The Gothic vault seemed funeral erne 
Pennon and banner waved no more 
O’er beams of stag or tusks of boar. 

Nor glimmering arms wete marshalled seen, 
To glance those sjhan spoils between 
Those aims, those ensigns, borne an ay. 
Accomplished Rokcby’s bra\e array, 

But all weie lost on Marston’s da} 1 
Yet here and there the moonbeams fall 
Where annour }ct adorns the avail, 
Cumbrous of size, uncouth to sight, 

And useless m the modem fight, 

Like a eteran relic of the w ars. 

Know n only by neglected scars 

5 Matilda soon to greet lnm came, 

And bade them light the evening flame ; 
Said, all foi pai ting w as prepared, 

And tamed but foi Wilfiul’s guard 
But then, reluctant to unfold 
His father’s avarice of gold, 

He hinted that, lest jealous eye 
Should on their precious burden pry, 

He judged it best the castle gate 
To enter when the night wore late, 

And therefore he had left command 
With those he trusted of his bni d, 

That they should be at Rokeby met, 

What time the roidniglit-watch was set 
Now Redmond came, whose anvious care 
Till then was busied to prepaic 
All needful, meetly to amrge 
The mansion for its mournful change 
With Wilfrid’s care and kindness pleased, 
His cold unready hand lie seized. 

And pressed it, till his kmdl) strain 
The gentle youth returned again 
Seemed as between them th s was said, 

“ Awhile let jealousy be dead , 

And let our contest be, whose care 
Shall best assist this helpless fair 

6 There was no speech the truce to bmd, 

It was a compact of the mind , 

A generous thought, at once impressd 
On either rival’s geneious bieast 
Matilda well the secret took, 

I rom sudden change or mien and look, 
And.— for not small had been hei fear 
U1 jealous ire and danger near — 

■celt, even m hei dejected state, 
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A joy beyond the leach of fate 
They closed beside the chimney’s blaze, 
And talked and hoped for happiei daj s. 
And lent their spiuts’ rising glow 
Awhile to gild impending ■woe, — 

High privilege of j outhful tune, 

Woith all the pleasuies of oui prime * 

The bickering faggot sparkled bright, 

And gave the scene of lose to sight, 

Bade Willi id’s cheek more luely glow, 
Played on Matilda’s neck of snow, 

Her nut-biown cui Is and foiehead high. 
And laughed m Redmond’s aziue eye 
Tw r o lovers by the maiden sate, 

Without a glance of jealous hate , 

The maid hei loveis sat between, 

With open brow and equal mien — 

It is a sight but laiely spied. 

Thanks to man’s w rath and w Oman’s pude 

7 While thus m peaceful guise they sate, 

A knock alarmed the outei gate. 

And eie the taidy porter stmed, 

The tinkling of a limp was heard 
A manly i oice of mellow sw'ell 
Boie burden to the music u’ell 

■ Sonc 

“ Summei eve is gone and passed, 
Summei dew is falling fast , 

I have w andered all the day, 

Do not bid me farthei stiay 1 
Gentle heai ts of gentle km. 

Take the wandering Harpei m *” 

But the stem poi ter answei gai e, 

With “Get thee hence, thou strolling knai e 
The king vaults soldiers, war, I tiow, 

Weie meeter trade for such as thou ” — 

At this unkind repi oof again, 

Ansu'ered the leady mmstiel’s strain 

Song (> esumid } 

“Bid not me, m battle field, 

Buckler lift, or broadsw ord w leld 1 
All my strength and all my art 
Is to touch the gentle heai t, 

With the w izard notes that ring 
From the peaceful mmstrcl-string ’ — 

The portei, all unmoied, replied, — 

“Depait m peace, with IIea\en to guide, 

If longer bj the gate thou dw'ell, 

I rust me, thou slialt not part so well 
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With somewhat of appealing look, 

The Harp ei’s put young Wilfrid took , 
“These notes so wild and ready thrill, 

They show no vulgar minstrel s skill, 

I-Iard were his tisk to seek a home 
More distant, since the night is come , 

And for Ins faith I dare engage— 

Your Ilarpool’s blood is soured bj age. 

His gate, once leadily display cel, 
lo greet the fiicnd, the poor to aid. 

Now even to me, though known of okt, 

Did but reluctantly unfold ” — 

— “O blame not, as poor Ilarpool’s ciime, 
An evil of this evil time 
lie deems dependent on his caie 
The safety of lus patron’s heir, 

Nor judges meet to ope the toner 
To guest unknown at parting horn, 

Urging Ins duty to excess 
Of rough and stubborn faithfulness 
For this poor Harper I would fain 
He may relax — Hark to Ins strain 1 ” 


Song [resumed ) 

9 “I hav e song of w ar for kniglit, 
Lay of love for lady bright, 

Fairy tale to lull the heir, 

Goblm grim the maids to scale, 
Dark the night, and long till day 
Do not bid me farthei stray 1 


“ Rokeby’s lords of maitial fame, 
I can count them name by name. 
Legends of tlicir line there be, 
Known to few, but known to me, 
If you honour Rokeby’s km, 

Take the wandering Ilaiper ml 


“Rokeby’s lords lnd fair legard 
Foi the harp, and foi the bard , 
Baron’s race tlirov e never w ell. 
Where the curse of minstrel fell 
If you love that noble km. 

Take the weary Harpci in’” — 


“Hark’ Harpool parleys — there is hope,’ 
Said Redmond, “ that the gate will ope 
For all thy brag and boast, I trow, 
Nought know’st thou of the Felon Sow,’’ 
Quoth Harpool, “nor how Greta-side 
She roamed, and Role eby forest wide. 
Nor h°w Ralph Rokeby gave the beast 
to Richmond’s friars to make a feast 
Of Gilbert Gnffmson the tale 
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Goes, and of gallant Peter Dale, 

That w ell could sti ike v, ith sat ord amain, 
And of the a aliant son of Spam, 

Fnar Middleton, and blithe Sir Ralph, 
There aa ere a jest to make us laugh 1 
If thou cahst tell it, m j on shed, 

Tliou’st won thy supper and thy bed ” — 

io Matilda smiled , “ Cold hope,” said she, 
“From Harpool’s loae of mmstrelsa i 
But, for tins Harper, may we daie, 
Redmond, to mend his couch and fare’’ — 
“ O ask not me 1 — at minstrel-stung 
My heart from rnfanc) aaould spnng, 

Nor can I hear its simplest strain. 

But it brings Enn’s dream again, 

When placed by Oaa en Lysagli’s knee, 

(The Filea of O’Neale aaas he, 

A blind and bearded man, whose dd 
Was sacred as a prophet s held,) 

I’a e seen a ring of rugged kerne, 

With aspects shagg) , wild, and stem, 
Enchanted by the master’s lay. 

Linger around the In dong day, 

Shift fiom wild rage to wilder glee, 

To love, to grief, to ecstasy, 

And feel each waned change of soul 
Obediei t to the bard’s control — 

Ah, Clandcboy' Hi) friendly floor 
Sliei e-Donard’s oak shall light no more, 
Nor Owen’s harp, beside the blaze, 

Tell maiden’s lov e, or hero’s praise ' 

The mantling brambles hide tliy health, 
Centie of hospitable mirth. 

All undistinguished in the glade, 

My sires’ glad home is prostrate laid, 

Tlieir a assals w ander w ide and far. 

Sene foreign lords in distant war, 

And now the stranger’s sons enjoy 
The lovely woods of Clandebo) 1 ” — 

He spoke, and proudl) turned aside. 

The starting tear to dry and hide 

1 1 Matilda’s dark and softened cj e 

Was glistening ere O’Neale s w as dr) 

Iler hand upon his ami she laid, — 

* It is the w ill of hea\ en ” she said 
“And think’st thou, Redmond, I ca i part 
From this loved home with lightsome heart. 
Leaving to wild neglect wh-dec- 
Even from mv- infancy wai clear’ 

For m this calm domestic hound 
Were all Matilda's pleasures founu 
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Tint hcT.rU), ray sire n as m out to grace, 
Full soon nny be a strange t's phee . 

This lnll, in Minch t child 1 phyed, 

Like thine, dear Redmond, lonly Imd, 

The bramble and the thorn nny braid. 

Or, passed for aye from me raid mine, 

It ne’er may shelter Roheby’s line 
Yet is this consolation gis en. 

My Redmond,— ’Us the m ill of bora en — 
Her Mord, her action, and her phrase, 

Were kindly as m early day s , 

For cold resen c had lost its pon er, 

In sorrow’s sympathetic hour 

Young Redmond dared not tiust lus voice; 

But rather had it been lus choice 

To share that melancholy’ hour 

Than, armed with all a chieftain’s pon er. 

In full possession to enjoy 

Slieve-Donard uide, and Clandebov 


12 


The blood left Wilfrid’s aslicn check , 
Matilda sees, and hastes to speak — 

“ Happy in friendship’s ready aid. 

Let all my murmurs here be stay ed > 

And Roheby’s maiden n ill not part 
From Roheby’s hall with moody heart 
This night at least, for Roheby’s fame, 

The hospitable hearth shall flame. 

And, ere its native heir retire, 

Find for the nanderer rest and fnc, 

Wlide this poor Harper, by the blaze, 
Recounts the tale of other day s 
Bid Harpool ope the door n itli speed, 
Admit him, and relics e each need — 
Meantime, kind Wycliffe, Milt thou try 
Thy minstrel skill 5 — nay, no reply — 

And look not sad 1 — I guess thy thought, 
Thy serse suth laurels Mould be bought, 
And poor Matilda, landless non , 

Has not a garland for thy brou 

True, I must lease sssect Roheby’s glades, 

Nor ssander more m Greta shades , 

But sure, no rigid jailer, thou 
Wilt a shoit piison-svalk alloss, 

Where summei floss ers grosv svild at will, 
On Marssood chase and Tollei Hill, 
then holly green and lily gay 
bhall tssinc m guerdon of thy lay 
he mournful youth, a space aside, 
o tune Matilda’s harp applied , 

And then a loss sad descant rung, 

As prelude to the lay he sung 
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13 0 Lad), tame no v. rcath for 111c, 

Oi lw me it of the c) press-tree 1 
Too In el) glow the hires light, 

1 he armshed holly’s all too bright, 

The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brou le«s sad than mine, 
Tut, Lad), weave 110 wreath for me, 

Or weave it of the cvpress-tiee ’ 

I et dimpled Mntli his temples twine 
M ith tendrils of the laughing vine 
The manly oak, the pensive )cw , 

To patriot and to sage be due. 

The mjrtle bough bids lovers h\e, 

But that Matilda will not give , 

Then, Lad), twine no nieatli foi me, 

Or twine it of the q press-tree! 

Let merr) England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear, 

I ct Allan bind hei bonnet blue 
With heath and harebell dipped m dew , 
On favoured Lrm’s crest be seen 
The flowers she loses of emciald green — 
But, Lad), twine no wreath forme, 

Or twine it of the c) press-tree 

Strike the wild harp, while maids prepare 
The ivy meet.for minstrel’s Inn , 

And, while his crown of kaurel-leav es 
With bloody hand the victor weaves, 

Let the loud trump Ins tuumph tell , 

But when ) oit hear the passing bell, 

Then, Lady, tw me a v\ rcatli for me, 

And twine it of the cypiess-trce 

Yes' tvvme for me the c) press bough , 
Bat, O Matilda, twine not noi\ 1 
Stay till a few brief months are passed. 
And I hav e looked and lov ed my last 1 
When villagers my shroud bestrew 
With pansies, roscmai), and rue, — 

T hen, Lady, vv eav caw reath for me, 

And weave it of the c) press-tree 

14 O’Neale observed the starting tear, 

And spoke w ith kind and blithesome cheer — 
“No, noble Wilfrid 1 ere the day 
When mourns the land thy silent la) , 

Shall many a wreath be freely w ove 
By hand of friendship and of lov e 
I would not wish that rigid Fate 
Had doomed thee to a captiv e’s state, 
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Whose lnnds ire bound by honour’s low, 
Who ncais a w 01 d he must not drew ; 

But nere it so, in minstrel pride 
I’lie hnd together nould ve rule. 

On prancing steeds, like harpers old, 

Bound foi the hills of barons bold , 

Each lo\ ci of the Iwe we’d seek, 

Fiom Mich id’s Mount to Shidd.ro s Peak, 
Stincy mkl Allan's niouutiun strmd, 

And 101m green Erin’s lo\el> lind, 

While thou the gentler souls should move. 
With li) of pity and of lo\ c. 

And I, thy mate, in rougher strain, 

Would sing of v ir and w amors slim 
Old England’s buds neresanqmshed then. 
And Scotland’s vaunted II an tiiomden, 

And, silenced on lemian shore, 

M ‘Curtin's harp should chann no more' — 
In lnely mood lie spoke, to tv tie 
From Wilfrid's woe-v, om cheek a smile 


15 “ But,” said Matilda, “ eic thy name. 

Good Redmond, gam its destined fame, 
Say, suit thou kindly deign to call 
Thy brother minstrel to the hall? 

Bid all the household, too, attend, 

Each m his rank 1 humble fncnd, 

1 know their faithful hearts mil gueve, 
When their pooi Misti ess takes her leave , 
So let the horn and beaker flow 
To mitigate their parting v. oe ” — 

The Harper came — m youth’s first prime 
Ilunself , m mode of olden time 
Ills garb was fashioned, to express 
The ancient English minstrel’s dress, 

A seemly gov n of Kendal green, 

With gorget closed of sih er sheen , 

His harp in silken scarf v. as slung, 

And by his side an nnlace hung 
It seemed some masquei’s quaint array 
For revel or for holiday 


16 He made obeisance mth a free 
Yet studied air of couitesy 
Each look and accent, framed to please. 
Seemed to affect a playful case , 

His face vas of that doubtful kind 
that wms the eje, but not the mind , 
ret harsh it seemed to deem amiss 
„ nrov, so young and smooth as tins 
Wis v.as the subtle look and sly, 
that, spjing all, seems nought to spy 
Round all the gioup h.s glances ^ ' 
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Unmarked themselves, to mark the whole 
Yet sunk beneath Matilda's look, 

Noi could the eye of Redmond biook 
To the suspicious, 01 the old, 

Subtle and dangeious and bold 
Had seemed this self-m\ ited guest ,’ 

But young our loieis, — and the lest, 
Wrapt in their sonow and then fear 
At parting of their mistress dear, 
Tear-blinded to the Castle hall, 

Came as to bear her funeral pall 

17 AH that expression base was gone, 

When waked the guest Ins nnnstiel tone ; 
It fled at inspiration’s call, 

As erst the Demon fled from Saul 
More noble glance he cast around, 

More free-drawn breath inspired the sound, 
IIis pulse beat bolder and more high. 

In all the pnde of minstielsy 1 
Alas 1 too soon that pride was o’er, 

Sunk with the lay that bade it soar 1 
His soul resumed, w ith habit’s chain. 

Its \ ices wild and follies vain, 

And gave the talent, with him bom, 

To be a common curse and scorn 
Such was the youth w hom Rokeby’s maid. 
With condescending kindness, pinyed 
Here to renew the strain she lo\ ed, 

At distance heard and well approved 

Song — The Harr 

18 I was a wild and way w aid boy, 

My childhood scorned each childish toy, 
Retired fiom all, reserved, and coy, 

To musing pione, 

I weoed my solitary joy, 

My Harp alone 

My youth, with bold Ambition’s mood, 
Despised tjie humble stream and w ood, 
Where my poor father’s cottage stood, 

To fame unknow n , — 

What should my soaring news make good' 
My Harp alone 

Love came with all Ins frantic fire, 

And wild romance of vam desire , 

The Baron’s daughter heard my lyre, 

And praised the tone , — 

What could presumptuous hope inspire? 

My Harp alone 

At Manhood’s touch the bubble burst, 

And Manhood's pnde the vision curst, 
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And -ill that lnd my folly nursed 
Lore’s sway to o«n . 

Yet spared the spell that lulled me first, 

My 1 Inrp alone 

\Yoe came with war, and want with woe , 

And it was nunc to undergo 
Each outrage of the rebel foe — 

Can aught atone 

My fields laid waste, my cot laid low < 

My Ilarp alone 

Ambition’s dreams I’\e seen depart, 

Ilare uied of penury the sinai t, 

Have felt of lore the \enomed dart 
When hope w as flown , 

Yet rests one solace to my heart, — 

My Harp alone 1 

Then, o\er mountain, moor, and hill, 

My faithful harp. I’ll bear thee still , 

And when this life of w ant and ill 
Is w ell- nigh gone, 

Thy strings mine elegy' shall thrill, 

My Harp alone * 

19 “ A p'casing lay Matilda said , 

But llarpool shook Ins old gray head 
And took his baton and his toich, 

To seek lus guard-room m the porch 
Edmund obsen cd — w ith sudden change, 
Among the strings his fingers lange, 

Until they waked a boldei glee 
Of militaiy melody , 

Then paused amid the martial sound, 

And looked w ith w ell-feigned fear around , — 
“None to this noble house belong,” 

He said, “ that would a minstrel wrong. 
Whose fate has been, through good and ill, 
To love lus Royal Mastei still , 

And, with your honoured lea\e, would fam 
Rejoice you w ith a loyal stiain " — 

Then, as assured by sign and look, 

The waihke tone again he took , 

And Harpool stopped, and turned to hear, 

A ditty of the Cun alier 


ouno — j.he ua\ Aura 

Vvluh the dawn of the mountain was misty and gray, 
i ly t rue Lo\ e has mounted lus steed and aw ay r , 

J\er lull, or er i alley, o’er dale, and o’er down, 
v i iea\u\ shield the bia\e gallant that fights foi the Ciow 

13 ! 1*®* d ? ffed l k e sAk doublet the breastplate 10 bear, 
s placed the steel cap o’er his long flowing hair, 
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Drowned m his own successful skill 
The veteran, too, who now no more 
Aspires to head the battle’s lorn, 

Loves still the tiiumph of his art, 

And liaces on the pencilled chart 
Some stern invader’s destined way, 

Through blood and nun to his pre> , 

Patriots to death, and tow ns to flame, 
lie dooms, to raise another’s name, 

And shares the guilt, though not the fame 
What pa) s him for his span of time 
Spent in premeditated crime? 

What against pity arms his heart’ 1 — 

It is the conscious pude of art 

23 But principles m Edmund’s mind 
Were baseless, vague, and undefined 
His soul, like bark v ith ruddei lost, 

On passion’s changeful tide w as tossed , 

Nor Vice nor Virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of the hour , 

And, 0 1 when passion rules, how rare 
The hours that fall to Virtue’s share ' 

Yet now she loused her — for the pride. 

That lack of sterner guilt supplied, 

Could scarce support him when arose 
The lay that mourned Matilda’s w’oes 

Sokg —The Farewell 
The sound of Rokeby’s w oods I hear 
They mingle with the song, 

Daik Greta’s a oice is m mine ear, 

I must not hear them long 
From c\ ery loved and native haunt 
The native heir must stray, 

And, like a ghost w horn sunbeams daunt, 
Must part before the day 

Soon from the halls my fathers reaied, 
Their scutcheons may descend 
A line so long belov ed and feared 
May soon obscuiely end 
No longer lieie Matilda’s tone 
Shall bid these echoes sw ell, 

Yet shall they hear her proudly own 
The cause in winch we fell 

The Lady paused, and then again 
Resumed the lay in loftier strain 

Let °ur halls and tow’ers decay, 

Re onr name and line forgot, 

^ w S ? nd manors P as s away, — 

" *- “ ut share our monarch’s lot 



If no more oui annul ‘how 
Bitth wo’i ' id 1 'inner? taken, 
f'till 3.1 death, tkfc.it, n.itl woo. 

Our? lie Iujaltv unshaken 1 

Constant, ‘till m danger's hour, 

Princes o. tiled our f stilus’ aid , 

I*inih and honours, w tilth and povvci, 
W’ell their lank) repaid 
Polish w < ilih, mid pov er, and pride 1 
* forlal boons by mortals ru cn , 

But let Con ’a. icy abide, 

Constant}’' tbe gift of Ile-'ven 

While tails Maulda’s pj was heard, 

A thousand thoughts m Eamund stirred 
In peasant life he might li ive 1 nown 
As fair a face, as sw eet a tone , 

But ullage notes could nc’ci supply 
That rich and Mined melody 
And ne’er in co’tagc maid was seen 
1 lie easy dignity of mien, 

Claiming respect, jet waring state, 

1 hat im.l s the daughters of the great 
Vet not, perchance, had the c c alone 
His scheme of purposed guilt o’erthrown , 
But, a Ink her cnerg) of mind 
Superior rose to griefs combined, 

Lending its kindling to her eje, 

Giving her form new ma csly, — 

To Edmund's thought Matilda seemed 
T he ver} object lie had dreamed, 

W hen, long ere gudt his soul had known, 
In Winston bowcis he mused alone, 

'I axing his fancy to combine 
The face, the air, the voice divine, 
OFpnncCsS fair, by cruel fate 
Left of her honours, power, and state, 

1 ill to her rightful realm restored 
By destined hero’s conquering swoul 

"Such was my vision !” Edmund thought, 
"And have I, then, the nun wrought 
Of such a maid, that fancy ne’er 
In fairest vision formed her peer? 

W as it m> hand that could unclose 
The postern to her ruthless foes? 

Foes, lost to honoui, law, .and faith, 

Their kindest mercy sudden death 1 
Have I done this? I 1 who have swore, 
That if the globe such angel hoiC, 

I would have traced its cucle liioacl, 

To kiss the giound on which she trod ! — 
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Anri now— O * would lint earth v oulct rue, 
And close upon rne while nine '— 

Is there no hope 5 Is nil then lost 
Bertram’s already on Ins po*t ' 

E\cn now, beside the hall's arched door, 

I saw his shadow* cross the floor ' 

He was to wait my signal strain— 

A little respite thus we gam — 

By what I heard the menials say, 

Young Wy chffe’s troop arc on their way 
Alarm precipitates the crime ' 

My harp must v ear "w ay the time ” — 

And then, m accents faint and low. 

He faltered forth a tale of woe 

B \LUAD 

“And whither would you lead me, then? 

Quoth the Friar of orders gny , 

And the ruffians tw am replied again, 

“ By a dying woman to praj ” — 

“ I see,” he said, “a lo\cly sight, 

A sight bodes little harm, 

A lady as a lily bright, 

With an infant on her arm ” — 


“Then do tlnnc office, Friar gray, 

And see thou slim e her free ’ 

Else shall the sprite, that parts to-night, 
Fling all its guilt on thee 

“Let mass be said, and trentals read 
When tliou’rt to coni ent gone, 

And bid the bell of St Benedict 
Toll out its deepest tone ” — 

The shrift is done, the Fnar is gone. 
Blindfolded ns he came — 

Next morning, all m Littlecote Hall 
Were weeping for their dame 

Wild Darrell is an altered man, 

The village crones can tell , 

He looks pale as clay, and strives to pray, 
If he hears the cons ent bell 
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If pnnee or peer cross- Darrell’s way 
II C 11 beard him in his pnde — 

If ne meet a Friar of orders gray , 
He droops and turns aside 


-\T^TP er ' methinks lh\ magic lays,” 
1 latikla said, “ can goblms raise 1 - 

v eU !? g \ n 7 hnc i can discern, 

; , ear tne porch, a visage stem , 
L en now*, m yonder shadowy nook. 
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I see it 1 — Redmond, \\ llfrid, look f — 

A human foim distinct and clear — 

God, for thy mercy '—It dtavvs near — 

She saw too tiue Stride after stride, 

The centre of that chamber \\ ide 
Fierce Bertram gained , then made a stand, 
And, pioudly waving w ith Ins hand. 
Thundered — “Be still, upon your lues 1 
He bleeds who speaks, he dies n ho stm es ’’— 
Behind their chief, the robbei crew 
Forth from the darkened poital diew, 

In silence — save that echo dread 
Returned their heavy measured tread 
The lamp’s uncertain lustre gav e 
Their arms to gleam, their plumes to w av e 
File after file m older pass, 

Like forms on Banquo’s mystic glass 
Then, halting at their leadei’s sign, 

At once they formed and cun ed their line, 
Hemming within its crescent drear 
Their victims, like a held of deer 
Another sign, and to the aim 
Lev elled at once their muskets came, 

As waiting but their chieftain’s word, 

To make their fatal volley heard 

29 Back in a heap the menials drew, 

Yet, even in mortal terror, true, 

Their pale and startled group oppose 
Between Matilda and the foes 
“O, haste thee, Wilfrid Redmond cried , 
“Undo that wicket by thy side ' 

Bear lienee Matilda — gain the wood — 

The pass may be a w hile made good — 

Thy band, ere this, must sure be nigh — 

0 speak not — dally not— but fly — 

While yet the crow d their motions hide, 
Through the low wicket door they glide 
Through vaulted passages they wind, 

In Gothic intricacy twined 

Wilfrid half led, and half he bore, 

Matilda to the postern door, 

And safe beneath the forest tiee 

The Lady stands at liberty 

The moonbeams, the fresh gales caiess, 

Renew ed suspended consciousness — 

“ Where’s RcdmoncI eagerly she cries , 
“Thou answer’st not — he dies ' lie dies * 

And thou hast left him, all bereft 
Of mortal aid — with murderers left ' — 

1 know it w ell — he w ould not y leld 
His sword to mar — his doom is sealed ' 
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For my scorned life, nine’ll thou Inst boegnt 
At price of Ins, I thank thee not 

The unjust jcpronch, the angry look, 

The heart of Wtlfud could not brook 
“Lady," he said, “nn bind so near, 

In safety thou mayst rest thee here 

For Redmond’s death thou shaft not mourn. 

If mine can buy his safe return - 
He turned an ay — Ins hcait tluobbrd high, 
The tear w as bursting fiom bis etc 
The sense of her injustice pressed 
Upon the maid’s distracted breast, — 

“Stay, Wilfrid, stay 1 all aid is a am 1 
He heard, but turned him not again 
And now he gains the postern dooi, 

Hon enters— ’and is seen no more 

With all the agony that e’er 

Was gendered ’tv, i\t suspense and fear 

She Matched the line of windows tall, 

Whose Gothic lattice lights the hall, 
Distinguished by the paly red 
The lamps in dim reflection shed. 

While all beside m w an moonlight 
Each gmted easement glimmered white 
No sight of harm, no sound of ill, 

It is a deep and midnight still 
Who looked upon the scene had guessed 
All m the castle w ere at vest 
When sudden on the v, mdow s shone 
A lightning flash, just seen and gone 1 
A shot is heard — Again the flame 
Flashed thick and fast — a volley carr „ 1 
Then echoed wildly, fiom witlim, 

Of shout and scream the mingled dir, 

And weapon-clash and maddening ciy 
Of those who kill, and those who die 1 
As filled the hall with sulphurous smoke, 
Moie red, more dark, the death-flash broke 
And forms were on the lattice cast, 

That struck, or struggled, as they passed. 

32 What sounds upon the midnight w incf 
Appioach so rapidly behind? 

It is, it is the tramp of steeds ! 

Matilda hears the sound, she speeds, 

Seizes upon the lcadei’s rein — 

“O haste to aid, ere aid be vam 1 
Fly to the postern— gam the hall 1 ”— 

F rom saddle spring the troopers ad , 

Their gallant steeds, at liberty, 

Run wild along the moonlight lea 
But, ere they burst upon the scene. 
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While, trampling clou n the dying man, 

He strove, \\ ith volleyed threat nnd ban, 

In scorn of odds, m fate’s despite, 

'1 o rally up the desperate fight 

34 Soon murkier clouds the hall enfold, 

1 han e’er from battlc-tliundei s rolled , 

So dense, the combatants scarce hno \ 
lo nun or to avoid the blow* 

Smothenng *ind blindfold giows uic fight 
But soon shall dawn n dismal light ! 

’Mid cries, and clashing arms, there came 
The hollow sound of rushing flame, 

New horrors on the tumuli dire 
Arise — the castle is on fire 1 
Doubtful, if chance had cast the brand, 

Or finntic Bertram’s desperate band 
Matilda saw — for frequent broke 
From the dim casements gusts of smoke 
Yon tower, which late so clear defined 
On the fair hemisphere reclined, 

That, pencilled on its azure pure, 

The eye could count csch cmbrtstnc, 
Now, swathed within the sweeping cloud. 
Seems giant-spectre m Ins shioud , 

1 ill, from each loop-hole flashing ligh*, 

A spout of flic shines ruddy bright, 

And, gathering to united glaie, 

Streams high into the midnight air, 

A dismal beacon, far and wide, 

That wakened Greta’s slumbcung side 
Soon all beneath, thiough gallery long 
And pendent arch, the fire flashed strong, 
Snatching whatev er could maintain 
Raise, oi extend its furious reign , 
Staitlmg, with closer cause of dread, 

The females who the conflict fled, 

And now' rushed forth upon the plain, 
Filling the air with clamours vain 


35 But ceased not yet, the hall within, 

The shriek, the shout, the camage-dm, 

1 ill bursting lattices give proof 
The flames have caught the rafteicd roof 
iVhat 1 wait they till its beams amain 
Crash on the slayers and the slam? 
f he alarm is caught — the drawbridge falls 
tlie warriors hurry from the walls, 
isut, by the conflagration’s light, 

Upon the lawn renew the fight 
kach straggling felon down was hewed, 

Km f"?v C ?, uld S am th e sheltering wood . 
But forth the affrighted Harper sprung, 
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Ana to Malden's robe he clung 
Her shriek, entreaty, and command. 
Stopped the pursuer’s lifted hand. 

Denial and he ah\ e w ere tn’en , 

The rest, save Bertram, all are slain 

36 And where 13 Bertram 5 — Soaring high. 
The general flame ascends the sk} , 

In gathered group die soldiers gaze 
Upon the broad and rowing blaze. 

When, like infernal demon, sent 
Red from his penal element. 

To plague 'md to pollute the air, — 

H's face all gore, on fire his haw, 

Forth from the central mass of smoke 
The giant form of Bertram broke ' 

His brandished sword on high he rears, 
Then plunged among opposing spears; 
Round his left arm his mantle trussed 
Received and foiled three lances’ thrust , 
Ivor these his headlong course w ltlistood, 
Lake reeds he swapped the tewgh ash-woot 
In vain his foes around him clung , 

With m-uchless force as.de he flung 
Their boldest, — as the bull at bay. 

Tosses the ban -dogs f r om his way. 
Through forty foes his path he made. 

And safely gained the forest glade. 

37 Scarce was this final conflict o’er, 

■\\ hen from the postern Redmond bore 
Wilfrid, who, as oflife bereft. 

Had m the fatal hall been left, 

Deserted there bj all his tram , 

But Redmond saw, and turned again -=» 
Beneath an oak he laid him down. 

That m the blaze gleamed ruddy brown. 
And then his mantle s clasp undid , 

Mat Ida held 3ns droop mg head. 

Till, gnen to breathe the freer air. 
Returning life repaid their care. 

He gazed on them w ith henvj sigh, — 

"I could hare wished ei en thus to die — 
No more he said — for row with speed 
Each trooper had regained his steed ; 

The readj palfreys stood arrayed, 

For Redmond and for Rokeby’s Maid r 
Two Wufid on his horse sustain. 

One leads his charger by the rem. 

But oft Matilda looked behind. 

As up the t ale of Tees they wand 
Where far tue mansion of her sires 
Beaconed the dale w ith midnight fires. 
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In gloomy m cli nbov c them ‘piead, 

I he clouded heaven lowered bloody red; 
Beneath, m sombre light, the flood 
Appeared to roll in macs of blood 
1 hen, one by one, was hcaid to fall 
The toner, the donjon-keep, the hull 
Each rushing down with thunder sound, 
K space the conflagration drov hed , 
Till, gathering strength, again it rose, 
Announced its triumph in its close, 
Shook mde its light the landscape o’er, 
1 hen sunk — and Rohe by was no more t 


CAMO SIXTH 

1 he summer sun, whose cnily power 
Was wont to gild Matilda's bower, 

Aud rouse lier w ith liH matin ray 
Her duteous orisons to pay, 

1 hat morning sun has three limes seen 
The flowers unfold on Rokeby green, 

But sees no moie llic slumbers fly 
From fair Matilda’s hazel eye , 

1 hat morning sun has three times bioke 
Oil Rokeby’s glades of elm and oak, . 

But, rising fiom their sylvan scieen, 

Maiks no gray tiuret’s glance between’ 

A shapeless mass lie keep and tower. 

That, hissing to the morning showei. 

Can but with smOuldcnng vapour pay 
The early smile of summer day 
The peasant, to his labour bound, 

Pauses to \ lew the blackened mound. 
Striving, amid the ruined space, 

Each w ell-i emembered spot to trace 
That length of frail and file scotched wail 
Once screened the hospitable hall , 

When yonder broken aich was whole, 
’Teas there was dealt the weekly dole , 
And where yon tottering columns nod, 

The chapel sent the hy mn to God 
So flits the world’s uncertain span ' 

Nor zeal for God, nor love foi man, 

Gives mortal monuments a date 
Beyond the power of Time and Fate 
The towers must share the buildei’s doom , 
Bmn is theirs, and Ins a tomb 
But better boon benignant Heaven 
to Faith and Charity has given, 

And buk the Christian hope sublime 
Transcend the bounds of Fate and Time 
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S Now tlie third night of summei came, 

Since that which, witnessed Rokcby’s flame 
On Brignnl cliffs and Scaigill biake 
The owlet’s homilies aw ake, 

Tlie bittern screamed from rush and flag, 

Ihe men slumbeied on his crag, 

Foith from lus den the otter di ew, — 

Giajlmgand trout their tyrant knew, 

As between iced and sedge he peeis, 

With fieice lound snout and shaipened ears, 

Oi, prowling by the moonbeam cool, 

Watches the stieam or swims the pool , — 

Pei died on Ins wonted eyrie high, 

Sleep sealed the tcicelct’s weaned eje. 

That all the da) had watched so w ell 
The cushat dart acioss the dell 
In dubious beam reflected shone 
That lofty cliff of pale giay stone, 

Beside whose base the secict case 
lo lapine late a lefuge ga\e 
7 he ciag’s w lid ciest of copse and ) ew 
On Gieta’s bieast dark shadows threw , 

Shadows that met or shunned the sight 
With c\ ery change of fitful light , 

As hope and feai alternate chase 
Oui couise tluough life’s uncertain race 

3 Gliding by ciag and copsewood green, 

A solitary Fonn was seen 
I o trace with stealthy pace the w old, 

Like fox that seeks the midnight fold, 

And pauses oft, and coweis dismayed, 

At every breath that stus the shade 
He passes now' the ivy bush, 

The ow 1 has seen him and his hush , 

He passes now the doddered oak, 

He heard the startled ia\en croak , 

Lower and low'er he descends, 

Bustle the leaves, the brushwood bends; 

1 he otter lieais him ticad the shore, 

And dues, and is beheld no moie , 

And b) the cliff of pale gray stone 
1 lie midnight -wanderer stands alone. 

Methinks that by the moon we trace 
A wcll-iemembercd fonn and face 1 
That stapling shape, that cheek so pale. 

Combine to tell a rueful tale, 

Of powers misused, of passion’s force, 

Of guilt, ofguef, and of remoise 1 
’Tis Edmund’s c) e at every sound 
That flings that guilt) glance aiound , 

'Tis Edmund s ticmbling haste dn ides 
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The brushwood tint the cavern hides, 

And, w hen Us narrow porch lies bare, 

’I is Edmund’s form that enteis there 

4 IIis fimt and steel hare sparkled bright, 

A lamp h Uh lent the car cm light 
Tearful and quick his eje snrrejs 
Each angle of the gloom} marc 
Since last he left that stem abode, 

It seemed as none its floor bad trodc , 
Untouched appeared the -various spoil. 

The purchase of his comrades’ toil. 

Masks and disguises grimed with mud. 

Arms broken 'uid defiled iwth blood, 

And all the nameless tools that aid 
Night-felons m then lawless trade, 

Upon the gloomy walls were hung, 

Or lay m nooks obscurely flung 
Still on the sordid board appear 
The lelics of the noontide cheer , 

Flagons and empt} flasks were there, 

And bench o’erthronn, .and shattered cl’air f 
And all around the semblance showed, 

As when the final rercl glowed, 

When the red sun was setting fast, 

And parting pledge Gu> Den/il passed 
To Rokeby trcasui e-vaults 1 they quaffed. 

And shouted loud and wild!} laughed, 

Poured maddening from the rock} door. 

And parted — to return no more I 

Uiey found m Rokeby vaults their doom,— 

A bloody death, a burning tomb 

5 There lus ow n peasant dress he spies, 

Doffed to assume that quaint disguise, 

And shuddering thought upon lus glee, ' 
When pranked in garb of minshels} 

“ O, be the fatal art accursed,” 
lie cried, “ tint mov ed ni} folly first. 

Till, bribed by bandits' base applause, 

I burst through God’s and Nature’s law s * 
Tlnee summer da>s are scantl} passed 
Since 1 liav e trod this cav cm last, 

A thoughtless wretch, and piompt to err — 

But, 0 , as yet bo murderer 1 

Escn now I list m} comrades’ cheer, 

That general laugh is m mine ear, 

M hich laised my pulse and steeled my heart. 
As 1 rehearsed my treacherous part — 

And w ould that all since then could seem 
the phantom of a fever’s dream 1 
But fatal Memoty notes too well 
lhe horiois of the d}mg >ell. 
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From my despairing mates tint broke, 

M hen /lashed the fire and rolled (he smoke, 
When the av engers shouting- came, 

And hemmed us ’twaxt the sword .and flame' 
Mj frantic flight — the lifter! brand — 

That angel’s interposing hand ' 

If for my life from slaughter freed, 

I ) et could pay some grateful meed ' — 
Perchance tins object of my quest 
May aid” — he turned, nor spoke the red 

6 Due northward from the nigged hearth, 

With paces fiv c he metes the earth, 

Then toiled w ith mattock to explore 
The entrails of the cavern floor, 

Ivor paused till, deep beneath the ground. 
Ills search a small steel casket found 
Just as he stooped to loose it> hasp, 

His shoulder felt a giant grasp , 
lie started and looked up aghast, 

Then shrieked ' — twas Bertram held him fast 
“ Fear not ! ” he said , but who could hear 
1 hat deep stein voice, and cease to fear*' 
“Fear not' — In heaven he slial cs as much 
As partridge in the filcon's clutch 1 ' — 

He raised him, and unloosed his hold. 

While from the opening casket rolled 
A chain and rehquairc of gold 
Beitram beheld it with siirpme, 

Gazed on Us fashion and dev ice, 

Then, chccimg Fdmund as he could, 
Somewhat lie smoothed his rugged mood. 

For still the jouth’s half-lifted eje 
Quivered with terror s -gonv, 

And sidelong glanced, as to explore, 

In meditated flight, the floor 

“Sit,” Bertram smd, • from danger free , 

1 iiou cans! not, and thou dDU rot flee 
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A truest the thud c iu moriovv brought , 

Our hold chrh Oswald Wychfie sought 
And eyed my comrade long askance, 

With fixed and penetrating glance 
‘Guv Dennl art thou called? — ‘ lhe same 
‘At Court who served wild Buckinghame , 
Thence banished, won a kccpci s place, 

So Vilhers willed, in Marwood-chase, 

1 lnt lost— I need not tell thee why— 

Thou madest thy w it thy wants supply , 

Then fought for Rol ehy — hav e 1 guessed - 
My pnsoncr right?’ — ‘At thy behest 
He paused a while, and then went on 
With low and confidential tone, 

Me, as I judge, not then he saw , 

Close nestled m my couch of straw — 

‘ List to me, G uy 1 hou know 'st the gict t 
Have frequent need of what they hate, 
Hence, in then favour oft we see 
Unscrupled, useful men like thee 
Were I disposed to bid thee live, 

What pledge of faith hast them to gne?’ — 
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“The ready fiend, who ne\ er y ct 
Hath failed to shaipen Dcnrd’s wit, 
Piomptcd Ins he — ‘His only child 
Should rest his pledge ’ — The Baton smiled, 
And turned to me — ‘ Thou art his son 7 ’ 

1 bowed — our fctteis w ere undone, 

And we were led to beat apart 
A dreadful lesson of his art 
Wilfrid, he said, his heir and son, 

Had fan Matilda's favour w on , 

And long since had then union been, 

But for her father’s bigot spleen, 

Whose brute and blindfold party rage 
Would, force per force, her hand engage 
To a base kerne of Irish earth, 

Unknown his lineage and his birth, 

Sav e that a dy mg ruffian bore 
The infant brat to Rokeby door 
Gentle lestramt, he said, would lead 
Old Rokeby to enlarge Ins creed , 

But fair occasion he must find 
For such restraint well-meant and kind, 
The knight being tendered to Ins clnige 
But as a prisoner at large 
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He schooled us m a w ell forged tale, 
Oi scheme the castle avails to scale, 
o which was leagued eacli caa'alier 
1 hat ow ells upon the Tyne and Wear 
that Rokeby, lus parole forgot, 


» 
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I Incl dealt with us to aid the plot 
Such was the charge, which Denzil’s zeal 
Ofhate to Rokebj and O’Neale 
Proffered, as witness, to make good. 

Even though the foifeit w’ere their blood 

I scrupled, until o’er and o’er 

His prisoners' safety V j cliffe swore, 

And then — alas 1 w lnt needs there more ? 

I knew I should not Ine to say 
The pioffer I refused that day , 

Ashamed to live, jet loth to die, 

I soiled me w ith their infamy 
“ Poor j’outh,” said Eeitram, “wareiing still, 
Unfit alike for good or ill ' 

Put what fell next?’ — “Soon as at luge 
Was scrolled and signed otu fatal charge, 

1 here never jet, on tragic stage, 

Was seen so well a painted lage 
As Oswald’s showed ’ with loud alarm 
lie called his garrison to arm, 

Prom tower to tower, from post to post, 
lie hurried as if all w ere lost , 

Consigned to dungeon and to chain 
The good old knight and all his tram. 

Warned each suspected car alter, 

Within Ins limits, to appear 
To-nio now, at tlie hour of noon, 

In the lugli cliuich of Eglistone ’’ 

lo “ Of Eglistone 1 Er en now I passed,” 

Said Bertram, “as tlie night closed fast, 
Toiches and cressets gleamed around, 

I heard the saw and hammer sound, 

And I could mark they toiled to iaise 
A scaffold, hung with sable baize, 

Which the grim headsman’s scene displayed, 
Block, axe, and sawdust icady laid 
Some cul deed will there be done, 

Unless Matilda w ed his son, — 

She lores him not — ’tis sinew dh guessed 
1 hat Redmond rules the damsel’s breast 
This is a turn of Oswald’s skill. 

But I maj meet and fed him still * 

How earnest thou to tliy ficedoin 5 ” — “There 
Lies mjsterr more dark and rare 
In midst of Wycliffe’s well-feigned rage, 

A scroll w as offered by a page, 

Vi ho told, a muffled horseman late 
Had left it at the castle gate 
He broke the seal — his cheek showed change, 
Sudden, portentous, wild, and strange, 

The mimic passion of his ere 
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\\ ns turned to actual ngons, 

IIis Innd like summer sapling shook, 

Iciror and guilt were in ins look 
Dcnzil lie judged, m time of need, 

Fit counsellor for evil deed, 

And thus apart Ins counsel broke, 

While w ith n ghastly sunk he spoke — 

it “ ‘ As in the pageants of the stage, 

1 he dead aw ake in this w ihl age 
Mortlnm, — whom all men deemed decreed 
In his own deadly snare to bleed, 

Slam by a bras o, whom, o’er sea. 

He trained to aid in murdering me, — 

Mortlnm has ’scaped , the cow ard shot 
The steed, but harmed the rider not ’ ”■ — 

Here, with an execration fell, 

Bertram leaped up, and paced the cell,— 

“ 'Llune own gray head, or bosom dark,” 

He muttered, “may be surer mark!” 

Then sat, and signed to Edmund, pale 
\\ ith terror, to resume his tale. 

“Wycliffc went on — ‘Mark ,\ith what fights 
Of wildered resene he ssntes 


The Lettek 

“ ‘Ruler of Mortlnm’ s destiny * 

Though dead, thy victim lues to thee 
Once lnd he all that binds to life, 

A losely child, a loselier wife, 

Wealth, fame, and friendship, were his own- 
Ihou gascst the woid, and they are flown 
Mark boss he pays thee — to tliy hand 
He y lelds Ins honours and Ins land, 

One boon premised , — Restore his child < 
And, from his natis e land exiled, 

Mortlnm no more returns to claim 
His lands, his honours, or his name , 

Refuse him this, and from the slain 
Thou sink see Mortlnm use again ’ 


12 “This billet while the Bnion read, 

His faltering accents show ed Ins dread , 
He pressed lus forehead with his palm, 
Then took a scornful tone and calm , 
‘Wild as the winds, as billows wild 1 
What wot I oflns spouse or child? 
Hither lie brought a joyous dame, 
Unknown her lineage or her name 
Her, m some frantic fit, he slew , 

1 he nurse and child in fear w ithdrew 

my " ltness 1 " >st I where 
to hnd this youth, my kinsman’s heir,- 
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Ungueidoned, I would gne with joy 
1 he father's arms to fold his boy. 

And Mortham’s lands and tow ers resign 
To the just heirs of Mortham’s line ’ — 
Thou know ’st that scarcely e’en Ins fear 
Supresses Denzil s cynic sneer , — 

‘ Then happy is thy r assal’s part,’ 

He said, ‘ to ease his patron’s heart 1 
In thine own jailer’s w atchful care 
Lies Mortham’s just and rightful heir, 
Tin generous w isli is fully won, — 
Redmond O’Neale is Mortham’s son ’ — 


“Up starting with a frenzied look, 

His clenched hand the Baron shook . 

‘Is Hell at work? or dost thou rare, 

Or darest thou palter with me, sla\ e 1 
Perchance thou wotest not, Barnard’s toweis 
Ha\ e racks, of strange and ghastly pow ers 
Denzil, who well his safety knew , 

Firmly rejoined, ‘I tell thee tme 
1 hy racks could gn e thee hut to know 
The proofs, which 1 , un tortured, show — 

It chanced upon a winter night, 

When early snow made Stan more white, 
That r cry night, v 1 "1 first of all 
Redmond O’N ,cl1 Rokeby-hall, 
Itwasmygoo^^ga!!. 

A reliquary' anc', * 1 * 5 , 

Twisted and chasi^J 1 assn e gold 
— Demand not liow |ie '/prize I hold ' 

It was not gn en, noi° -it, nor sold — 

Gilt tablets to the cha?i were hung, 

With letters m the Insn tongue 
I hid mj spoil, for there w as need 
That I should leas e the land with speed , 

Nor then I deemed it safe to bear 
On mine own person gems so rare. 

Small heed I of the tablets took, 

But since bar e spelled them b} the book, 

"V\ hen some sojourn in Enn’s fand 
Of their wild speech had gn en command 
But darkling was the sense the phrase 
And language those of other days, 

In\ olved of purpose, as to foil 

An interloper's prying toil 

1 he words, but not the 'ense I knew, 

Till fortune gu\e the guiding due. 


14. “ ‘Three days since was that due revealed 
In Thorsgtll as I lay cone 
And heard at full when Ro ioy's Maid 
Her uncle’s history display ed , 
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And now I can interpret well 
1'icli syllable the tablets tell 
Mark, then Fair Edith was the joy 
Of old O’Ncale of Chndcboy, 

But from her sire and country fled, 

In secret Mortham**. Lord to wed 
O'Neale, his first resentment o’er. 
Despatched his son to Greta’s shore. 
Enjoining he should make him know n 
(Until his farther will were shown,) 

To Edith, but to her alone 

What of their ill-starred meeting fell, 

Lord Wycliffe knows, and none so well 


15 “ ‘ O' Neale it was, who, 111 despan, 

Robbed Mortham of his infant heir , 
lie bied him in their nnrtttie wild, 

And called him murdered Connal’s child 
Soon died the nurse , the clan belier ed 
What from their chieftain they rccencd 
His purpose w as, that ne’er again 
The boy should cross the Irish mam, 

But, like his mountain sires, enjoy 
The woods and wastes of Chndeboy 
Then on the land wild troubles came, 

And stronger cbieftairr* ' ’-ged a claim, 

And as rested from thes t cslmy’s hands 
His native towers, hi: tin live? lands 
Unable, then, amid i binds U, 

To guaid young Receher ■> s rights or life. 
Late and reluctant -ricndtores 
The infant to his nattl,. shores, 

With goodly gifts anftr letters stoied 
With many a deep conjuring w ord, 

To Mortham and to Rokeby’s Loid 
Nought knew the clod of Insli earth, 

Who was the guide, of Redmond’s hath , 
But deemed his chief’s commands weie laid 
On both, by both to be obeyed 
How he was wounded by the svay 
I need not, and I list not say ’ — 


16 "‘A wondrous tale ' and, grant it time, 
What,’ Wyclifle answered, ‘might Ido?' 
Hear en knows, as wulhngly as now 
I raise the bonnet from my blow, 

\\ ould I my kinsman's manors fair 
Res'oie to Moilham, 01 his heir , 

But Mortham is disti aught— O’Neale 
Has drawn foi tyianny Ins steel, 
Malignant to,'d ch rightful Cause, 

Ami trained n, yvome’s delusive laws 
Walk thee apart Thev uli Inti/- 
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1 til Denail's voice grew bold and strong — 
‘My proofs! I never will,’ he said, 

’Show mortal man where the) .are laid 
Nor hope discover)’ to foreclose 
By gn mg me to feed the crows , 

Foi 1 have mates at large, who know 
\\ here I am wont such toys to stow 
free me from peril and from band, 

These tablets arc at tin command , 

Not were it hard to form some tram 
To wdc old Morthain o’er the mam 
1 hen, lunatic s nor papist’s hand 
Should w rest from thine the goodly land ’ — 
— ‘I like thy W't,’ said Wychfte, ‘well , 

But here m hostage shaft thou dwell 
Til) son, unless m) purpose err, 

Ma) prove the trustier messenger 
A suoll to Moitham shall he bear 
From me, and fetch these tokens rare. 

Gold slialt thou have and that good stole, 
And freedom, his commission o’er , 

But if his faith should chance to fail, 

The gibbet frees thee from the jail ’ — 

T7 “ Meshed m the net himself had twined, 

\\ hat subterfuge could Dcnril find ? 

He told me, w ith reluctant sigh, 

That hidden here the tokens lie , 

Conjured my sw lft return and aid, 

B) .all he scoffed and disoheved , 

And looked as if the roose were tied, 

And I the priest who left his side 
*1 his sci oil for Mortham Wy cliffe gav e. 
Whom I must seek bv Greta’s wave , 

Or m the hut whcic chief he hides, 

Wheie 1 horsgill’s forester lesidcs, 

(1 hence chanced it, w andenng m the glade, 
Tint he descried our ambuscade ) 

I w as dismissed as evening fell. 

And leached but now this lock) cell ” — 
“Give Oswald’s lettei ” — Beitiam lead, 

And tore it fieicel), shied by shred — 

“All lies and villany 1 to blind 
His noble kinsman’s generous mind, 

And tram him on from day to day, 

Till he can take his life aw ay — 

And now, declare thy purpose, youth, 

Noi dare to unsw’ei, save the truth , 

If aught I mark of Denali’s art, 

I’ll tear the secret from thy heart 1 ” — 

iS “ It needs not I renounce,” he said, 

“ My tutor and his deadly trade 
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Fixed w as m> purpose to declare 
To Morllnm, Redmond is his heir ; 

To tell him in wlnt risk he stands, 

And jield these tokens to his hands 
Fixed was my purpose to atone, 

Far as I may, the evil done. 

And fixed it rests— if I survive j} 

This night, and leave this cave alive — 
“And DenrtP” — “ Let them pl> the rack, 
Even till his joints and sinews crack 1 
If Oswald tear him limb from limb, 

What ruth can Denzil claim fiom lum 
Whose thoughtless joulh he led as t raj, 

And damned to this unhallowed wa> ’ 
lie schooled me, faith and vow s were vain. 
Now let my master reap his gain " — 

“ 1 rue," answered Bertram, “’tis his meed , 

There’s retribution in the deed 

But thou — thou art not for our course. 

Hast fear, has 1 ' pity, hast remorse , 

And he, with us the gale who braves, 

Must heave such caigo to the waves, 

Or lag with overloaded prore, 

While barks unburdened reach the shore ” — 


19 He paused, and, stretching him at length. 
Seemed to repose his hulk) strength 
Communing with his secret mind. 

As half he sat, and half reclined, 

One ample hand his forehead pressed. 
And one was dropped across his breast 
1 he shaggy eyebrows deeper came 
Above his c)es of swarthy flame , 

Ills lip of pnde awhile foibore 
d he haught) curv e till then it w ore , 

The unalteied fierceness of his look 
A shade of darkened sadness took,— 

For dark and sad a presage pressed, 
Resistlessly on Bertram’s breast, — 

And when lie spoke, his wonted tone, 

So fierce, abrupt, and brief, was gone, 
His voice was steady, low, and deep, 
Like distant w aves when breezes sleep , 
And sorrow mixed with Edmund’s fear, 
Its low unbroken depth to hear. 

“Edmund, m thy sad tale I find 
Tlie woe that warped my patron’s mind , 
i would wake the fountains of the eye 
in other men, but mine are dry 
Mortham must never see the fool 
ihat sold himself base Wychffe’s tool ' 

1 1 ]C5S from durst of sordid gain 


20 
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Than to avenge supposed disdain 
Saj , Bertram rues Ins fault , — a vv ord, 

Till now , from Bertram nev ei heard 
Say, too, that Mort ham’s lord he prays 
To think but on their former days 
On Quariana’s beach and rock, 

On Cay o’s bursting battle-shock, 

On Darien’s sands and dead!) dew, 

And on the dart Tlat7eca tliievv, — 

Perchance my patron yet may hear 
More that may giace Ins comrade’s bier 
My soul hath felt a secret vv eight, 

A v\ armng of approaching fate 
A pnest had said, ' Return, lepent •’ 

As well to bid that rock be rent 
Firm as that flint I face mine end , 

My heart miy burst but cannot bend. 

21 “The dawning of my youth, with awe 
And prophecy, the Dalesmen saw , 

For over Redesdale it came, 

As bodeful as their beacon-flame 
Edmund, thy y ears were scarcely mine, 

When, challenging the Clans of Tyne 
To bring their best my brand to prov e. 

O’er Hexham's altar hung my glove , 

But Ty nedale, nor in tow er nor tow n, 

Held champion meet to take it down 
My noontide, India may declare , 

Like her fierce Sun, I fired the air 1 
Like him, to w ood and cav e bade fly 
Her nativ es, from mine angry ey e 
Panama’s maids shall long look pale 
When Risingliam inspires the tale , 

Chili’s dark matrons long shall tame 
The frovvard child with Bertram’s name. 

And now , my race of terror run, 

Lime be the eve of tropic Sun 1 
No pale gradations quench his ray r . 

No tvv flight dew s his wrath allay ; 

With disk like battle-target red, 

He nishes to his burning bed, 

Dyes the wide wave with bloody light, 

Then sinks at once— and all is night 

22 “Now to thy mission, Edmund Fly, 

Seek Mortham out, and bid him hie 
To Richmond, where his troops are laid, 

And lead his force to Redmond’s aid 
Say, till he reaches Eghstone, 

A fnend will watch to guard his son 
Now, fare thee well, for night diaws on, 

And I would rest me here alone 
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Despite his ill-dissembled feir, 

1 hei e swam m Edmund’s ejca tear, 

A tribute to the com age high 
Which stooped not in cxtiemity, 

But shove, uregularly great, 

1 o triumph o’er approaching fate 1 
Bertram beheld the dew-drop start, 

It almost touched his iron-heart — 

“ I did not think theie lived,” he said, 

“One who would lent foi Bertram shed ” — 
lie loosened then his baldnc’s hold 
A buckle broad of massiv e gold , — 

“ Of all the spoil that paid his pains, 

But this with llisingham lcinains , 

And this, dear Edmund, thon slialt fake, 
And sveai it long foi Bertram’s sake 
Once more — to Mortlnm speed amnm , 
Farewell 1 and turn thee not again ” — 

23 The night lias yielded to the mom, 

And far the hours of prime are worn 
Oswald, who, since the dawn of day, 

Had cursed bis messenger’s delay. 

Impatient questioned now Ins twain, 

“Was Denzil’s son returned again — 

It chanced there answered of the crew, 

A menial, who young Edmund knew r 
“No son of Denzil this,” he said, 

“A peasant boy from Winston glade, 

For song and mmstrelsy renowned, 

And knar ish pranks, the hamlets round ” — 
— “Not Denzil’s son 1 — from Winston \ >le 
Then it was false, that specious tale , 

Oi, w oise — he hath despatched the youth 
To show to Mortham’s lord its truth 
Fool that I was ' — but ’tis too late, — 

This is the i ery turn of fate 1 — 

The tale, or tiue or false relies 
On Denial's e\ idence — He dies ! — 

— Ho' Provost Marshal' instantly 
Lead Denzil to the gallows-tree 1 
Allow lnm not a paitmg woid , 

Short be the shrift, and sure the cord ! 

Then let his gory head appal 
Marauders from the castle w all 
Lead forth thy guard, that duty done, 

With best despatch to Eghstone — 

— Basil, tell Wilfrid he must straight 
Attend me at the castle gate ” — 

2 1 “ Alas the old domestic said, 

And shook Ins venerable head, 

' Alas, my Loid > full ill to day 
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hi iv my voting mister brook the wav 1 
The leech Ins spoke with grave alarm, 

Of unseen hurt, of scciet harm, 

Of soi row lurking at the heai t, 
lint mars and lets his healing art ” 

— “Tush, tell not me ' — Romantic boys 
Tine thcmsel.es sick for any toys 
1 Mill find utre foi \\ ilfrid soon , 

3 lid him for Eglntone be bonne, 

And qu'tk — 1 hem tlie dull death-drum 
Id l Ucn-il’s hom of fate is come ” — 

He paused with scornful smile, and then 
Resumed his tram of thought agon 
“Now conics my fortune’s crisis near 1 
Entieaty boots not— instant fear, 
bought ehe, can bend Matilda’s pude, 

Oi Mm her to be \\ llfrid’s budc 
lint Mhen she sees the scaffold placed, 

\\ ith a\c and block and headsman giaced, 

And Mhen she deems lint to deny 
x/'oauis Redmond and her sere to dee, 

She must give in) — Then, Mere the line 
Of Rokeby once combined m ith nunc, 

I gain the m Calhcr-gagc of fate ! 

If Moithain conic, he conies too late, 

While I, allied thus and prepaied, 

Bid lum defiance to Ins bcuul — 

— If she prove stubborn, shall I daie 
To drop the u\c? — soft 1 pause vie there 
Mortliam still lives — yon youth may tell 
Ills talc — and Fairfav. loves him well , — 

Else, nhuefoic should I now delay 
To sweep this Redmond fiom my way 5 — 

But she to piety perfoice 

Must yield — Without there 1 Sound to horse 

25 ’Tvvas bustle m the court below — 

“Mount, and march forward — foith they go , 
Steeds neigh and trample all mound, 

Steel lings, spems glimmer, tmmpcts sound — 
Just then was sung Ins patting hyntn; 

And Dcnnl turned Ins eyeballs dim, 

And scarcely conscious v\ hat he sees, 

, Rollons the hoi.->emcn down the Tecs, 

And scaicely conscious what lie hears, 

The trumpets tingle in his cars 

O’er the long budge they’re sweeping now, 

1 he v an is hid by giecnvv ood bough. 

But cie the leaiuaid had passed o’ei, 

Guy Denzil heard and saw' no more 1 
One sttoke, upon the castle bell, 

To Oswald lung his dying knell 
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26 O for tVt pen ci 1 , erst profuse 
Of dm airy ’s eauilazonea hues. 

That traced of old, in AVooas'ocke bow er- 
The pageant of the Leaf and. Flow er, 

And boaied forth the tourney high, 

Held for the hand of Lm h 1 
'I i en might I paint the tumult broad 
That to the crow ded aobey flow ed 
And poured, ns with on occrn 3 sound. 
Into the church’s '■tuple bound ’ 

Then might I show each warring mien- 
Exulting, w oeful or serene , 

Indifference w nil Ins idiot stnre, 

And S. mpaih. with anxious air , 

Paint tne dejected Cmaher, 

Doubtful, dzsarmed, and sad of cheer , 
And his proud foe, whose formal eye 
Claimed, conquest now ->nd mastery , 

And the b-ute crowd, v ocre envious zeJ 
Huezas each turn of T ortane 3 wheel. 

Ana louaest shouts 1 hen lowest he 
Exalted worth and station high 
Yet w hat may such a wadi ai "’ll? 

’Tts mine to lell an om ' n\ tale, 
Harrying, as best I can along, 

The hearers and the hasty song , — 

Like timelier when approachirg noma 
Who sees the shades of esenmg come. 
And must not now Jus course delay, 

Or choose the fair, but w inamg way * 

Nt scarcely may his pace suspend, 

W here o’er his head the wildings bend, 
lo bless the breeze that cools his brow, 
Or snatch a blossom from the bough 


The re> erend pue lay wild and waste. 
Profaned, aishonoured, and defaced 
Througn storied lattices no mo-e 
In softened light the sunbeams pour. 
Gilding the Gothic sculptiae rich 
Of shrine, and monument, and niche. 

The Cm! fury of the time 
Hade sport of sacrilegious crime ; 

1 or aarl Fanaticism rent 
Altar, and screen, -nd ornament 
And peasant hands the tombs o erthrew 
Of Bo \ es, of Roheby, and Fitz-IIugn 
An } now was seen un,,onted sight, 
in hob v alls a scaffold dight ’ 

here o"ce the priest, of grace d’vins . 
Ltealt to Jus flock the mvsfic sign 
here s’ood tie block displayed, and then 
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Hie headsman gnm Ins hatchet bme , 

And foi the w oid of Hope and I'aith, 
Resounded loud a doom of death 
Thrice the fieice tnimpet’s bicath w as licaid. 
And echoed tlnicc the hei aid’s u 01 d, 
Dooming, foi bieach ofmaitial Ians, 

And ticnson to the Commons’ cause, 

I lie Knight of Rokeby and O’Ncalc 
'Jo stoop then heads to block and steel 
The ti umpets flourished high and shall. 

Then was a silence dead and still , 

And silent paaycis to heaven v, ei e cast, 

And stifled sobs vieiejiui sting fast, 

Till from the ciowd began to use 
Muinuus of sonow 01 sin prise, 

And fiom the distant aisles theic came 
Deep-mutteied threats, with Wychfle’s name 

28 But Osw aid, guarded by his band, 

Bowei ful m evil, waved his hand, 

And bade Sedition’s v oice be dead 
O11 peril of the nitiimmei’s head 

Then fust Ins glance sought Rokeby’s Knight , 
"Who gazed on the tiemendous sight, 

As calm as if lie came a guest 
To kindred Baion s feudal feast, 

As calm as if that trumpet-call 
Wcie summons to the banneicd hall , 

Firm in his loyalty he stood, 

And prompt to seal it w ith his blood 
With downcast look diew Oswald nigh, — 
lie duist not cope with Rokeby ’s eye 
And said, with low and faltenng bieath, 

“Ihou know r ’st the teuns of life and death 
The Knight then turned, and sternly smiled 
* “The maiden is nunc only child, 

Yet shall my blessing leave hci head, 

If with a liaitor’s son she wed ” — 

Then Redmond spoke , “The life of one 
Might thy malignity atone 
On me be flung a double guilt 1 
‘■-pare Rokeby’s blood, let mine be spilt ! ” — 
Wycliffe had listened to Ins suit, 

But diead pi ev ailed, and he was mute 

29 And now he poms his choice of fcai 
In seciet on Matilda’s ear , 

“An union formed with me and mine 
Ensures the faith of Rokeby’s line 
Consent, and all this dread ai ray 
Like morning dream shall pass away , 

Refuse, and, by my duty piessed, 

I give the word — thou jknovv’st the rest 
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Matilda, sit 11 ina monomers, 

)\ uh icrtoi heaid the dread address, 

Pale as (lie sheeted maid aaho dies 
To hopeless love a sacrifice , 

Then lining her hands in agon). 

And round hu cast hew ildercd t) c, 

Now on the scaffold glanced, and nenv 
On Wychffe’s unrelenting biov 
She aciled her face, and, ruth a \oicc 
Scaice audible,— “ 1 make my choice ' 

Spate but then lives t—for aught beside, 

Let Wilfrid’s doom my fate decide 
lie once at as generous'” — As she spoke, 

Hark W ychffe’s joy m triumph broke — 
“Wilfrid, uhere loitered ) e so late 7 — 

Why upon Basil rest tliy ai eight? 

Art spell bound by enchanter s i\ and ? — 

Kneel, kneel, and take het yielded band , 

1 hank hu awth raptures, simple bt>) ’ 

Should tears and trembling speak th) joy — 
“ O hush my site* to prayer and tear 
Of mine thou hast icftised thine eai , 

But now the awful hour drains on, 

When truth must speak in loftier tone " — 

30 He took Matilda’s hand — “Deni maid, 
Couldst thou so injuie me,” he said, 

“ Of thy poor friend so basely deem, 

As blend lnm awth this barbarous scheme? 
Ahs ’ my efforts, made m a am, 

Might uell ha\e saaed this added pain 
But now, bear awtncss earth and heaacu, 

That ne’er w as hope to mortal gu en. 

So twisted awth the strings ofhfc, 

As this — to call Matilda nife 1 
I bid it now foi ever part, 

And 11 ith the effort bursts my heart ”■ — 

His feeble frame uas uom so Ion, 

With wounds, awth aaatclnng, and with a\oe, 
That nature could no more sustain 
Ttie agony of mental pain 
He kneeled — his lip her hand had picssed,— 
Just then he felt the stem arrest, 

Lower and Ion er sunk Ins head,— 

They raised him, — but the life uas fled 3 
Then first alnimed, his sire and tram 
Tiled eaery aid, but tried m a am 
The soul, too soft its ills to bear, 

Had left our mortal hemisphere, 

“ ac ^ s °nght in bettei noild the meed 
lo blameless life by Heaaen dectced, 

31 The Wretched sire beheld aghast, 
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With Wilfrid all Ins projects pissed , 

All turned ind centied on Ins son, 

On Wjlfud ill — and he mis gone 
“And am I cmldless non,’' he said, 
“Childless, through that relentless mud ! 

A lifetime’s arts, m ram essayed, 

Aie Durstmg on their artist’s heil 1 — 

I lore lies my Wilfnd dead — and there 
Comes luted Morthim foi Ins hen, 

Eiger to knit m happy bind 
With Roheby’s heness Redmond’s hind 
And shall then tnumph soar o’er all 
The schemes deep-litd to w ork their fall? 

No 1 — deeds, which prudence might not dire. 
Appal not i engeince ind despair 
The murderess iveeps upon his biei — 

I’ll change to real that feigned tear » 

They all shall share destruction's shock , — 
Ho ' lead the captives to the block ' ” — 

But ill his piovost coidd divine 
IIis feelings, and forbore the sign 
“ Slave 1 to the block! — or I, or they, 

Shall face the judgment-seat this daj — 

The outmost ciowd have heard a sound, 
Like horse’s hoof on liaidened ground , 
Ncarci it came, and jet more ncai, — 

The veiy deaths-men paused to Leai 
’fis m the churchjard now — the tread 
Hath vv aked the dvv elhng of the dead ' 

Fresh sod, and old sepulchral stone, 

Return the tnmp m varied tone 
All ejes upon the gatevvaj hung, 

When through the Gothic arch there sprang 
A Iloiseman armed at headlong speed, — 
Sable Ins cloak, his plume, his 'teed 
Fire ftom the flintj floor was spurned. 

The vaults nnvv onted clang returned ! — 

One instant’s glance around he threw, 

From saddle-bow his pistol drew 
Grnnlj tletermined was Ins look 1 
Ills charger with the spurs he strook 
All scattered backward is he came, 

For ill knew Bertram Rismgham 1 
Three bounds that noble coirsu g-we. 

The fir-d lrs reached the cent ml nave, 

The Second cleaicd the cuanccl wide, 

7 he third, — he was at Vi v cnfTc’s side 
Full levelled at the Baion s he id, 

Rung the repod — the Indict sped — 

And to his long account, and las’, 

A ithot’t a groan ciatl Osw dd p*s\ed 1 
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All wis so rjuieh tint it lnnlst ‘Cem 
V flash of lightning, or t omm 

33 While yet the smoke tlic dead conceals, 
Bertram his ready charger wlier h , 

But floundu ed on tlic pavement flo ,r 
Ihe steed, and dona tlic n<Ur boic, 

And, bursting in the headlong swav, 

The faithless snddh giriln give wr, 

’Tuas while he toiled him to be fiecd. 

And nith the rem to nise the steui, 

That from amazement's non tnnee 
All \\ y chffe’s soldier-, v akul at once 
Sword, halbert, musket-butt, their blot •> 
Iluded upon Bertram as lie rose , 

A scoie of pikes, with each a wound 
Bore down and pinned him to the giound , 
But still his snuggling force 1 e rear-, 

'Gainst hacking brands and stabbing spear,; 
Thrice from assailants shook linn five, 

Once gamed his feet, and twice Ins 1 net 
By tenfold odds oppressed it length, 
Despite Ins *truggJ&> and Jn, s trc»glh s 
He took a hundred modal wouwK 
As mute as fox ’mongsi mangling hound: • 
And when he died, Ins parting gtt < 

Had more of laughter than of moa:. » 

- — The) gazed, as when a lion dies, 

And hunteis scarcely trust their eyes, 

But bend then weapons on the slain, 

Lest the grun king should iou«t again 1 — 
Then blow aiul insult some renewed 
And fiom the trunk the head had hewed, 
But Basil’s voice the deed forbade , 

A mantle o’er the corse he laid — - 
“Fell as he was m act aim mind, 
lie left no bolder heart behind 
1 hen give him, for a soldier meet, 

A soldiei’s cloak foi winding sheet ” — 


34 No more of death °nd dying pang. 

No more of Pump and bugle clang, 

1 hough through the sounding woods there conn 
Banner and bugle, trump and drain 
Aimed with such pou ei» as well had flood 
\ oung Redmond at lus utmost need, 

And backed w itli such a band of horse, 

As might less ample pou u s enforce , 

1 o,sesscd of every proof and sign 
1 hat gave an heir to Moi (ham’s line, 

And yielded to a fathci’s anus 
An image of lus Edith’, charms,— 

Wortham is come, to heai and see 
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Of tins stiange mom the history 
"What saw lie ? — not the chinch’s floor, 
Cumbered with dead and stained with goie; 
What heaid he? — not the clamorous crowd, 
That shout their gratulations loud , 

Redmond he saw and lieaid alone, 

Clasped him, and sobbed, “My son, my son!” 

35 This chanced upon a summer mom, 

When yellow waned the heavy coin, 

Rut when biown August o’er the land 
Called for the leapeis' busy band, 

A gladsome sight the sylvan road 
Fiona Eglistone to Mortliam showed 
A while the hardy rustic leaves 
lhe task to bind and pile the sheaves, 

And maids then sickles fling aside. 

To gaze on bridegioom and on biidc, 

And Childhood’s vvondenng group diaws neai 
And from the glcanei s hand the eai 
Drops, while she folds them foi a prayer 
And blessing on the lovely pair 
’Twasthen the Maid ofRokeby gave 
Her plighted troth to Redmond lnavc. 

And Teesdale can lemcmbcr yet 
How Fate to Virtue paid her debt, 

And, for their troubles, bade them prove 
~ A lengthened life of peace and lov e 


Time and Tiae had thus their sway, 
Yielding, like an April day, 

Smiling noon for sullen morrow , 
Years of joy for hours of sorrow ! 
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A LOALR’S T \U. -IN a HULK CANTO'S 


An olf qucnc w ol I love I wit,, 

Tor in this n arid no vorain is 
Worthy to be my mil e in toiin 
All other \i omen I forsake. 

And to an cif-qucne I tne take 
Hy dale and cl e by doun 

lit tr Of Sir Tiiopas 


First published anonymously at Edinburgh in 1813 


PREFACE 10 FIRST EDITION 

In the Edinburgh Annual R/gishr for the year 0809, three Fragment 
Mere inserted, svrttten in imitation of Living Poets It must have been ap 
parent, that by these prolusions, nothing burlesque or disrespectful to the 
authors was intended, but that they were offered to the public as serious, 
though certainly very imperfect, mutations of that style of composition by 
which each of the writers is supposed to be distinguished. As these e\ erases 
attracted a greater degree of attention than the author anticipated, lie has 
been induced to complete one of them, and present it as a separate pubbea 
ti on 

It is not m this place that an examination of the works of the masterwhom 
he has here adopted as bis model, uuij with propriety, be introduced since 
bis general acquiescence in the favourable suffrage of the public must ncces - 
sanly be inferred from the attempt he has now made He is induced, by the 
nature of his subject to offer a few remarks onaihat lias been called liOMAt TIC 
1 oetry —the popularity of which has been revived in the present day, under 
the auspices, and by the unparalleled success, of one individual 
The original purpose of poetry is either religious or historical, or, as must 
frequently happen, a mixture of both To modem readers the poems of 
JJomerliavc many of the features of pure romance but, in the estimation of 
bis contemporaries they probably derived their chief value from their sup- 
posed historical authenticity The same may be generally said of the poetry 
tf ail early ages The marvels and miracles which the poet blends with his 
song do not exceed in nnmocr or extravagance the figments of the historians 
“ A P cr ‘ 0; i °f society and, indeed, the difference betwixt poetry and 
1 rt k’ e > ^ l lc ' chicles of historical truth, is alw ay s of late introduction I’octs, 
under various denominations of Bards, Scalds Chroniclers, and so forth, pro 
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■u,tOH, mil individual virtue be the readier -in cl more accessible road to genera] 
mtcrcst n id attention and perhaps v,e map add, that it is the more useful, as 
is ell is the more accessible, inasmuch as it affords an example capable of being 
-astly imitated , , , 

\ccordmg to the authors idea of Romantic Poetry, as distinguished from 
L,pie, the former comprehends a fictitious narrative, framed and combined at 
h" pleasure of the writer beginning and ending as he mav judge best 
winch neither exacts nor refuses the use of supernatural machinery which 
is free from the technical rules of the -E/rf, and is subject only to those winch 
good sense good taste, and good morals, apply to evert species of poetry 
withe i' cvccptioa Hie date may be m a remote age, or m the present tin 
sto-y may detail the adventures of a pnnee or of a peasant In a word, the 
author i, absolute master of lus country and >ts inhabitants, and everything i' 
permitted tolum excepting to be heavy or prosaic, for which, free and unem 
inrrassed as he is, be has no manner of apology Thost, it is probable, will 
be found the pvcnbantic-, of this species of composition and, before joining 
the outcry gainst the vitiated taste that fosters and encourages it, the justice 
and grounds of it ought to be made perfectly apparent. If the want of sieges 
and battles and great military evolutions in our poetry is complained of, let 
us rellect, that the campaigns and heroes of our day s are perpetuated m a 
record that nuth.r requires nor admits of the aid of fiction and if the com- 
plaint refer, to the inferiority of our bards let us pay a just tribute to their 
modesty, limiting them, as it does, to subjects which, however mdilkrently 
treated, have still the interest and charm of novcltv, and which thus prevents 
them from adding insipidity to their other more insuperable defects 


INTRODUCTION 

I Comi , Lucy 1 while ’Its morning hom, 

The wood land brook we needs must puss. 
So, ere the sun assume Ins power, 

Wc shelter in our poplar bower, 

W here dew hes long upon (lie dower, 
Though vanished ftom the velvet gras*, 
Curbing the stream, this stony ndge 
May 'et vc us for a sylvan bridge, 

For here, compelled to disunite, 

Round pettv isles the runnels glide, 
And, chafing off ibeir puny spite, 

The shallow nturmurers waste their mignt, 
Yielding to footstep ftec and light 
\ dry -shot! pass from side to side 


"* Isa), whv tins hesitating pause 5 
And, Luc), as thy step w uhdraw s, 

\\ by sidelong eye the streamlet’s brim ? 

Tituna s foot without a slip, 

Like thine though timid, light, and shm, 
l_rom stone to stone might safely trip, 
Is or risl the glo\ -worm clasp to dip 
1 «at bmdv her slipper’s silken run 
Or ra„t thy hners strength , nor feai 
; , l " N " imc stalwart amt of mine, 

\ mi . it could \ ,,n mk’s prone tmid uprt'"', 
™ ‘ ,n d hem a'h the burden ilrr 
t n foi ,n va s If inter, light and fine - 
t> -i\ w, toe danger <|artd at last, 

1 o A 1 a., and -”idc at perils pa, cl , 
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j And »m\ v,c rarclx the favourite glade 
Paled m Vy co '~cn cod ckfT, ard 'tone, 
Wncre never bar her soands imr.de, 

To break Afitc<w»i’> ml lspenng tone. 

Than the deep breeze tint y .aves ’1 e rii-de. 
Than the in.nl. brsol le'‘s feel V moai.- 
Come f rC't thee on tin wonted *t it , 

Mossed is tf.e stone, the turf *s grt-H, 

A place v.here 3u\e”» beri m~v n.cet, 

\\ho v oaM ret that then love be 'eei 
Ihe K-”gh« that ct..n the summer do , 

Mnll hide vs from each lurk mg spj , 
lint fain would spread the m\ mo"' ide. 
How I ucv c r ti.e lolty ere, 

Noble in birth in fortunes I igii, 

^he for nhoi i lords 'aid Larons sigh 
Meets her poor Arthur tp the ctale 

4 llo.v deep tin* blush ’ — how deep ti. it sigh * 
.\ia win dots Lt.cj shun route eve?*— 

Is at because tint crimson draw* 

Its odour from some secret ea ,se, 

‘some h'dden increment of toe breas* 
t -he would not that her Arthur gue^vd - 

0 1 quicker far is Io\ ers’ ken 

Thru the dull ghnee of common men, 

Ard, bj 5trange sympHhv, can sped 

1 ».c thoughts the loved o’*e v ill not te 1 ! ’ 

And none, in Lucr s bh’sli, saw met 
The hues o" pltasi re at hi regret , 

Pride mingled m the sigh ucr voice. 

Ana shared with Love the crimson glcv , 
Well pleased that tiioa ait Arthurs choice 
Yet time thir.e oivn is phewl so low 
Thou tum'st tin se 1 f*confcssmg cheek 
As if to meet the breeze's coohvg. 

Then, Luc\ , hear tm tidor speak, 

For Lor e, too, has his hoars of schooling 

5 Too oft mj rnxio.i' eve has spied 
Tint secret gref thou fain w ouldst hale 
Tlie pas'ing psrg of Lumb’al pr.de* 

1 oo oft, when through the splendid b-11 
The load-star o' cadi heart and ere 
Mj fair ore leads the glittering bad 
Will her stolen ghnee c.i Arth >r Ml 
With Sadi a Hush ar t such a s'gh ’ 

T! ou w o.iidst not a id« for w ealth cr r*nk, 
Tire bc-'it tin vo r th and be°ui\ won, 
Nor leave me on Ill's mossy Lank, 

To meet a ri a! on a throne. 

T« in , then, should v?’n repimngs rise, 

That to th} ’or er frde denies 
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A nobkr mm> , a % dt_ <k> Vl mb 
A baro i‘ birth, a nu s’ d » *i>. 

Since ln.au » n >gn, t f >' 1 V L 

A iyn\ n fakhtmi, am* ohrait* 

My mvukI- its m wH’-ims t K <5t"5*l' 

Ho*, ’Alien a ‘•oldu-.r n'nu. m, u m , 

Appro ith, my Lucy 1 fcarhru < .i*«*i*. 

Nor druid to lien of \t\hu*-' 'none 
Aly heart -kind xU yo,i tonrtly ere a. 

Of lordly rmh -*»d K>ft> Jim , 

Is, there to lose and honour tn.c, 

Tint hoists i puke so warm is riiim? 

*1 hey praised tliy diamonds’ lustre rare — 

Matched with thine eye-, I thought H f "led ; 
They praised the pear’s tint hound thy hair — 

I only saw the locks they braided , 

Ihcy talked of wealthy dower and land, 

And titles, of high tmth tlie tot eit ~ 

I thought of Lucy’s heart and hand, 

Nor knew the sense of what was spoken 
And yet, if rani cd in Fortune's roll, 

I might base learned their choice unwise, 
Who rate the dower aboae the soul, 

And Lucy’s diamonds o’er her ey es 


My lyic — it is an idle toy, 

I hat borrows accents not its own, 

Like warbler of Columbian sky, 
r I hat sings but m a mimic tone 
Ne’ei did it -ound o’er sainted well, 

Noi boasts it aught of Border spell , 

Its strings no feudal slogan pour, 

Its heroes draw no bioad claymoic , 

No shouting dans applauses rai-e, 

Because it sung their fathers’ pmise. 

On Scottish moor, or English down, 

It ne’er was graced with fan renown , 

Nor won, — best meed to minstrel true, — 

One favouring smile from fair BtJCCI Li cu [ 

By one poor streamlet sounds its tone, 

And licaid by one dear maid alone 
5 But, if thou bidd’st, these tones shall tell 
Of enant knight and damozelle , 

Of the dread knot a wizard tied, 

In punishment of maiden’s pride , 

In notes of mars cl and of fear, 

lint best may charm lomantic ear 

Tor Lucy loses,— like Collins, ill-staned name * 

Whose lay s requital was that tards Fame, 

uho b°und no laurel round Ins Inins; head, 

Should hang u o’er lus monument when dent,,— . 

ror Lucy low’s to tread enchanted stiand, 
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Ami tin cad, like him, the maze of Fauy land , , 

Of golden battlements to view the gleam, 

And slumbei soft by some Eljsian stieam 
Such lays she loves,— and, such my Lucy’s choice, 
What other song can claim hei poet’s voice? 


' C4.N10 FIRST 

I WHERE is the maiden of moital stiain, 

lliat may match with the Baron of Tneimam? 

She must be lovely and constant and kind,' 

Holy and puie and humble of mind, 

Blithe of cheer and gentle of mood, 

Couiteous and generous and noble of blood — 

Lot ely as the sun’s fust ray, 

When it bleaks the clouds of an Apnl day. 

Constant and true as the w ldow ed dove, 

Kind as a mmslicl that sings of lo\e , 

- Pine as the fountain m rocky cave. 

Where ne\er sunbeam kissed the wave , 

Humble as maiden tint loves in a am. 

Holy as hermit’s vespei stnm , 

Gentle as bieeze that but wlnspeis and dies, 

Yet blithe as the light leaves that dance in its sighs , 
Courteous as monaich the mom he is crowned, 
Geneious as sprmg-dews that bless the glad giound 
Noble her blood as the currents that met 
In the veins of the noblest Plantagenet — 

Such must her form be, her mood and lici sham, 
That shall match with Sn Roland of 'lnei mam 

2 Sir Roland de Vau\ he hath laid him to sleep, 

IIis blood it was fevered, his bieatlung w r as 
He had been packing against the Scot, 

The foray w as long and the skirmish hot , 

Ills dinted helm and his buckler’s plight 
Bore token of a stubborn fight 

All m the castle must hold them still, 

Harpers must lull lnm to lus rest, 

With the slow soft tunes he lor es the best, 

Till sleep sink down upon his bicast, 

Like the dew on a surnmei hill 

3 It was the dawn of an autumn day , 

I he sun was sttugglmg with frost-fog gray 
'that like a silveiy crape was spread 
Round Sladdaw’s dim and distant head, 

And faintly gleamed each painted pane 
Of the lordl) halls of Triermuin, 

When that baron bold aw oke 
Starting he woke, and loudly did call, 

Rousing his menials m how cr and hall, 

While hastilj he spoke , — 
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“ Ihaiken, im Him-itrtl 1 Winch «( V'U nit 
Touched ins harp with tint dvusg fell, 

So sweet, so oft, i) fttnt. 

It seemed on angel’ whi r l *-rul c~ll 
Fo 'it evpinw* 1 util ‘ 

\nd heir! cn, t») men) -men ’ W’lnt tmu o* < hof 
I)ul she pass, tii it mud with her bta’uih 1 row, 
With her look *o sweet mid her fyv> u fan 
And her spacefill step and hu angel mr, 

And tlie cattle plume on 1 cr dnrl -brown hair 
1 |nt passed from tnv how cr e’en now 3 J 

5 Answered him Diehard dc Brett wile , he 
Was chief of the baron’s minstrelsy, — 

“Silent, iiodIg chieftain, vt 

Have sat since midnight close, 

W hen such hilling sounds as the brooklet * op 
Win mured fiom oui melting strings 
\nd hushed v ou to repose 
Had a limp note sounded litre, 

It had caught my watchful car, 

Vlthough it fell as famt and thy 
As lnshful maiden’s half-formed i igb, 

W hen she thinks her lover near ” — 

Answered Philip of Fasthv aite tall, 

Ik kept guard in the outer Inll, — 

“Since at eve our watch took pos’, 

Not a foot has thy jiort d eroded , 

Lise had I heard the step-, though low 
Ynd light they fell, ns when earth rciuve-, 

In mom of frost, the withered lease', 

That diop when no winds blow 

6 “1 hen come thou hither, Henry, my page, 

Whom I saved from the sack of Ilcimttage, 

When tint dark castle, tower, and spue, 

Rose to the sluca a pile of fire, 

And reddened all the Nine stane Hill, 

And the shucks of death, lint wildh broke 
through devouring flame and smothering 'moke 
Made the waruor’s heart-blood chili ’ 

1 lie trustiest thou of all my tram, 

Wy fleetest coursei thou must rem, 

And ude to Lyulpli’s towei, 

And from tile baron of Tucimam 
Greet w ell that sage of pow er 
He is spmng from Druid sires, 

And British bards tint tuned their lyres 
1 o Artlnu’s and Pendngon’s praise, 

And his who sleeps at Dunmnihaise. 

Gifted like his gifted race, 

He the characters can trace, 

Graven deep m elder time 



fUF BRIDAL OP TRIERMA TW 


Upon Helvellyn’s cliffs sublime , 

Sign and sigil well doth lie know , 

And can bode of weal and w oe, 

Of kingdoms' fall, and fate of v\ ars, 

From mystic dreams and course of slaisi 
He shall tell me if middle earth 
To that enchanting shape gave birth, 

Oi if ’twas but an airy thing, 

Such as fantastic slumbeis bung, 

Fiamed fiom the lambow’s aaijnig dyesj 
Or fading tints of i\ cstein skies 
For, by the blessed lood I swcai, 

If that fair foirn breathe vital an, 

No other maiden by my side 
Shall e\er lest De, Vaux’s bade — 

1 The faithful pdge lie mounts Ins steed, 

And soon he ciossed gieen Irtlung’s mead. 
Dashed o’er IOikosu aid’s verdant plain, 

And Eden baired lus com sc m vain 
He passed red Penutli’s Table Round, 

For feats of clnvaliy lenowncd, 

Left Mayhurgh’s mound and stones of \ r\ n i 
By Druids laised m magic hour, 

And tnaccd the Earnout’s winding nay, 

1 ill Ulfo s lake beneath him lay 

8 Onwards he rode, the pathway still 
Winding betwixt the lake and lull , 

T ill on the fragment of a lock. 

Struck from its base by lightning shock, 

He saw the lioary sage 
The silver moss and lichen turned. 

With fern and deer-hau checked and lined, 
A cushion fit for age , 

And o’er him shook the aspen-trec, 

A restless rustling canopy 
Then sprung young Henry fiom lus sclle. 
And greeted Xj ulph giave. 

And then lus mastei’s tale did tell, 

And then for counsel ciave 
The Man of Years mused long and deep, 

Of tune’s lost treasures tal mg keep, 

And then, as ionsing fiom a sleep, 

His solemn ansvv er gav e 

9 ‘‘That maul is bom of middle eaith. 

And may of man be won, 

Though there have glided since her birth 
Five hundred years and one 
But where’s the knight m all the north 
That dare the adventure follow forth 
So perilous to knightly w orth, 

In the Valley of St John? 
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I idUI, JCMltJl, *t< w)l"t 1 VI, 
nnd bind it nil th> memory lull , 

Nor muic tint T i«j ente tin. Th>mc 
Far distant 'tmd the urcel s of tunc 
The nustic laic, In Imd -a^ '•gt. 

Is n ended down fiom Merlin'.; ape 

3W I’Ll n s *3 ALI 

10 “Knc Arthur Ins ridden bo 11 mem 1 1 . s, | P 
W hen Penlcco-t was o'er ; 
lie |outnc)cd like trr”i t knight the vl lie, 

And swcetl) the Mimnu r sun did smile 
On mountain, nios , and moor 
Aliore Ins solitary track 
Rose Ghrnmara s ndg) back, 

\mid whose jaw mn^ gulfs the «un 
Cast umbered vudnncc red and dun, 

1 hough ne’.cr sunbeam could discern 
The sui face of that sable tan), 

In whose black mirroi jou maj spa 
1 he dars, while noontide ligh’s the sky, 
lhe gallant king lie skirted still 
1 lie margin of that might) lull 
Rock- upon rocks incumbent hung. 

And torrents, down the gullies flung, 

Tomed the aide mer that braw leal on. 

Recoiling now from crag and stone, 

Now dtung deep from human 1 cn, 

And raring down its darksome glen 
1 he monarch judged this dcseit Wild, 

W itli such romantic rum piled, 

\\ as theatre by Nature’s hand 
For feat ofhigh achiescment planned 

“ O rather lie cho«c, that monarch bold. 

On a enturous quest to ride, 

In plate and mail, by ai’ood and w old, 

Than, w nh ermine trapped and cloth of "old. 
In princely bow er to bide , 

The bursting crasli of a foeman’s spear, 

As it shnered against lus mail, 

Was mcrriei music to his car 
Than comtier’s whispered tale 
And the clash of Cahburn more dear, 

When on the hos'de casque it rung 
Than all the lays 
To their monarch’s praise 
That the harpers of Regcd sung 
He loaed better to rest by wood or met, 

Jinn in bower of his bride, daire Guencier 
mru lefl t5nt hd >' 50 1°' el) of cheer, l 
lo follow adventures of danger and fear 
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Save tint, awakening fromlirr dream, 

The ow let now began to ‘-cream, 

In concert w ith the rushing stream, 

1 hat wished the battled mound 
He lighted from hib goo-1 i\ s’> 

And lie left lnm to gr nr on 1 ml m ’ neat! , 

And slow], he climbed the n-rrrm.v.-',, 
lint retched the enhance grim mid tpn, 

And lie stood the outward melt tnlov , 

Ami Ins bugle-horn prepared to b’o\ , 

In summon> blithe and bo'd, 

Deeming to rouse from iron ‘ Jeep 
The giinrdm of tin . dismal 1 cep, 

Which st ell he grieved the i.uld 
Of wizard stem, or goblin gr.n 
Or pagan of gigantic limb, 

1 he tv rant of the \\ old 

15 “ The is ory bugle’s golden tip 

Twee touched, the monarch’s manly lip, 

And t\\ ice his hand withdrew . 

Think not but Arthur's heart w as good ! 

His shield v. as crossed h) the ble^ ed rood, 

Ilad a pagan host before him stood, 

He had charged them through and tlnouglf 
Yet the silence of that antic it place 
Sunk on 1m heart, and he paused a space 
Ere yet his horn he blew 
Tut, instant as its ’lanim rung, 

The castle gate was open flung, 

Portcullis rose w nil crashing groan 
Pull harshly up its groove of stone, 

The balance-beams obeved the blast, 

And down the trembling drav bridge cart 
The \ aultcd arch before him lay, 

With nought to bar the gloomy way, 

And onward Arthur paced, with hand 
On Calibum’s lcsistless brand 

16 “ A hundred torches, flashing bright, 

Dispelled at once the gloomy night 
That loured along the avails, 

_ And showed the king's astonished sight 
The inmates of the halls 
Nor wizard stern, nor goblin grim, 

Nor giant huge of form and limb, 

Nor heathen knight, was there. 

But the cressets, which odours flung aloft. 
Showed, by their yellow light and soft, 

A band of damsels fair 1 
Onward they came, like summer w ave 

That dances to the shore , ' 

A hundred voices welcome nave- 
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And welcome o’er and o’er 1 
A Irandied lovely "hands assail - 
The bucklers of the monu ch’s marl, 

And busy Hboui ed to unliasp 
Rivet of steel and non clasp , 

' One wrapped him m a. mantle fair, ^ 

And one flung odours on his ban , 

Ills short cuiled ringlets one smoothed down. 
One \\i erthed them with a mjrtle clonui 
A bude upon her weddmg-daj 
Was tended ne'er bj ttoop so gaj 

17 “Loud laughed they all, — the king, m vain, 

" With questions tasked the giddy train , 

Let lum entieat, oi crave, oi call 1 

’ fans one replj', — loud laughed they all 
1 hen o’er him mimic chains they flmg, _ - 

Framed of the fairest flowers of spnng 
While some then gentle force unite, 

Onward to diag the wondering knight. 

Some, bolder, urge his pace wath blows. 

Dealt with the, lily 01 the lose 
, Behind him weie m tnumph borne 
The warlike aims he late had worn 
Four of the tram combined fo rear 
The tenors of Tintagcl’s speai , 

Iwo, laughing at their lack of shength, 
Dragged Cahbuin in cumbious length , 

Otic, while she aped a martial stride, 

Placed on hei blows the helmet's pride, 
t hen sci earned," 'twist laughter and surprise. 
To feel its depth overwhelm her eyes 
With revel-shout, and tnwmph-song, 

Thus gaily marched the giddy thiong 

tS “Through many a galleiy and hall 
Ihej led, I ween, then royal thrall 
At length, beneath a fair aicadc 
Their march and song at once they staj ed 
The eldest maiden of the band, ' 

(Tiie lovely maid w as scarce eigliteeu,) 
Raised, watli imposing an, her hand, 

And lcverent silence did command. 

On enhance of their Queen, 

And they w ere mute — But as a glance 
Ihey steal on Arthur’s countenance 
Bewildeied with surprise. 

Their smothered mirth again 'gan speak, 

In archly dimpled chin and cheek, 

And laughter-lighted eyes 
19 “ The attubutes of these high days 
Now orly live m mmsti el-lays , 

F01 Nature, now exhausted, still ' 
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Was then profuse of good and ill 
Strength was gigantic, -valour high, 

And wisdom soared beyond the sky, 

And beauty had such matchless beam 
As lights not now a lover’s dream 
Yet, e’en m that romantic age, 

Ne’er were such charms by mortal «een 
As Artluu’s da/zlcd cyu engage, 

When forth on that enchanted stage. 

With glittering tram of maid and page. 
Advanced the castle's Queen 
While up the hall she slowly passed, 

Her dark eye on the king she cast, 
lint flashed expression stiong. 

The longer dwelt that lingering look, 

Her cheek the livelier colour took, 

And scarce the shame-faced king could brook 
The gaze that lasted long 
A sage, who had that look espied, 

Where kindling passion strove with pnde, 
Had whispered, 1 Prince, bew are * 

From the chafed tiger rend the prey, 

Rush on the lion when at hay, 

Bar the fell dragon’s blighted way, 

But shun tint lovely snare!’ 

20 “At once, that inward strife suppressed, 

The dame approached her vvaihke guest. 
With greeting m that fair degree 
Where female pride and courtesy 
Are blended with such passing art 
As awes at once and charms the heart » 
A courtly welcome first she gav e. 

Then of Ins goodness ’gan to crave 
Construction fair and true 
Of her light maidens’ idle mirth, 

Who drew from lonely glens their birth, 

Nor knew to pay to stranger worth 
And dignity their due , 

And then she prayed that he would rest 
That mglit her castle's honoured guest 
The monaich meetly r thanks expiesscd , 

The banquet lose at hci behest, 

With lay and tale, and laugh and yest, 

Apace the evening flew 

21 “ Tlx: lady sate the monarch by, 

Now in. her uim abashed and shy. 

And with nub (Terence seemed to hear 
The toys he whispeied m her ear 
Her bearing modest was and fan, 
s ^d°w 3 of constraint were theie, 
that showed an over cautious care 
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Some inward thought to hide ; 

Oft did '•he pause in full rcpl), 

And oft cast dow n her laige dark ej e, 

Oft checked the soft voluptuous sigh, 

That hca\ ctl her bosom’s pride 
. Slight symptoms tin se, but shepherds know 
IIoiv hot the mul-day sun slwll glow 
From the mist of morning sky j 
And so the w ily monarch guessed 
That this assumed rcslmmt cxpicsscd 
More ardent passions m the bs cast 
Than ventured to the eye 
Closer lie pressed, while beakers rang t 
While maidens laughed and minstrels sang 
Still closev to hei car — 

But why pursue the common tale? 

Or wherefore show how knights prevail 
When ladies dare to hear ? 

Or wherefore trace, from what slight cause 
Its source one tyrant passion diaws 
Till, mastering all within, 

\\ here In es the man that has not tried, 
Ilow mirln can into folly glide 
And folly mto sin 1 ” 


CANTO SECOND. 

L’> t'l m’s Talv [tenia fid ) 

X. “ ANOTlirn daj , another da) , 

And > et anothci glides aw ay ! 

The Saxon stem, the pagan Dane, 
Maraud on Butam’s shores again 
Arthur, of Christendom the How er, 

Lies loitenhg m a. lady's bow cr , 

The horn, that focmen w ont to fear, 
Sounds but to wake the Cumbrian oeer. 
And Calibum, the British pnde, 

Hangs useless by a lo\ er s side 

2 “ Anotlicr day, anothci day. 

And yet another, glides away i 
Heroic plans m pleasure drowned. 

He thinks not of the Table Round , 

In lawless lose dissolved Ins life, 

Ife tlunks not of lus beauteous wife j 
Bettci he loves to snatch a flower 
From bosom of lus paramoui, 

Than from a Saxon knight to wrest 
1 he honours of Ins heathen ciest , 

Bettei to wreathe, ’mid tresses bio war, 

The heron’s plume her liawk struck down. 
Than o’er the altar give to flow 
The banners of a paymm foe. 
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Thus, week by week, and day by day, 

His life inglorious glides away. 

But she, that soothes hr. drew, with war 
Benolds lus hour of wakening near 

3 “Much force have mortal charms to stay 
Our pace in Virtue’s toilsome way , 

But Gucndolen’s might far outshine 
Eacl maid of merely mortal lme 
Her mother was ofhuman birth, 

Iler sire a Genie of the earth, 

In days of old deemed to preside 
O’er lovers’ wiles and beaut v’s pnde, 

By youths and a lrgms n 01 shipped long, 
With festive dance and choral song, 
fill, when the cross to Britain came 
On heathen alters died the flame 
Now, deep m Wastdale’s solitude. 

The downfall of Ins rights he rued, 

And, born of his resentment heir, 
lie trained to guile that lady fair, 

To sink m slothful sin and shame 
lhe champions of the Christian name 
Well skilled to keep a am thoughts ahva 
And all to promise, nought to give, 

The timid y outh had hope m store, 

The bold and pressing gained no more 
As wildercd children leave their home, 

Aftei the rainbow’s aich to roam, 

Her lovers baiteied fair esteem, 

Faith, fame, and honour, for a dream 

4 “ Her sire’s soft arts the soul to tame 
She practised thus — till Arthur came , 
Then, frail humanity had part, 

And all the mother claimed her hc«ai t 
Forgot each rule her fathei gave, 

Sunk from a princess to a slave, 

Too late must Guendolen deplore, 

He, that has all, can hope no moie 1 
Now must she see her lover strain, 

At ev cry turn, her feeble chain , 

Watch, to new-bmd each knot, and shrmlt 
To view each fast-decaying link 
Art she inv okes to N a hire’s aid, 

Hor vest to zone, her locks io braid , 

Each varied pleasure heard her call, 

The feast, the tourney, and the ball 
Her stoned lore she next applies, 
taxing her rapid to aid her e> es , 

Is ow more than mortal w we, and then 
in icmale softness sunk again'. 

Now, raptured, with each wish comply mg, 
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With feigned reluctance now denying , _ 
Each chaint she varied, to retain 
A varying heart — and all in vain f , 

5 “Thus m the gulden’s naivow hound, 
Flanked by some castle’s Gothic 1 ound, 
Fain would the artist’s' skill provide, ‘ 

The limits of his lealm to hide i - 
The walks m labyrinths he twines, 

Shade after shade with skill combines, 
With many a varied flow ery knot, 

And copse and arbour decks the spot, 
Tempting the hasty foot to stay, 

And linger on the lovely way 

r Vam art 1 vain hope I ’tis fruitless all 1 
At length we leach the bounding nail, 
And, sick of flow Cr and trim-diessed lice. 
Long for rough glades and forest fiee 

6 “Three sumniei months had scantly flown, 
When Arthur, m embanassed tone, 

Spoke of Ins liege men and his tin one , 
Said, all too long had been his stay, ' 

And duties, which a monarch sv ay, 

Duties, unknown to humbler men, 

Must tear her knight from Guendolen — 
She listened silently the while, 

1 Her mood expressed in bittei smile , 
Beneath her eye must Arthur quail, 

And oft lesume the unfinished tale, 
Confessing, by Ins downcast eye, , 

1 he .wrong he sought to justify 
He ceased A moment mute she gazed, 
And then her looks to heaven she raised ; 
One palm her temples veiled, to hide 
1 he tear that sprung in spite of pnde , 

The other for an instant pressed 
The foldings of her silken vest 1 

7 * “At her reproachful sign and look, 

The hint the monarch’s conscience took. 
Eager he spoke — ‘ No, lady, no ' 

Deem not of British Arthur so, 

Nor think he can deserter prove 
To the dear pledge of mutual Iovd * 

I swear by sceptie and by sword, 

As belted knight and Britain’s lord, 

1 hat, if a boy shall claim my care. 

That boy is bom a kingdom's heir ; 

But, if a maiden Fate allows, 

To choose that maid a fitting spouse, 

A summer-day m lists shall strive 
My knights, — the bravest knights alive, — 
And he, the best and biavest tried. 
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Shall Arthur’s daughter claim for bride’— 
He spoke, ruth voice resol\ed and high — 
The lady deigned him not reply 
S " At dawn of morn, ere on the brake 
His matins did a warbler mal e, 

Or stirred his wing to brush aw ay - 
A single dew-drop from the spray, 

Lie yet a sunbeam, through the mist, 

The castle-battlements liad kissed, 

The gates revoke, the diaw bridge falls, 

And Artliui sallies from the walls 
Doffed his soft garb of Persia’s loom, 

And steel from spur to helmet-plume, 

IIis Libyan steed full proudly trodc, 

And joyful neighed beneath Ins load. 

Hie monarch gave a passing sigh 
To penitence and pleasures by, 

'When, lo 1 to lus astonished ken 
Appeared the form of Guendolen 

9 "Beyond the outmost wall she stood, 
Attired like huntress of the wood * 
Sandalled her feet, her ankles bare, 

And eagle-plumage decked her hair , 

Firm was her look, her bearing bold, 

And m her hand a cup of gold 

‘Thou goest >’ she said, ‘and ne’er again 

Must we two meet, m joy or pam 

Full fam w ould I tins hour delay, , 

Though weak the wish — yet, wilt thou stay 

No 1 thou look’st forwaid Still attend, — 

Part we like lover and like fnend ’ — 

She raised the cup — ‘ Not this the juice 
The sluggish vines of earth produce , 
Pledge we, at parting, m the draught 
Which Genu love l ’ — she said, and quaffed 
And strange unwonted lustres fly 
From her flushed cheek and sparkling eye, 
io “The courteous monarch bent him low, 
And, stooping down from saddlebow. 
Lifted the cup, m act to drink 
A drop escaped the goblet’s brink — 
Intense as liquid fire from hell, 

Upon the cliargei’s neck it fell 
Screaming with agony and fright, 

He bolted twenty feet upright — 

—-The peasant st.ll can show the dint. 
Where his hoofs lighted on the flint 
rrotn Arthur’s hand the goblet flew. 
Scattering a shower of fiery dew. 

That burned and blighted where it felll 
the frantic steed rushed up the dell, 
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There was a theme for torch* to sound 
In triumph to then string' 

Live hundred ycais are pas'ed an t gone. 
But lime shall dr n\ his dy mg gioan, 
Ere he behold the Butuh throne 
Begirt with such a ring 1 

13 The heralds named the appointed spot. 
As Caerlcon or Camclot, 

Oi Carlisle fair and free 
At Penrith, now, the feast was set, 

And in fair Eamonl's sale were met 
The flower of chivalry 
There Galaad sate with manly grace, 
Yet maiden mechntss in his face , 

There Morolt of the iron mace, 

And lovc-lom Tnstrcm there ; 

And Dinadam with In el) glance, 

And Lairval with the fair} 1 lance, 

And Mordred w ith Ins look askance, 
Bumor and Beaudere 
Why should I tell of numbers more? 
Sir Cay, Sir Bamer, and Sir Bore, 

Sir Carodnc the keen, 

The gentle Gawain's courteous lore, 
Hector de Mares and Pellmore, 

And Lancelot, that e\ ermore 

Looked stolcn-wise on the Queen 


14 “ Wlien w me and mirth did most abound, 
And hupers played their blithest round, 

A shrill) trumpet shook the ground. 

And marshals cleared the ling , 

A Maiden, on a palfrey white, 

Heading a band of damsels bright, 

Paced through the circle, to alight 
And kneel before the king 
Arthur, with strong emotion, saw 
Her graceful boldness checked by awe. 
Her dress like lumhess of the wold, 

Her how and baldric trapped w ith gold. 
Her sandalled feet, her ancles bare. 

And the eagle-plume that decked her hair 

Graceful her \ eil she backu ards flung 

The King, as from his scat he sprung, 
Almost cned, * Guendolen ! ’ 

But ’twas a face more frank and w lid, 
totwut the womau and the child, 

Where less of magic beauty smiled 
Than of the race of men , 

And m the forehead’s haughty grace, 

The lines of Britain’s royal race, 
Pendragon’s y ou might ken 
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1'rmn pkidinp, r,r 

I Hi) piUml (urn “‘i(V, 

An .3 o ih tho gut, ‘ It ;« «'» mj 1 « *« > 

A qji- 11 Urn. in' i’/ ? 

She ! "1=5 h.*- ‘-{mth-Fy, v <1 H« s I w ’•% 

And C«rl‘ 'v t“ ' t 1 a* ’ t«‘ *> » 

She i>. Bit ’ov Jsc !> mi'?, I" 1 1 5 c, 

That ev cr l<t .tv l "i trov « * - 
So m hade thur c ,m» •- Bis j I* ’<» G, 

Ai d Alike thtu vum tV«r» 

iS “ 1 he champions 10 n.'-'t-’' 1 *st. 

Hast throw, vd tvto the J vk 
Ami but three 1 ntj his of Arthtr* Co. * 

Aic fiom the t>mrn~, mi ->ed 
And '!t!l there love Onw scHuc-. 

I\>i f nth 'D con Ami'll ran,— ... 

There , ere t o \ ho Imi-d their m 'gliSJT? w ’' c *» 
And orte who hw>d hi, on p 
Hie first v, a*. I/mcdot ti- I- n e, * 

The sec-md 5 m,ieu hold, 

The thud vvw, vvbiftt Caw A' c, 

Who won the cup of poht, 

\\ hit time, of all K.mg \n' -r rau, 

(Thereof cime je*r and Hugh,) 

He, a? the nnte of 1 idy pa r 
Alone tlie tup could quaff 
Though civvy’s Umimc vv< u ? d fvn * ins it , 

T hit, hut foi verv ••b-'me, 

Sir Cirodac to fight tli it pure. 

Hid given both cup *n d dime , 

Yet, Mticc hut one of tint fur mut 
Was true to \v tdloch’s Ttni'c, 

Brand him who will w uli base re xirt, — 
lie shall he free from mine 

19 “Now caracoled the bleeds m nir, 

Now plumes and pennons wantoned fur, 

As all around the lists c o wide 
In panoply the champions mic. 

King Arthur saw, w ith startled cj e. 

The flower of chivalry match by, 

The bulwark of the Christian cited, 

Hie Kingdom’s shield m hour of need 
Too late he thought lum of the woe 
Might from their civ il conflict flow , 

I or well lie Imew they w otild not part 
HU cold was many a gallant heart 
His lusty row he 5 gin to me, 

And Gy noth then apirt he drew , 
to her Ins leading-staff resigned, 
itut idded emtion grave md ktnd - 
ao “ ‘Thou scest, my child, as promise-bound, 
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THE BRIDAL OF TRIERMA1N. 

And thou, fur cause of mischief, hear 
The doom, thy fates demand 1 
Long shall close in stony sleep 
Eyes for ntfh that would not w cep, 

Iron lethai gy shall seal 
Heart that pity scorned to feel 
Yet, because thy mother’s ait 
Warped thine unsuspicious heart, 

And for love of Arthur’s race, 
Punishment is blent with grace 
Ihoushalt bear thy penance lone, 

In the Valley of Saint John, 

And this weird shall ov erlake thee , — 
Sleep, until a knight shall wake tlice, 
For feats of arms as far renowned 
As warrior of the Table Round 
Long endurance of thy slumber 
Well may teach the world to number 
All their woes from Gynetli’s pride. 
When the Red Cross champions died/ 1 -'. 

27 “ As Mprlin speaks, on Gyneth’s eye 
Slumber’s load begins to lie , 

Fear and Anger vainly strive 
Still to keep its light alive 
Twice, with effort and with pause, 

O’er her brow her hand she draws , 
Twice her strength m vain she tries. 
From the fatal chair to rise , 

Merlin’s magic doom is spoken, 

Vanoc’s death must now be vvroken. 
Slow the dark-fringed eyelids fall, 
Curtaining each azure ball, 

Slowly as on summer eves 
Violets fold their dusky leaves 
The weighty baton of command 
Now bears down her sinking hand, 

On her shouldei droops her head , 

Net of pearl and golden thread, 
Burstuig, gave her locks to flow 
O’er her arm and breast of snow 
And so lovely seemed she theie, 
Spell-bound in her ivory chair, 

That her angry sire, repenting, 

Craved stern Merlin for relenting, 

And the champions, for her sake, 
Would again the contest wake , 

Till, m necromantic night, 

Gyneth vanished from their sight 

28 “ Still she bears her weird alone, 

In the Valley of Saint John , 

And her semblance oft will seem, 
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THE BRIDAL OF FRIERMAIN 

Laud nc the gods, that Fashion’s tiam 
Holds hearts of more adventurous strain 
Artists are liei->, Mho scorn to trace 
Their 1 ales Loin Nature s boundless gi aec. 

But then right pai amount assert 
I o limit liei b> pedant art, 

Damning m lnte’er of vast and fan 
IiAceeds a canvas tluee feet square 
1 his thicket, for then gumption fit, 

Mi) furnish such a happy bit 
Bards, too, aie hers, as out to lecitc 
Their oun sweet lays by waxen light, 

Half in the salver's tingle di owned, 

While the chasse-cafe glides mound , 

And such may hither seciet stia\, 

To labour an extempore 
Or spottsman, with lus boisterous hollo, 

Ida) heie Ins wiser spaniel follow, 

Or stagc-stiuch Juliet may presume 
To choose tins bower for tiring-room , 

And w e alike must shun regard, 

From painter, player, sportsman, bard 
Insects that skim m Fashion s sky. 

Wasp, blue bottle, or butterily, 

Lucy , liar c all alarms for us, 

For all can hum and all can buzz 

0 But oh, my Lucy, say how long 

We still must dread this trifling throng, 

And stoop to hide, with cow aid art 
1 he genuine feelings of the heart 1 
No parents tlnne, whose just command 
Should rule tliur child’s obedient hand , 

Thy guardians, with contending voice, 

Press each Ins individual choice 
And which is Lucy’s?— Can it lie 
That puny fop, trimmed cap a pee, 

W ho lov ts m the saloon to show 
The arms that nev er knew %Jbs . r — — 

W host sabre truhjdty'gThc ground 
^ ho c lcgs-vreflnpelcss boots arc drowned | 
A ngj» Achilles, sure, — the steel 
I Vat from Ins breast to fence lus heel , 

One, for the simple tnauly grace 
Hiat wont to dec! our martial race, 

T* ho comes in foreign trashcry 
Of tinkling chain and spur, 
zt vial) mg haberdashery, 

_ Of feathcis luce, and fur* 
in Ronlcv's antiquated pill arc, 

Uo -r-muhner of modem days 

Omv 5 .hr, the wordy youth, 
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7/// DR IDA / OF TRItR^TARf* 

.There 1 -, but one resistless spelt— 

Saj, iult thou guess, or must I tell? 

Tw ere hard to name, m minstrel phiase, 

A Hud inlet inti four blopd-bays 

But birds agree this W ward band 

Cin but be bound m Northern iu.'i 

’Tis there— m\, draw not back tin band — 

’Tis there this slender linger round 

Must golden imulet be bound, 

Which, blessed twill miny i boh pntcr, 
Cin change to rapture losers' cm, 

And doubt nnd jealous) shill die 
And feirs gne plice to ecst' , sy 

S Now, trust rue, Lucs, -’ll too long 
lias been th) losers talc ind song 
O why so silent, lose, I praj J 
Hue I not spoke the h\ e-long dij ? 

And will not Lucy deign to sa% 

One word her friend to bless? 

I ask but one — i simple sound, 

\\ lflnn three little letters bound, 

O let the w ord be 'S ES 1 


INTRODUCTION 'JO C.VNIO THIRD 

t. J ong loved, long wooed, and lately won, 
Aly life’s best hope, ind now mme own 1 
Doth not this nidc and Alpine glen 
Rccill our favourite haunts igcn? 

A wild resemblance we can triec, 

Though reft of c\ery softer grace, 

As the rough w amor’s brow nny heir 

A likeness to a sister fur 

Tull well advised our Highland host, 

That this w del pass on foot he crossed, 

Iulc round Ben Crunch's mighty live 
M heel the slow steeds and lingering chaise 
Ihe keen old Carle, with Scottish pride, 
He praised his glen and mountains wide. 
An eye lie hears for Nature’s face, 

Aye, and for woman’s lonely grace 
L en in such mean degree we find 
The subtle Scot’s obseiwng mmd , 

1 or, nor the chariot nor the trim 
Could gape of -vulgar w onder gam. 

But w hen old Allan would expound 
Of Beal na-paish the Celtic sound, 

His bonnet doffed, and bow, applied 
His legend to my bonny bride , 

While Lucy blushed beneath his eye, 
Momteor and cautious, shrewd and sly. 
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2 . Enough of him — Now, ere we lose. 
Plunged m die % tie, the chit ant a lew % 
Turn thee, my love ! look back once more 
To the blue lake’s lctinng shore 

On us smooth breast the shadows seem 
Like objects m a morning theam, 

What time the slumbeier is aware 
lie sleeps, and all the a ision’s air * 

E en so, on % onder liquid law n, 

In hues of bttglit reflection drawn. 

Distinct the shrggy mountains he, 

Distinct the rocks, distinct the skj , 

1 he summer-clouds so plain w c note 
That w c might count each dappled spot 
We gaze and we admit e, jet know 
The scene is all delusn e siiow 
Such dreams of bliss would Arthur draw 
When first his Lucj’s form lie saw , 

Yet sighed and sickened as he drew, 
Despairing thej could ere pro\e true ’ 

3. But, Lucj, turn thee now, to new 

Up the fair glen, our destined wuj s 
The fairy path that we pui sue. 
Distinguished but bj greener hue. 

Winds round the purple biae. 

While Alpine flow era of varied dj e 
For carpet sen e, or tapestrj 
See how the little Runnels leap, 

In threads of siher, down the steep. 

To swell the brooklet’s moan 1 
Seems tint the Highland Nancl gne\e& 
Fantastic while hei crown she weaics, 
Ofrow'an, birch, and alder lea\ es, 

So IoacIj, and so lone. 

Tnerc’s no illusion there , these flow a-', 
That wailing brook, these loielj bowers, 
Arc, Lucy, all our own , 

And, since tlnne Arthur called thee wife. 
Such seems the prospect of his life ! 

A IoacIj* path, on-w Hiding still, 

By gurgling brook and sloping lull 
’1 is true, tint moitals cannot tell 
What waits them m the distant dell ; 

But be it hap, 01 be it harm, 

We head the pathw aj him m ami. 

4 And now, nn Lucy, wot'st thou why 
I could thy bidding tw ice denj , 

W hen twice jou prajed 1 would agam 
Resume the legendarj s'rain 
OfiV bold Knight of Tuemiam? 

At length a on peeAish aow jou swore, 



TUL BRID II 01 JAirRMt/X- 


43*5 


1 Int you v ouW sue to me no in'ia, 

Until the mm^trel fit du-w near, 

And made me prire n listening ear 
Hut, loveliest, when. thou first tli 1 st ) r-y 
Continuance of the knightly lav, 

Was it not on the li ipiV 

lint made tin Innd nunc o, n? 
Wien, tit/zied with wine cestasv. 

Nought past, or present, or to he, 

Could I or tlnnl on, lieu, or set, 

Save, Litcv, thee -done * 

A giddy draught tny rapture v, a-, 

As c\er chemist s magic gas 

5 Again the summon 1 ; I denied 
111 ion fair capital of Civile ; 

My ILaqi — or let me nthcr choose 
Ihc good old classic form — nn Must , 

(For Harp’s an ovcr-TUtchevl phrase, 

Worn out hy bards of modem days,} 

My Mine, then — seldom mil she vnl c 
Sale by dim wood and silent lake , 

SW vs a wdd wad nvstvc Maul, 

Whose foot unsandnllcd lores to tread 
Wliei e the soft greensward is inlaid 
With varied moss and thvmc , 

And, lest the simple lily-brvd, 

That coronets her temples, fade, 

She liidco her still m gicenwood shade, 

To meditate hei rhyme 

6 And now she comes 1 1 he murmur dc^r 
Of the wild brook hath caught her ear. 

The glade hath won her eye , 

She longs to join, with each blithe nil 
That dances down the Highland hdl, 

Her blither melody 
And now, my Lucy’s way to checi, 

She bids Ben-Cnnch’s echoes hear 
How closed the tale, my love vvlulctr* 

Lov cd for its elm airy 
List how she tells, m notes of flame, 
“Child Roland to the dark tower can ’ 


CANTO THIRD 

Bi'WCASTi.r now must keep the Hold, 
Spcir-Adnm’s steeds must bide m slab. 
Of Hartley' burn tlie bow men bold 
Must only shoot from battled wall 
And I iddesdalc may bueklc spur, 

„ An<1 feviot now may belt the brand, 
tains and Ewes keep nightly stir. 
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And Eskdale foiay Cumberland 
Of wasted fields and plundcied Hocks 
The Boulcicis bootless may complain , 
They lack the sv ord of bra\ e Dc Vaux, 
.Theie comes no aid fiom Tnermain 
That lord, on high'adventuie bound. 
Hath wandered foith alone, 

And day and night keeps watchful lound 
In the Valley of Saint John 

2 When first began his vigil bold, 

The moon tv el\ e summer nights v as old, 
And shone both fair and full ,_ 

High, m the a ault of cloudless blue, 

O’er stieamlet, dale, and lock, she threw 
Hei light composed and cool 
Stietchcd on the brown lull’s heath) breast, 
Sir Roland eyed the vale , 

Chief vheie, distinguished fiom the lest, 

1 hose clustering rocks upi eared then ciest 
The dwelling of the Fair distiessed, 

As told giay Lyailph’s talc 
Thus as he la), the lamp of night 
Was quneirag on lus armour bright. 

In beams that rose and fell. 

And danced upon his buckler’s boss, 

That lay beside him on the moss, 

As on a crystal w ell 

3 E\ er he w alclied, and oft he deemed, 

While on the mound the moonlight streamed, 
It altered to his e> es, 

Fam would he hope the rocks ’gan change 
To butticssed walls their shapeless lange, 
Fain think, by transmutation strange, 

He saw gia) turiets use 
But scaice Jus heait with hope llnobbed high, 
Bc r - •» r ie wild illusions fly, t 

'\\ Inch fane) lnd con ecu ed, 

Abetted by an anxious e) c 

That longed to be decen ed 
It w as a fond deception all. 

Such as, m solitarj hall, 

Beguiles the musing e) e, 

When, gazing on the sinking fire. 

Bulwark and battlement and spire 
In the red gulf w e sp) 

For, seen by moon of middle night, 

Oi bv the blaze of noontide bngl t, 

Or b> the dawn of morning light, 

Or c\ enmg s w cstem llatne, 

In e\er>’ tide, at ever) hour, 










440 


tul jixmAT or inn rvux. 

In mist, in sunshine, and m 'hower, 

'l he rocks remained the * ame, 

a . Oft Ins lie traced the thaimM mmm t. 

Oft dimlK.il its ere >t, or paced it round. 

Yet nothin" might explore, 

Site that the crag> rudely pile'!, 

At distance seen, jctmbhnce Mil 1 
To n rough fortress bore 
Yet still lus -Hitch the Werrior to p , 

Feeds Inn! nnd spire, rod seldom deep , 

And drinl s hut of the well , 

Ever bj da) he Mill s the lull. 

And Mhen the eve ung gale is chill, 

He seeks 1 rock) cell. 

Like hermit poor to bid his held, 

And tell Ins Vvc mid his Ciccd, 

Invoking every Sunt *>t need, 

For aid to burst the spell 

5 And now the moon het orb Ins h.d, 

And dwindled to a silver thread, 

Dim seen in middle heaven, 

While o’er its curi e careering fast, 

Before tlic fury of the blast 

The midnight clouds are driven 
dhc brooklet raved, for on the hilR 
The upland showers had swain the rills, 

And down the torrents came , 

Muttered the distant thunder dicad. 

And frequent o’er the v ale vi as spread 
A sheet of lightning flame 
De Vaux, within lus mountain cave, 

(No human step the storm durst brave,) 
fo moody meditation gave 
Each facult) of soul, 

Till, lulled by distant torrent sound, 

And the sad winds that whistled round, 
Upon lus thoughts, in musing drowned, 

A broken slumber stole 

6 ’Tvvas then was heard a hcav) sound, 

( (Sound, strange and fearful there to hew, 
Mongst desert hills, where, leagues around. 
Dwelt but the gorcock and the deer 1 
As starting from lus couch of fern, 

Again he heard, m clangour stern 
That deep and solemn suet 1 , 

Twelve times, in measured tone, it spoke. 
Like some proud minster’s pealmg clock, 

Or city s ’larum hell 

What thought was Roland’s, first whe - fell, 
}n that deep wilderness the knell 
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Upon Ins startled ear > — 

To slander nan 101 were I loth, 

Yet must I hold my minstrel troth, 

It w as a thought of feai 

7 But In cly was the mingled tin ill 
That chased that momentary clnil, 

For Lo\e’s> keen wish -was theie, 

And eager Hope, and Valour high, 

And the proud glow of Clmalrj, 

That burned to do and dare 
Foith fiom the case the Warrio* rushed. 
Long ere the mountains oice w as hushed, 
That answered to the knell, 

F01 long and far the unwonted sound, 
Eddying m echoes round and round, 

V as tossed fiom fell to fell , 

And Glaiamara answei dung, 

And Gnsdale-pike responsue rung, 

And Legbert heights their echoes swing, 

.Vs far as Derwent’s deli 

8 I* oi th upon trackless darkness gazed 
The Knight, bedeafened and amazed, 

Till all was hushed and still, 

Sa\ e the sw ollen ton-cut’s sullen roar 
And the night-blast that mildly bore 
Its course along the lull. 

Then on the northern sky theie came 
A light, as of reflected ilame, 

And o\ er Leghert-head, 

As if b> magic art controlled, 

A mighty Meteor slowly rolled 
Its orb of fiery led, 

^Thou mouldst hare thought some demon due 
'Came mounted on tint car of fire, 

To do his eiiant dread 
Far on the sloping r alley’s course, 

On thicket, lock, and toirent hoaise, 

Shingle and Scrae, and Fell and lorce, 

A dusky light arose 
Displajed, yet alteied, was the scene; 

Dark rock, and hi 00k of silver sheen, 

Eren the gay thicket’s surnmei gieen 
I11 blood) turctmc glows 

9 De Vnu\ had marked the sunbeams set, 

At eve, upon the coronet 

Of that enchanted mound, 

And seen but crags at random flung, 

Tliat, o’er the braw ling toirent liung, 

In desolation frowned 
What sees he bj that meteor’s lorn 
A bannered Castle, Keep, and Towew 
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Hurled with main force, the weapon's shock 
■Rent a huge fragment of the rock 
If by mere strength ’twere hard to tell. 

Or if the blow dissolved some spell, 

But down the headlong rum came, 

With cloud of dust ana flash of flame 
Down bank, o’er bush, its course was borne. 
Crushed la) the copse, the earth was tom 
1 ill, stajed at length, the rum dread 
Cumbered the tot rent’s rock) bed, 

And bade the waters’ lugh-swoln tide 
Seek other passage for its, pride 
14. When ceased that thunder, Triermam 
Sur\e>cd the mound’s rude front again , 

And lo 1 the rum had laid bare, 

Ilewn m the stone, a winding stair, 

\\ hose mossed and fractured steps might lend 
The means the summit to ascend, 

And bj whose aid, the bra\e Dc Vanx 
Began to scale these magic rocks, 

And soon a platform w on, 

Where, the wild witchery to close, 

Within three lances' length arose 
The Castle of Samt John! 

No misty phantom of the air, 

No meteor-blazoned show was thoie , 

In morning splendour, full and fair, 

The massne fortress shone 

rj Embattled high and proudly towered, 

Shaded bj ponderous flankers, lowered 
The portal’s gloomy w aj 
Though for si\ hundred years and more 
It-, strength had brooked the tempest's roar, 
the scutcheontd emblems that it bore 5 
Had suffered no decaj , 
li.it from the eastern battlement 
A turret bad made sheer descent, 

\nd down 111 recent ruin rent, 

In the miel torrent la) 

LI c, o’er the Castle's brow sublime, 

Insult^ of a loletice or of time 
Unfclt had passed aw a) 

In Mnr cl ess characters of 1 ore, 
fus gate this stem inscription bore 
3 -ettirro 

’’ l’ati-nec waits the destined da), 
res g,h can clear the cumbered w a, 
y> art v, ho has* ’ aited long, 

* rm of si ai, of * rev s'roug, 
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Ne\ ei mortal biuldcr s hand 
This enduring fabuc planned > 

Sign and sigtl, n oid of powc 
From the earth raised keep and ton er. 
View it o’er, and pace it round 
Rampart, turret, battled mound ; 

Bare no more 1 to cross the gate 
Were to tamper n ith thy fate , 

Strength and fortitude Mere a am, 

View it o’er — and turn again ’ 

17 “ That would I,” <uid the Warnor bold, 
“If that my fiame Mere bent and old. 

And my thm blood dropped slon* and cold 
As icicle m thaM* , 

But m hile my heart can feel it dance. 

Blithe as the sparkling m me of France, 

And this good arm m iclds sm ord or lance, 

I mock these n ords of an e >” 

He said , the nicket felt the snaj 
Of his strong hand, and straight gaie nay, 
And, m ith rude crash, and jarring bra) , 
The rust) bolts n lthdran , 

But o’er the threshold as he strode, 

And fore ard took the \ aulted road, 

An unseen arm, n ith force amain, 

The ponderous gate flung close again. 

And rusted bolt and bar 
Spontaneous took their place once more, 

V hile the deep arch with sullen roar 
Returned then surly jar 
“Now closed is the gm and the pre\ uithm 
By the Rood of Lanercost ' 

2>ut he that Mould Mill the nar-nolfs skm. 
May me him of his boast ” — 

'1 hus muttering on the "Wat nor Melit, 

By dubious light doM’n steep descent 

iS Unbarred, unlocked, unuatched, a poit 
Led to the Castle’s outer couit ; 

There the mam fortress, broad and tall, 
Spiead its long range of boucr and hall, 
And tOM eis of a aned size 
Wrought m ith each ornament extreme 
Tint Gothic art, m wildest dream 
Of fam.y, could deuse 
But full between the Warrior’s waj 
And the main portal nich, there lay 
An inner moat , 

Nor bridge nor boat 
Affords Dc Vaux the means to cros- 
The clear, profound, and si’ent fosse 
His arms aside m haste lie flings, 
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22 Lncouth and strange ilie accent** slsnll 
Bung tho«c a lulled roofs among 
Long it w is ere, faint an cl still. 

Died the far-resounded song 
While jet the distant echoes roll, 

J lie Warrior communed with his soul — 
“Wien first I took this senturous cpiesl, 

I t.v, ore upon the rood, 

Neither to stop, nor turn, nor rest, 

For c\ ll or for pood 
M) forv, ard path, too v, ell I A\ cen, 

Lies jonder fearful ranks bets ten , 

For man unarmed, ’us bootless hope 
With timers and with fiends to cope. — 
Yet, if I turn, as hat A\aits me there, 

SaAe famine dire and fell despair? — 
Other conclusion let roe trj, 

Since, choose hors e'er I list, I die 
Forward, lies faith and knightly fame : 
Behind, are perjury and shame 
In life or death I hold my a\ ord 1 ”• — 
With that he drew his trusty sword, 

Caught down a banner from the wall, 

And entered thus the fearful hall 

23 On high each wayu ard Maiden threw 
Her swarth) ami, with wild lnlloo 1 
On either side a tiger sprung — 

Against the leftward foe he flung 
The ready banner, to engage 
With tangling folds the brutal rage , 

The right hand monster in mul air 
He struck so fierce!) and so fair, 

Through gullet and through spinal bone 
1 he trenchant blade had sliced) gone 
His grisly brethren lamped and yelled, 

But the slight leash Iheir rage withheld, 
Whilst, ’tv, i\t their ranks, the dangerous 1 0 if 
Fir ml), though swift, the champion strode 
Safe to the gallcty’s bound he dies\, 

Safe passed an open portal through , 

And when ’gainst folloAscrs he flung 
The gate, judge if the echoes rung * 

Onward lus daring course lie bore, 

Wliilc, mixed with cl) mg giowl and roar, 

'\ ud jubilee and loud hurra 
Pursued him on his Aenturous A\aj 

2 4 “ Hurt-a, hurra i Our sratcli is done ! 

■n n j , oncc lnorc the tropic sun 
i aihd beams of northern clay. 

Farewell, farewell ! Huna, hurra ! 
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“ Fnc hundred ycais o’er this cold glen 
Until the pale sun come louud ngen , 

Foot of mail, till now, hath nc et 
Dared to ctoss the Hall of Fcai 

“Warnor* thou, whose dauntless heait 
Gne* us from our ward to part, 

Be as stiong m futuic tnal, 

Where resistance is denial 

“Now for Afric’s glow mg shy, 

Zw enga wade and Atlas high, 

Zaharak and Dnhomay 1 — — 

Mount the w mds * Hurra, hurra ' ” — 

25 The wiraid song at distance died 

As if m elhei borne astray, 

While through w nste halls and chambers w ide 

The Knight puisued his steady way, 

Till to a loft} dome he came, 

That flashed w llh such a brilliant fKne 
As if the wealth of all Hie world 
Were there in rich confusion hurled 
For here the gold, m sandy heaps, 

With duller cat th incorporate sleeps , 

Was there m ingots piled, and there 
Coined badge of empery it bare, 

Yonder, huge bars of silver lay, 

Dimmed by the diamond’s neigliboming ray 
Like the pale moon m morning day , 

And m the midst four Maidens stand. 

The daughters of some distant land 
Their hue was of the dark-red dye 
That fringes oft a thunder sky, 

Their hands palmetto baskets bare, 

And cotton fillets bound then hair. 

Slim was their form, their nnen was shy' 

To earth they bent the humbled eye, 

Folded then arms, and suppliant kneeled 
And thus their proffered gifts rei ealed 

Cfonts 

26 “See the treasures Meilm piled 
Portion meet for Artliui s child 
Bathe m wealth’s unbounded stream, 

Wealth that Ami ice ne’er could dream fI 

Tikst Maidi> 

“See these dots of an gin gold 1 
Sea ered from tne sparry mow 
Nature’s mystic alchemy 
In the mine thus bade them lie , 

And their orient smile can wm 

Kings to stoop, and saints to sin.”— 2 F 
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§r~rt\ti M«ft 
"See tht'c pe rts, tint h»n> 

'I lu.sc were teat, hv A.tiad * a <~.j' 

1 of the Iqs. of "Annuel* 

1 ntous m tin 'tlur hell 
1 rcvurtd them, till hanl .ami is u!t 
As tnc teeth of Arn ( >mtnt'- "- 
J turn Mm in. 

"Docs i livelier 1 w delight? 
litre are mbit* hh'ing br.f hb 
Hue the emuaht’s fairy grt.<M, 

And the top u glows 1 u«e> ti , 

Here the.fr vinul 1 i.it, tHi'P* 

In the changeful chrv ohlc 
1 .->1 inn Mui. 

"Leave the c o gum of poorer x 1 me, 

Least dun ah, and fool on mint* 

NN lnlt their gloncs I c pond, 

Shade thmt tv throw > with titv h md 
Mid d tv sttn auddrtnc.nd hfa/e 
Blind the rash beholder’s gvc * -* 

C! mis 

“Warrior, scire the spltn tid fore; 

\\ ottld ’twert all out moun'ai is bote 5 
NVt should ne’er, in future s’ on, 

Bead, Peru, tin perished glory * ’ — 

27 Calmly and unconcerned the Knight 
Waved aside the treasures bright 
“Ocntle Maidens, u-e, I pray' 

Bar not thus my destined way 
Let these boasted hiillnnt tovs 
Braid the hair of girls end buys’ 

Bid your streams of gold expand 
O ci proud London’s third} land 
De A aux of wealth saw in.\ci need, 

Save to purvey him arms and steed, 

And all the ore he deigned to hoard 
Inlays his helm and hilts Ins > word ’ — 

Thus gently patting from their hold, 

He left, unmoved, the dome of gold 

28 Anri now the morning sun was high, 

De Y-n\ was weaiy, faint and dry , 

When lo > a plashing sound he hears, 

A gladsome signal that he nears 
Some frolic v\ ater-run , 

And soon he reached a court-} nrd square, 
B heie, dancing m the sultry air, 

Tossed high aloft, a foimlam fair 
\\ as sparkling m the sun 
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On right and left, a fair arcade 
In long perspective view displa\ed 
Alleys and bowers, for sun or shade , 

But, full in front, a door, 

Low -brow eel and dnik, seemed as it lea 
To the lone dw elhng of the dead, 

Whose memory w as no more 

29 Here stopped He Ynv\ an instant’s space, 

To bathe his parched lips and face, 

And nvuhcd with well-pleaded eye, 
Refiacted on the fountain sticam, 

In rauiboiv hues the dar/hng beam 
Of that gay smmnei ‘-by 
Ills senses felt a mild contiol, 

Like that w Inch lulls the w eaiy soul, 

From contemplation high 
Relaxing, when the e.ai recencs 
1 he music that the gi ecu wood leases 
Make to the in cozes’ sigh 

30 And oft, m such a dreamy mood, 

The half shut cy e can frame 
Fair apparitions m the wood, 

As if the Nymphs of field and flood 
In gay procession came 
Are llie»e of such fantastic mould, 

Seen distant dow n the fair arcade, 

These Mauls enlmkcd m sister-fold, 

Who, late at bashful distance stay ed, 

Now tripping from the greenwood '•bade, 
Neaier the musing champion diaw, 

And, m a pause of seeming awe. 

Again stand doubtful now 5 — 

Ah, that sly pause of w itching pow ers ' 
lint seems to say, “To please be ora , 
Be y ours to tell us how ” — 

Their hue was of the golden glow 
That suns of Candahar bestow , 

O’er which 111 slight suffusion flows 
A frequent tinge of paly rose , 

Their limbs w ere fashioned fair and free, 

In Nature’s justest symmetry, 

And, waeathed with floweis, with odours graced, 
Their rai en ringlets reached the w ant , 

In eastern pomp, its gilding pale 
The hennah lent each shapely nail, 

And the dark sum ah gar e the ey e 
More liquid and more lustrous dye 
The spotless red of misty lawn, 

In studied disarrangement, drawn 
The foim and bosom o’er, 

To w m the eye, or tempt the touch, 
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For modesty shown! nil too much— 

Too much— >ct promised more 

“Gentle Knight, - while dda ,” 

Thus they sung, ‘ thy toilsome wo /f 
Wuk we pay the duly ciue 
T o our Mister and to you 
Over Avarice, over 1 cor, 

Love triumphant led thee here, 

Wamoi, list to as, for v e 

Ate slaves to Love, are friends to thee 

“Though no treasured gems have vve 
To proffer on the bended 1 nee, 

Though u e boast nor arm no’ - head 
For the assagny or dart, 

Swains have given cell simple girl 
Ruby lip and teeth of pearl , 

Or, if dangers more >ou prize, 

Flatterers find them m our cy es 

“Stay, then, gentle Warrior, stay. 

Rest till evening steal on dav , 

Stay, O, stay 1 — m yonder bovvers 
We will braid tliy lochs with flowers, 
Spread the feast and fill the w me, 

Clnrm thy ear with sounds divine, 

Weav e our dances till dehgh* 

Yield to languor, day to night. 

“Then shall she you most approve 
Sing the lavs that best you love, 

Soft thy mossy couch shall sj' read, 

, Watch thy pillow , prop thy head, 

Till the w eary night be o’er — 

Gentle Warrior, wouldst thou more 1 — 
Wouldst thou more, fair 'Warrior, — she 
Is slave to Love and slave to thee 


32 O do not hold it for a crime 
In the bold hero of my rhy me, 
r or stoic look, 

And meet lebuhe. 

He lacked the heart or time 1 
As round the band of sirens trip, 

He kissed one damsel’s laughing hp, 

And pressed another’s proffered band, 
Spoke to them all m accents bland, 

But broke their magic circle through, 
kmd Maids,” said he, “adieu, adieu* 
My fate, my fortune, forward lies ” — 
fie said, and vanished from their eyes , 

, dared that darksome wav, 
btill heard behind their lovely lay 
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“ Fair Flower of Couitcsy, depart 1 
Go, w here the feelings of the hen t 
With, the warm pulse m concoul move, 

Go, ivlieie Viitue sanctions love — 

33 Downwaul Dc Vau\ tlnough darksome ways 

And lumed vaults lias gone, 

Till issue from then w licleied maze, 

Or safe retie at seemed none, 

And e’en the dismal path he strays' 

Grew noise as he went on 
For cheerful sun, for living air, 

Foul vapoms rise and mine-files glaie, 

Whose fearful light the dangcis showed 
That dogged him on that dreadful load 
Deep pits, and lakes of wateis dun. 

They show ed, but showed not how to slum 
These scenes of desolate despan, 

These smothering clouds of poisoned an , 
How gladly had De Vau\ exchanged, 
Though ’twere to face yon tigeis ranged * 
Nay, soothful bards has e said, 

So perilous his state seemed now, 

He w ished him under arbour bough 
With Asia’s willing maid 
When, joyful sound 1 at distance near 
A trumpet flourished loud and cleai, 

And as it ceased, a lofty lay 

Seemed thus to chide Ins lagging way — 

34 “Son of Honour, theme of stoiy. 

Think on the rew aid befoie ye ! 

Danger, daikness, toil despise; 

5 Tis Ambition bids thee rise 

“ He that would hei heights ascend 
Many a w cary step must w end , 

Hand and foot and knee lie tries 
Thus Ambition’s minions rise 

“Lag not now, though lough the way, 

Foi tune’s mood brooks no delay. 

Grasp the boon that’s spread before ye, 
Monarch's pow er, and Couqueroi’s glory 

It censed Ad% ancing on the sound, 

A steep ascent the w andcrer found, 

And then a tuiret stau 
Noi climbed he far its steepy round 
1 ill fresher blew' the an, 

And uQ\t a welcome glimpse was given, 

Thai cheered him w ith the light of heaven 
At length his toil had won 
A lofty hall with trophies dressed, 

Where, as to greet imperial guest, 
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1 -our Maidens stood, where uitmcm sc t 
Was bound v.ith gulden zone 

35 Of Europe seemed tbe damsels nil , 

1 he first n ny mpli of In ely Givul, 

Whose cns> step and laughing eye 
Her borrowed nir of a\ e bene , 

The next a maid of Spain, 

P'irk-tycd, dirk-iHtrcd, t 1 , 

While nory skm and tic~-s of go! 1 , 

Her shy and bnshfiil comrade told 
1 ’or daughter of Alnmnc 
Tliese Maidens bore a royal robe, 

With crown, with sceptic, and with globe, 
Emblems of emprry 
The fourth a space behind them c tood, 

And leant upon a harp, m mood 
Of minstrel ecstasy 
Of merry England she, in rlrc^s 
Like ancient British Druidess , 

Her hair an azure fillet bound, 

Her graceful vesture sw ept the ground, 
And, in her hand d'splayed, 

A crown did that fourth Maiden hold, 

But unadorned w till gems and gold. 

Of glossy laurel made 

36 At once to braic De Vau\ knelt down 
T icsc foremost Maidens llnec, 

And proffered sceptre, robe, and ciown, 
Licgedoin and scignonc 
O' ci many a region wide and fair, 
Destined, they said, for Arthur’s hur , 

But homage would he none — 
“Rather,” he -.aid, ‘ De Vans would ride, 
A Warden of the Border side, 

In plate and mad, than, robed 111 pride, 

A monarch's empire owai , 

Rather, far lather, would he be 
A free-born Knight of England free, 

Than sit on Despot’s throne ” 

So passed he on, when that fourth Maid, 
As starting from a trance, 

U pon the harp her fingers laid , 

Her magic touch the chords obeyed, 

Their soul aw nhed at once ! 

Sosc OK TlIC Tow TH Maim-s 
‘‘Quake to your foundations deep, 
otatcly Towels, and banneied KeerD 
iiid your \uuUcd echoes moan, * 

As the dreaded step they own 
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“ Fiends ! tint wait on Mcilm’s spell, 
Hear the foot-fall ' mark it well > 

Spread jour dusky wings abroad, 
lioune je for jour homewafd load ! 

“It is Iiis, tlic first who e’er 
Dared the dismal Hall of Fear , 

Ills, who hath the snares defied 
Spread bj- Pleasuie, 'Wealth, and Pnde 

“Quake to jour foundations deep, 
Bastion huge, and 1 urret steep ’ 

Tremble Keep, and totter Tow ei f 
Tins is Gjneth’s waking hour ” — 

* 37 Thus while she sung, the aentuious Knight 
Has reached a bowci, when, nuklei light 
Tluough crimson curtains fell , 

Such softened shade the lull recenes. 

Her purple \cil when twilight leaies 
Upon its western sw ell 
That bow ei, the gazei to hew itch, 

Hath wondrous store of rare and rich 
As e’er w as seen w ith ej e ; 

For there bj magic skill, I wis, 

Form of each thing that In ing is 
Was limned m propel dje 
All seemed to sleep — the timid hare 
On foim, the stag upon lus lair, 

The eagle m her ej rie fair 

Between the earth and skj 
But what of pu. tilled rich and rare 
Could win De Yauv’s cje-glance, wheie, 
Deep slumbering m the fatal chair, 

He saw King Arthur's child 1 
Doubt, and anger, and dismay, 

From her brow had passed awaj, 

Forgot was that fell toumej-daj, 

For, as she slept, she smiled 
It seemed that the repentant Seer 
Iler sleep of many a hundred j eai 
W ith gentle diearns beguiled 

38 That form of maiden loi elmess, 

’Twivt childhood and ’twixt jouth 
That nory chair, that sjhan dress, 

The arms and ankles bare, express 
Of Lj ulph’s tale the truth 
Still upon hei garment's hem 
Yanoc’s blood made purple gem, 

And the warder of command 
Cumbeied still hei sleeping hand , 

Still her dark locks dishes died flow 
From net of pearl o’ei breast of snow } 
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\ r 1 so faw the 'lumberer -seems 
T> it De Van- impeached Ins dreams, 

1 '-yq d ill and void of mighh 
Hi hr-g lnlf tier charms from sight 
Mot.ordess a .v Side he stands, 

Fo'd-, Ins arms a"d clasps hta hands, 

Trembling in his fitful joy, 

Doubtful how- he dial! destroy 
Long-enduring spell , 

Du btfnl too, t.hen slowly nse 
D^rk-haaged lids of Gyneths eyes 
\\ hat these ty cs shall tell. 

"St George' St Mary ! can it -be. 

'Lhz* they avail l mufy look on me f ” 

39 Geady, lo ’ the Wamor 1 neels, 

< ' j 4 that lovely hand he steals, 

Sufi, to I iss, aud soft to clasp — 

E^t *i>c tvaraer leases her grasp 

Lightning Caches, rolls the thunder 1 
Gyrefh startles from her sleep, 

ToUers tot. c, and trembles beep, 

Burst the Castle nails asunder! 

Fierce and freoaent v ere the shocks. 

Melt the magic halls away, — 

Bet Deneati. their my s‘ic rocks. 

In trie arms of Wd De Yau.\, 

Sa f e tliC Pnrcess lay > 

^afe sal free from magic power 
13’wshing hi e the rote's flower 
Openmg to the day , 

Ard round the Charap’on’s boosts t\t_re I'-ound 
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THE LORD OF THE ISLES 

A POrM fN < 51 K CAN JOS 

VIRST PUBUSHKO JA UARY J, >8l$. 


AD\rumFMI iT 

Tur Scene of this Poem ties at first, in l> r Ca«>!e of Artormjti, on the coast 
of Argy leshire and, afterwards, m the Islands of fksc tnd Atrun, nnd tljfion 
the coast of Ay rshtre 1 * malty, it is taut near Stirling The Story c,,<M tn 
the spring of the jc ir 1307, when Itruce, « ho had be'’!! driven oi t of Sc- fanJ 
by the English, and the Ilarons who adhered to that foreign interest it tort ca 
from the Island of Rachian, on the coast of I re 1 and, n~Ain to assert his cl um* 
to the Scottish crown Mans of the personages a id incidents itt too... Cm! are 
of historical celebrity Ihe authorities used arc chicly t’ O'C of the lenerable 
laird Hailes, as well entitled to be called the restore’- of Sco ttsh history, as 
Bmce the restorer of Scottish mo tarchy and of Archdeacon Harbour, a correct 
edition of -whose Metrical History of Robert Bmce wall soon, I trist, »oyc»C 
.ittder the care of my learned friend, the Rev Vr Jamieson 
Abbotsford, io/A Dtcember, >814 


CANTO FIRST 

Autumn departs — but still his mantle’s fold 
Rests on the graces of noble Somers tile , 

Beneath a shroud of russet dropped with gold 
Tweed and his tributaries mingle still, 

Hoarser tlie wind, and deeper sounds the rill. 

Yet lingering notes of sylvan music swell, 

The deep toned cushat, and the redbreast slmll , 

And yet some tints of summer splendour tell 
When the broad sun sinks down on Isttncke’s w cstern fel 


Autumn departs — from Gala’s fields no more 
Come rural sounds our kindred banks to cheer , 
pient with the stream, and gale that wafts it o’er, 

Ro more tlie distant reapers’ mirth we hear 
1 a , ^ blithe shout hath died upon our ear, 

And hanest home hath hushed tlie clanging warn. 

On the waste hill no forms of life appear, 

, nn .^ ve where, sad laggard of the autumnal train, 
borne age struck wanderer gleans few ears of scattered gram 

s * ddened scenes haie pleasure still, 
Lovest thou through Autumn’s fading realms to stray ? 
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To see {lie heath-flow ei withered on the hill, 

'1 o listen to the woods’ evpinng lay. 

To note the red leaf shivering on the spiny. 

To mark the last bright tints the mountam stain, 

On the v aste fields to trace the gleaner’s vv ay, 

And moralize on moital joy and pain? — 

O i if such scenes thou lovest, scorn not the nunstiol „Ham 

No ! do not scorn, although its hoaiscr note 
Scaice with the cushat’s homely song can vie, 

Though faint its beauties as the tints remote 
That gleam tlnough mist in Autumn’s evening shv, 
And few as leaves that tremble, seai and dry, 

When wild November liath Ins bugle Mound , 

Noi mock my toil — a lonely gleaner I, 

Through fields time-u asted, on sad inquest hound. 
Where happiei baids of yoie have richer lnnest found 

So shalt thou list, and haply not unmoved, 
do a wild tale of Albyn’s vvamor daj , 

In distant lands, by the rough West lepioved, 

Still live some relics of the ancient lay 
For, when on Coolin’s lulls the lights decay, 

With such the Seer of Skye the eve beguiles, 

’Tis known amid the pathless wastes of Reay, 

In Haines known, and m Iona’s piles, 

V’here rest from mortal coil the Mighty of the Isles, 

i “Wake, Maid of Lorn 1 ” the Mins* rels sung 
Thy nigged halls, Aitomish i rung, 

And the daik seas, thy lowers that lave, 

Ileaved on the beach a softer wave. 

As ’mid the tuneful choir to keep 
The diapason of the Deep 
Lulled were the winds on Inmnmort, 

And green Loch-Alline’s woodland shore. 

As if w ild woods and w av cs had pleasure 
In listing to the lovely mcasme 
And ne'er to sjmphony moie sweet 
Gave mountain echoes answer meet, 

Since, met from mainland and from isle, 

Ross, Anan, Hay, and Arg>le, 

Each nunstiel’s tributary' lay 
Paid homage to the festal day 
Dull and dishonoured w ere the bard, 

Woithless ofgueidon and legaid, 

Deaf to the hope of minstrel fame^ 

Oi lady’s Annies, his noblest aim 
Who on that morn’s resistless call 
Was silent in Artonusli halh 

2. “Wake, Maid of Lom 1 ” ’tnas thus '] sing 
And j et more proud the descant a «g, 

“ Wake, Maid of I om high right ,s ours, 
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To charm dull sleep from Beauty'' ’mwcr, 
Lirth, Ocean, Air, hire nought "0 <h\ 

But owns the power obmu'-trcKv 

I11 LttUrmore the timid deer 

AYill pause, the harp’s v ihl chime to hen , 

Rude Heishm’s seal through singes, dart 

Will long pur-ute the imm-trel’s hark , 

loltstlus nolei, the eagle proud 

Will poise him on Ber-C adlnchV clo’ d , 

Then let not Maiden’s ear uisdam 
The summons of the minstrel train, 

But, while our harps v ild music lint e 
Edith of Lorn, av ahe awal e 1 

“0 wake, while Dawn, with dewy shine. 
Wakes Nature’s charms to mo with thm. 4 
She bids the mottled thrush rejoice 
1 o mate thy melody of ■* oice , 

The dew that on ll e aiolet lie> 

Mocks the dark lustre of thine eyes ; 

But, Edith, w ake, and all w e fee 
Of sweet and fair shall si eld to thee 1 ’ — 

“She comes not y e.,” gray Ferrand eric l , 
“Brethren, let softu spell he trial, 

Those notes prolonged, that soothing ll eme. 
Winch best may mi\ with Be nil) ’s dream, 
And whisper, with their sihery tone, 

The hope she loses, )Cl fears to own ’ — 

He spoke, and on the liarp-stungs died 
The strains of flattery and of pride , 

More soft, more low, moic tender fell 
The lay of lo\ e he bade them tell 

4 “ Wake, Maid of Lorn ' the moments fly 
\\ Inch yet that maiden-name allow , " 

W ake. Maiden, w ake ' the hour is nigh, 
When Love shall claim a plighted sow 
By Fear, thy bosom’s fluttering guest, 

B> Hope, that soon shall fears icmou. 

We bid thee break the bonds of rest, 

And wake thee at the call of Lose’ 

“Wake, Edith, wake' 111 yonder bay 
Lies many a galley gailj manned, 

We hear the merry pibrochs play, 

We see the streamers’ silken hand 
What Chieftain’s praise these pibrochs swell, 
A'hat crest is on these banners wove, 

The harp, the minstrel, dare not tell — 
llie riddle must be read by Love,’ 

3 i\^'i. C ^r lcr ma, dcn tram among, 

Edith of Lorn received the song. 

But tamed the Minstrel’s pnde nad oeer 
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Tint lntl her cold dcmeanom seen , 

F 01 not upon liu. check au oke 
The glow of pude w lien Flattery spoke, 
Nor could their tendeiest mnnbeis bring 
One sigh responsive to the string 
As a ainly had her maidens a led 
In skill to deck the punceh bride 
IIci locks, in dark-bioun length arrayed 
Cathlcen of Ulne, 'lues tlune to binid , 
Young Era w ith meet reverence drew 
On the light foot the silken shoe, 

"While on the ankle's slender lound 
Those stiings ofpeail fair Bcitln wound, 
That, bleached Lochryan’s depth within, 
Seemed dusky still on Edith’s skin 
But Emion, of cxpeiience old, 

Had w eightiest task — the mantle’s fold 
In many an artful plait she tied. 

To show the form it seemed to hide, 

Till on the floor descending rolled 
Its war es of crimson blent with gold 

6 0 1 hres there now so cold a maid, 

"Who thus m beauty’s pomp array ed, 

In beauty’s pioudcst pitch of power, 

And conquest rvon — the budal hour— 

With every charm that w ins the hcait 
By Nature gir cn, enhanced by Ait, 

Could y ct the fair reflection r lew , 

In the bright minor pictured title, 

And not one dimple on her check 
A tell-tale consciousness bespeak? - 
Lives still such maid? — Fair damsels, sar. 
For further r ouches not my lay, 

Sare that such lived in Britain’s isle, 

When Lorn’s blight Edith scorned to snide 

7 But Mo rag, to whose fostering caie 
Proud Lom had given his dauglitei fair, 
Morag, who sarv a mother’s aid 

By all a daughter’s lov c lepaid, 

(Strict was that bond — most kind of all — 
Inviolate in Highland hall — ) 

Gray Morag sate a space apait, 

In Edith’s ey es to read her heart 
In vam the attendants’ fond appeal 
To Morag’s skill, to Morag’s zeal , 

She marked her child receive their caie. 
Cold as the image sculptuied fan, 

(Form of some sainted patroness,) 

Which cloistered maids combine to dress 
She marked — and knew her nursling’s heart 
Ir the v am pomp took little part 
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Wistful n while «-he g-’-'C l— then pr. -*c l 
'1 he maiden to her mi iou< breast 
In finished loveliness— and ltd 
To where a turret's am hem’, 

Blunder ind sleep, and IrtUleu mmvl, 
O’crloohed, dark Mull l tin might S'„n% 
Where thwarting tides, u ph mtt’gleu roar, 
Part thy swirtli hdh from Mnnen^ suun.. 

i “ Daughter,” she s-ud, " thc*e sees behold, 
Round’ twice a hundred islands rolled, 

From Ilirt, tint hears their nortl cm nnt. 
To the green lias’s fertile shore , 

Or mainland turn, where many a tower 
Owns thy bold father’s feudal power, 

Each on its on n dark cape reclined, 

And listening to its own wold wind, 

From where'Mingarry, sternly placed, 
O’erawes the woodland and the waste. 

To where Dunstaffnage hears the raging 
OF Connal with hn rocks engaging 
Think’st thou, amid this ample roun ’, 

A single brow but tlnnc Ins frov ned, 

To sadden this auspicious mom, 

That bids the daughter of high Lorn 
Tmpledge her spousal faith to wed 
The Heir of mighty Somerlcd ? 

Ronald, from many a hero sprung, 

The fair, the valiant, and the young, 

Lord of the Isles, whose lofty name 
A thousand bards have given to fame. 

The mate of monarchs, and allied 
On equal terms with England’s pride — 
From chieftain’s tower to bondsman’s cot, 
Who hears the tale, and triumphs not ? 
The damsel dons her best attire, 

The shepherd lights his beltane fire, 
f°y, Joy ( each warder’s horn hath sung, 
J°J> Joy 1 each matin bell hath rung , 
fhe holy priest says grateful mass, 

Loud shouts each hardy galla glass, 

No mountain den holds outcast boor 
Of heart so dull, of soul so poor, 

But he hath flung his task aside. 

And claimed this mom for holy -tide , 
Vet, empress of this joyful day, 

Edith is sad while all are gay ” 

9 Troud Edith’s soul came to her eye, 
Resentment checked the struggling sigh, 
Her hurrying hand indignant dried 
| burning team of injured pride — 
Morag, forbear 1 or lend thy praise 
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To swell yon hireling Impels’ lays 
Make to y on muds thy boast of pow ei 
Tint they may waste a wondeung hom 
Telling of banners proudly borne, 

Of pealing bell and bugle hom, 

Or, theme more dcai, of mbes of price, 
Crownlets and gnu ds of rare dc\ ice 
But thou, experienced as thou art, 

Think’st thou with these to cheat the heart, 
That, bound m strong affection’s chain, 

Looks for return and looks 111 a am ? 

No ’ sum thine Edith’s avi etched lot, 

In these brief woids — He loses liei not ! 

30 “Debate it not — too long I strore 
To call lus cold observance love, 

All blinded by the league that styled 
Edith of Lorn, — while, yet a child, 

She tripped the heath by Morag’s side,— 

The brarc Lord Ronald’s destined bade 
Ere yet I saw him, while afai 
IIis broadsword blared m Scotland’s war 
Trained to believe oiu fates the same, 
lily bosom throbbed when Ronald’s name 
Came gracing Fame’s heroic tale 
Like perfume on the summer gale 
What pilgrim sought our halls, nor told 
Of Ronald’s deeds in battle bold , 

Who touched the liaip to hcioes’ praise, 

But his achievements swelled the lays? 

Even Morag — not a tale of fame 
Was hers but closed w ith Roland’s name 
lie came 1 and all that had been told 
Of Ins high w orth seemed poor and cold. 
Tame, lifeless, roid of energy, 

Unjust to Ronald and to me 1 

ri “ Since then, wdiat thought had Edith’s heait. 
And gar e not plighted lore its pait ' — 

And what requital ? cold delay — 

Excuse that shunned the spousal day’ — 

It daw 11s, and Ronald is not here 1 — 

Hunts lie Bentulla’s nimble deer, 

Oi loiters lie in secret dell 
To bid some lighter lore farewell 
And sw ear that though he may’ not scorn 
A dauglitei of the House of Loin 
Yet, when these formal rites are o’er, 

Again they meet, to part no more — 

32 — "Hush, daughter, hush 1 thy doubts 1 error e 
Afore nobly think of Ronald’s lor e 
Look, w’here beneath the castle grar 
His fleet unmoor from Aios-bay 1 
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Ihus while the} stioie with wind nncl seas, 
Home onward b} the wnlhng biee/c, 

Lord Ronald’s fleet swept b}, 
Sticamered with silk, and tricked with gold, 
Manned with the noble and the bold 
Of Island elm ah} 

Around their piows the ocean roars. 

And chafes beneath their thousand oars, 

Yet beats them on their wav 
So fumes the w ai -horse in Jns might, 

That field-w ard bears some \ aliant knight. 
Champs till both bit and boss are white, 

But, foaming, must obey 
Oil each gay deck the} might behold 
Lances of steel and crests of gold, 

And hauberks with their burnished fold, 
That shimmered fair and free, 

And each pioud galley, as she passed, 

To the w ild cadence of the blast 
Ga\ e w lldct minstrelsy 
Full many a shrill triumphant note 
Saline and Scallastle bade float 
Their misty shores mound. 

And Monen’s echoes answcied well, 

And Dunrt heard the distant swell 
Come down the darksome Sound 

16 So bore they on with ninth and pude, 

And if that labouring baik they spied, 

’Twas with such idle eye 
As nobles cast on lowly booi, 

When, toiling in his task obscure, 

The} pa-.s him caielcss by 
Let them sw eep on w ith heedless e} es 1 
But, had they know n w hat mighty prize 
In that flail \ cssel lay, 

The famished wolf tint piowds the wold 
Had scathless passed the unguarded fold, 

Eie, diifhng b} these galleys bold, 
Unchallenged w eie her w ay ' 

And thou, I orcl Ronald, sw eep thou on, 

With ninth and pude and mmstiel tone 1 
But hadst thou know n w lio sailed so nigh 
Fai otliei glance were m thine c}e ' 

Fai other flush were on thj biow r . 

That, shaded by the bonnet, now 
Assumes but ill the blithesome cheer 
Of bndegtoom wdien the bride is ne<u i 

17 Yes, sweep they on 1 — We will not lemc, 

For them that triumph, those who griei r 

With that armada gay 
Be mughtei loud and jocund shout, 
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And birds to cheer the nv id rout, 

AN ith talc, romance, and h> , 

And of mid mirth each clamorous art, 
Which, if it cannot cheer the heart, 

May stuptfy and stun its small, 

For one loud bus) (In) 

Yes, sweep they on '—But with that si it! 

Abides the minstrel (ah, 

Where there was diend. of surge and cliff, 
And tod that stmned each smew stiff, 

And one sad Maiden'-- vvil 

18 All day with fruitless strife Urn) toiled, 

With e\c the ebbing cm rents boiled 
More fieice from strait and lahe , 

And imdwa) thiough the clnnntl met 
Conflicting tides that foam and fret, 

And high their mingled billows jet, 

As spears, that, m the battle set. 

Spring upward as lhe\ breal 
1 hen too the lights of c\ e u ere past, 

And louder sung the western blast 
On lochs of Innmmorc, 

Rent was the «ml, and shamed the mast, 
And man) a leak \ as gaping fist, 

And the pale steersman stood aghast, 

And gave the conflict o’er 

19 'Tvvas then that One, whose lofty look 
Nor labour dulled nor teiror shook, 

Thus to the Lendei spoke 
“Brother, how hopest thou to abide 
The fury of this w ddered tide, 

Or how avoid the rock’s rude side, 

Until the day lias broke? 

Didst thou not mark the vessel iccl, 

With quiv enng planks, and groaning keel, 
At the last billow’s shock? 

Yet how of better counsel tell, 

Though here thou seest poor Isabel 
Half-dead with w ant and fear , 

For look on sea, or look on hnd, 

Or yon dark sky, on ever)' hand 
Despair and death aie near 
For hei alone I grieve — on me 
Danger sits light by land and sea, 

I follow where thou w lit , 

Either to hide the tempest’s loui. 

Or wend to yon unfriendly tower, 
w v' sK amu ^ their naval power, 

With, vvar-crj \\ ake their w assail-hour 

And die with hand on lult ” 

SO. That elder Leader’s calm reply 







THE LOUD OF TJ 1 L ISLES * , 467 

In steady a oice av as gia cn, 

“In man’s most dark extremity 
Oft succour dawns fiom IIea\en 
Edwaid, turn thou the shattered sail, 

The helm he mine, and down the gale 
Let our free course he driven , 

So shall ate ’scape the tvcslern hay. 

The hostile fleet, the unequal fray, 

So safely hold our vessel’s as ay 
Beneath the Castle as all , 

For if a hope of safely rest, 

’1 is on the sacred name of guest, 

Who seels for shelter, storm-distressed, 

Withm a chieftain’s hall 

( If not — it best beseems our a\ orth, 

Our name, oui right, our lofty birth. 

By' noble hands to fall ” — 

21 The helm, to his strong am consigned, 

Gaae the reefed sail to meet the asmd. 

And on her altered svny, 

Fieice bounding, forssard sprung the ship, 

Like gres hound starling fiom the slip 
To scire lus fly mg prey. 

Assakcd before the rushing prow, 

The mimic fires of ocean glow. 

Those lightnings of the av aae , 

Wild sparkles crest the broken tides. 

And, flashing round, the aessel’s side. 

With elvish lustre laae, 

Wilde, far behind, their hand light 
To the daik billows of the night 
A gloomy splendour gaa e 
It seems as if old Ocean shakes 
From his dark brow the imd flakes 
In envious pageantry/ 

To match the meteor light that streaks 
Grim Ilccla’s midnight sky 

22 'Nor lacked they steadier light to keep 
Then course upon the darkened deep , — 

Arlomish, on her frowning steep 

Tav ixt cloud and ocean hung, 

Glanced with a thousand lights of glee. 

And landward far, and far to sea, 

Iler festal radiance flung 
By that blithe beacon-light they steeled, 

Whose lustre mingled, well 
With the pale beam that noav appeared 
As the cold Moon her head upreared 
Aboa e the eastern FelL 

23 Thus guided on their course they boic 
Until they neared the mainland shore, 
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Short sheltei m this leeward cicek 
Piompt when the dawn the east shall streak. 
Again to beai awaj ” — 

Answered the Wardei, “ In what name 
Assert ye hospitable claim ? 

"Whence come, 01 whither bound ? 

Hath Erin seen yoiu patting sails? 

Or come je on Nora ejan gales? 

And seek je England’s fertile vales. 

Or Scotland’s mountain-ground?” — 

2 6 “ Wamors — for other title none 
For some bnef space w e list to own, 

Bound by a vow — warriors are we. 

In stnfe by land, and storm by sea, 

We liar e been known to fame 
And these bnef words ha\fe import dew 
When sounded in a noble ear, 

To harbour safe, and friendly cheer, 

Tnat gi\ es us rightful claim 
Grant us the tmial boon we seek, 

And we in other realms will speak 
Fair of jour courtesy, 

Daiy — and be your niggard Hold 
Scorned by the noble and the bold, 

Shunned bj the pilgrim on the w old, 

And wanderer on the lea'” 

27 “Bold stranger, no — ’gainst claim like thine 
No bolt ie\ oh es by hand of mine 
Though urged m tone that more expressed 
A monarch than a suppliant guest 

Be what je will, Artormsh Hall 
On tins glad e\ e is free to all 
Though j e had draw n a hostile sw ord 
’Gainst our great ally, England’s Lord, 

Or mail upon your skouldei-. borne, 

To battle w ith the Loid of Lorn, 

Or, outlaw ed, dwelt by greenw ood tree 
With the fierce Knight of Ellerslie, 

Or aided e\ en the murderous slnfe 
Wien Coni} n fell beneath the knife 
Of that fell homicide The Bruce, 

This night had been a teim of trace. — 

Ho, aassals 1 gi\ e these guests jour care, 

And show the narrow postern stair ” — 

°S To land these tw o bold brethren leapt, 

(The w earj crew their \ essel kept) 

And, lighted bj* the torches’ flare, 

That seaward flung their smohj glare, 

The jcunger knight that maiden bare 
Half lifeless up the lock ; 

On his strong shoulder leaned her head. 
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And down her long daik tresses shed, 

As the wild une, m tendrils spread, 

Droops from the mountain oak 
Him followed close that elder Lord, 

And m Ins hand a sheathed sword, 

Such as feu arms could wield , 

But when he bound him to such lash, 

Well could it clea\e the strongest casque, 
And rend the surest shield 

29 The raised portcullis’ arch they pass, 

The wicket with its bars of brass, 

The entrance long and low, 

Flanked at each turn by loop holes strait, 
Where bowmen might m ambush wait, 

(If force or fraud should burst tbc gate,) 

To gall an entering foe 
But every jealous post of ward 
Was now defenceless and unbarred, 

And all the passage free 
To one low-browed and vaulted room, 
Where squire and j eoman, page and grooir 
Plied their loud icaelv) 

30 And, “ Rest ye here,” the Warder bade, 
“Till to our Lord youi suit is said — 

And, comrades, gaze not on the maid, 

And on these men who ask our aid, 

As if yo ne’er had seen 
A damsel tired of midnight bark, 

Or wanderers of a moulding stark, 

And bearing martial mien ” — 

But not for Eaclun’s reproof 
Would page or vassal stand aloof, 

But crowded on to stave, 

As men of courtesj untaught, 

Till fiery Edw ard roughly caught. 

From one the foremost theie, 

His chequered plaid, and m its shroud, 

To hide her from the vulgar crowd, 
Imohed his sistei fair 
His brothei, as the clansman bent 
IIis sullen brow' in discontent, 

\ Made brief and stem excuse , — 

“Vassal, were thine the cloak of pall 
That decks thy Lord m bridal halt, 

’Twere honoured by her use ” — 

31 Froud was his tone, but calm , his eye 
Had that compelling dignity, 

, s ,F" en that bearing hauglit and high 
which common spirits fear ; 

Needed nor w ord nor signal moi e, 

Nod, w ink, «md laughter, all were o’er % 
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Upon each othu back they boie, 

And gazed like startled deer 
But now appealed the Seneschal, 
Commissioned by his lord to call 
The strangeis to the Baron s hall, 
Where feasted fan and free 
1 lnt Island Prmce in nuptial tide, 
With Edith theie his lo\ely bride, 

And her bold brother by her side,- 
And many a chief, the flower and pride 
Of Western land and sea 

Here pause we, gentles, foi a space ; 
And, if our tale hath won your grace, 
Grant us brief patience, and again 
We will lenew the minstrel strain 


CAN 10 SECOND 

i Fill the bright goblet, spicad the festive board 1 
Summon the gay, the noble, and the fan ' 
Through the loud hall in jojous concert poured, 
Let mirth and music sound the dirge of Cnie 1 
But ask tliou not if Happiness be theie, 

If the loud laugh disguise convulsn e thioc, 

Or if the brow the heart’s true In ery wear , 

Lift not the festal mask 1 — enough to knou, 

No scene of nioital life but teems with moital noe 

2 With bcakeis’ clang, Math harpers’ lay, 

With all that olden time deemed gay, 

The Island Chieftain feasted high , 

But there Mas m his doubled eje 

A gloomy file, and on his blow 
Now sudden flushed, and faded non', 

Emotions such as dran r then birth 
From deeper source than festal ninth 
By fits he paused, and harper s strain 
And jestei’s tale uent round m vain, 

Oi fell but on his idle ear 
Like distant sounds which dreamers hear 
Then Mould he rouse him, and employ 
Each art to aid the clamorous joy, 

And call foi pledge and la}, 

And, for brief space, of all the cron d. 

As he m as loudest of the loud. 

Seem gajest of the gaj 

3 Yet nought amiss the bndal throng 
Marked in brief mirth, or musing long 
The 'vacant biov. , the unlistening ear, 

They ga\e to thoughts of raptures near. 

And his fierce starts of sudden glee 
Seemed bursts of bridegroom's ccstas} 
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Nor thus alone misjudged the croud 
Since loftj Long suspicious, prourl 
Ancl jealous of his honoured line, 

And tint 3- een hmght, De Argentine, 

(From England sent on errand high. 

The v. astern league more firm to tie,) 

Both deemed in Ronald’s mood to find 
A loi er's transport-troubled mind 
But one sad heart, one tearful eye, 

Pierced deeper through the m\ -fen’, 

And watched, with agony and fear, 

Her wayward bridegroom’s aatied clmer 

She watched — yet feared to meet his glanc~. 
And he shunned heis , — till when by ciuance 
They met, the pemt of foeman’s lance 
Had gn en a milder pang 1 
Beneath the intolerable smart 
He wnthed , — then sternly manned lm heart 
To play lus hard hut destined part. 

And from the table sprang 
“ Fill me tlie mighty cup he said, 

“Erst owmed by roy’al feomerled 
Fill it, till on the studded bnm 
In burning gold the bubbles swim, 

And e\ ery gem of varied slime 
Glow doubly bright m iosv avine 1 
To you, bruie lord, and brother nunc, 

Of Lorn, this pledge I drnk — 

The union of Our House w ith thine, 

By this fair bndal-hnk — 


“ Let it pass round 1 ” quoth lie of Lorn 
“ And in good time — that winded horn 
Must of the Abbot tell , 

The laggard monk is come at last ” — 

Lord Ronald heard the bugle blast, 

And on the floor at landom cast, 

TSie untasted goblet fell 
But when the Warder m his ear 
Tells other new % Ins blither cheer 
Returns like sun of May, 

When thiough a thunder cloud it beams r- 
Lord of two hundred isles, he seems 
As glad of bnef delay 
As some poor criminal might feel, 

When from the gibbet or the wheel 
Respited for a day 

6 “Brother of Lorn,” with burned a oice 
He said, And you, fair lords, rejoice 1 
Here, to augment our glee. 

Come wnndeiing knights from travel fai, 
\\ ell proved, they say, m slnfe of war, ' 
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And tempest on the sea — 

Ho * g.ie than "t \ nur boanl such place 
As bat their presence .-cam to gmee, 

And lii-t than \ eleoinc ftee 1 ’ — 

With solemn step, .and siUcr wind, 

The Seneschal tlie presence scanned 
Of fhc-e sirnrge guests * nnd well he knew 
How to assign then rmk us due; 

Tor, though the co-tly fur-. 

Tint erst Ind decked their caps w eie torn 
And then giv robes wot ovci-woin 
And soded their gilded spurs 
Yet such a high commanding gt.ace 
Was m Uieu mien and in thur face, 

As suited best the princely dm, 

And royal canopy , 

And there he maishallcd them their phcc, 
First of that company. 

7 Then lords and lathes spake aside, ' 

And angry looks the error chide 
1 hat ga\ e to guests unnamed, unknown 
A place so ncai their punce’s throne , 

But On cn Fanlight said, 

“For forh sears a seneschal, 

To marshal guests m Inner and hall 
lies been my honouied trade 
Worship and bu’h to me are known, 

B} look, by bearing, and by tone, 

Not by furred robe or broidered zone 
And ’gainst an open bongh 
I'll gage my sth cr w and of state. 

That these three strangers oft hare sate 
In lughci place than non ” — 

S “I, too,” the aged Ferranti said, 

“ Am qualified by lnin-b-d trade 
Of rank and place to tell — 

Marked y e the y ounger strangci s cy e. 

My mates, how quick, how keen how high, 
lion fierce its Hashes fell, 

Glanung among the festal rout 
As if to seek the noblest out, 

Because the owner might not brook 
On any sure Ins peers to look? 

And y et it mot es me more. 

Tint steady, calm, majestic brow, 

With wl ich the eldei chief es en now 
Scanned the gay pie^ence o’ei , 

Like Being of supenoi kind, 

In whose high toned impartial mind 
Degiees of moital rmk and state 
Seem objects of mdiflerent w eight 
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The lady too— though closely tied 
The mantle sell both face and eye, 

Her motions’ grace it could not hide, ^ 

Nor cloud her form’s fan symmetry ’ — 

9 Suspicious doubt and lordly scom 
Loured on the haughty front of Lorn 
From underneath Ins brows of pride, 

The stranger guests he sternly eyed. 

And wlnspcicd closely what the car 
Of Argentine alone might hear , 

1 hen questioned, high and brief. 

If, m their voyage, aught they knew 
Of the rebellious Scottish crew, 

Who to Hath -I'rm’s shelter drew, 

With Carrick’s out-law cd Chief? 

And if, their vv inter’s exile o’er, 

They harboured still by Ulsler’s'shore, 

Or launched their galley s on the mam, 

To vex tlieir native land again? 

10 That younger stranger, fierce and high, 

At once confronts the Chieftain’s eye 

With look of equal scorn — 

“Of rebels liav ewe nought to show , 

But if of Roy al Bruce thou’dst know, 

I warn thee he has sworn, 

Ere thrice three day s shall come and go. 

His banner Scottish winds shall blow. 
Despite each mean or mighty foe, 

From England’s every bill and bow. 

To Allaster of Lorn ” — 

Kindled the mountain Chieftavn’s ire. 

But Ronald quenched the nsmg fne ; 
“Brotliei, it bcttei suits the time 
To chase the night with Ferrand’s rhyme, 
Than wake, ’midst mirth and wine, the jars 
That flow from these unhappy wars ” — 
“Content,” said Lorn , and spoke apart 
With Fen and, master oflus art 
Then whispered Argentine, — 

“ The lay I named w ill carry smart 
To these bold sti angers’ haughty heart 
If right this guess of mine • — 

He ceased, and it w as silence all. 

Until the Minstrel w ahed the hall 

Tim Broocu or Lor,, 

II “ Whence the brooch of burning gold, 
That clasps the Clueftam’s mantle fold 
v, rought and chased w ith rare device, 
otuckkd fair with gems of puce, 

Dn the varied tartans beaming. 
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As, thiough night’s pale rainbow gleaming'} 
Fainter now, now seen afar, 

Fitful slimes the northern stai ? 

“Gem 1 ne’er wrought on Highland mountain. 
Did the fnuy of the fountain, 

Or the mermaid of the wave, 

Frame thee m some coial caae? 

Did m Iceland’s darksome mine 
DwaiFs sum th hands thy metal tv, me ? 

Or, mortal-moulded, comest thou here, 

From England’s lore, or France’s fear ? 

12 “No 1 — thy splendours nothing tell 
Foreign art or faery spell 
Moulded thou for monarch’s use. 

By the over-weenmg Bruce, 

"When the loyal robe lie tied 

O’er a heart of wrath and pride , 

Thence m triumph wert thou torn. 

By the victor hand of Lorn 1 

“While the gem was non and lost 
Widely was the war-cry tossed 1 
Rung aloud Bendounsh Fell, 

Answered Douchart’s sounding dell. 

Fled the deer fiom wild Teyntmim, 

When the homicide, o’ercome, 

Hardly ’scaped with scath and scom. 

Left the pledge \\ ith conquering Lorn ' 

13 " Vam Was then the Douglas, brand. 

Vain the Campbell’s a aunled hand, 

Vam Kirkpatrick's bloody dirk. 

Making sure of murder’s u ork , 

Barendown fled fast away. 

Fled the fiery De la Haj e. 

When this brooch, triumphant borne, 

Beamed upon the breast of Lom 

“ Farthest fled its former Lord 
Left his men to biaud and chord, 

Bloody brand of Highland steel, 

English gibbet, axe, and wheel 
Let lum fly from coast to coast, 

Dogged by Comyn’s vengeful gliosf 
While his spoils, m triumph worn, 

Long shall grace victorious Lorn 1 ” — 

t. As glares the tigd on Ius foes, 

Hemmed in by hunters, spears, and bows. 

And, ere he bounds upon the ung. 

Selects the object of lus spring, — 

Now on the bard, now on his Loid, 

So Edv arc! glared and grasped his su onl— 
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But stein Ills brother spot e t — ’ “ Be s' ill 
WTnt i art thou yet so wild of .sill, 

After high deeds rrd tuffeimgs lung, 

To chafe thee for is menial’s song?— 

Well hast thou framed, Old Man, tb, attains. 
To praise the hand that pa, s lliy ] ams \ 

Yet something might thy -ong hast tfhl 
Of Lon*'’ three aa c sals true and bold, 

AVI 10 rent tlicir Lord from Bruce’s hoi 1, 

As underneath Ins 1 net he la.,, 

And died to sa\ c him in the fray 
1\ c heard the Bruce’s cioal and clasp 
AYas clenched within their thing grvp, 

AA hat time a hundred foctnen more 
Rushed m and back tbc victor boie. 

Long after Lorn had left tbc arife, 

Full gb>d to ’scape with limb anl life — 
Enough of this — And, Minstrel, hob!. 

As minstrel lure, this chain of gold, 
lor future lays a fair excuse 
To speak move nobly of the Brace 

15 “Now, by Columba’s shrine, I sw ear 
And c\ ery saint that's buned there, 

’ 1 is he himself 1” Lorn sternly crio, 

“ And for my kinsman’s death he dies. ’ — 
As loudly' Ronald calls — “ Forbear ' 

Not m my sight w hilc brand 1 v car, 
O’crmatchcd by odds, shall warrior fall. 

Or blood of sti anger stam my hall t 
This ancient fortress of my race 
Shall be misfortune’s resting-place, 

Shelter and shield of the distres-ed, 

No slaughter-house for shipw itched g >est 
“Talk not to me,” fierce Lorn replied, 

“Of odds m match ! — when. Comyn died 
Three daggers clashed within Ins side ' 

Talk not to me of sliclteung hall, 

The Church of God saw Comyn fall » 

On God’s own altar streamed his blood, 
AYhile o’ci my prostrate kinsman stood 
The ruthless muiderer — e’en as now — 
AVith armed hand and scornful brow • — 
Lp, all who love me 1 blow on blow 1 
And lay the outlawed felons low •’ — 


1 6 Then up sprung many a mainland Lord, 
Obedient to their Chieftain’s word 
Barcaltlme's arm is high m air 
And Kmloch Allme’s blade is bare, 

Black Murthoh’x dirk has left its sheath. 
And clenched ,s Dermid’s hand of death 
Their muHeied threats of vengtanct swell 
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Into a wild and wailike y ell , 

Onwaid they press with weapons high, 
The affrighted females shriek and fly, 

And, Scotland, then thy brightest ray 
Had darkened eie its noon of day, 

But every chief of bnth and fame, 

That from the Isles of Ocean came, 

At Ronald’s side that horn w ithstood 
Fierce Lorn’s lelentless thirst for blood 

17 Brave Torcuil fiom Dunvegan high 
Lord of the misty hills of Skye, 

Mac-Niel, wald Bara’s ancient thane, 
Duart, of bold Clan Gillian’s strain, 
Feigns, of Canna’s castled bay, 
Mac-Duffith, Lord of Colonsay, 

Soon as they saw the broadswords glance. 
With ready weapons rose at once, 

More prompt, that many an ancient feud 
Full oft s ippressed, full oft renewed, 
Gioweci ’twixt the chieftains of Aigyi’e, 
And many a lord of ocean’s isle 
Wild was the scene — each swoid was baie, 
Back streamed each chieftain’s shaggy hair, 
In gloomy opposition set, 

Eyes, hands, and brandished w capons met 
Blue gleaming o’er the social board, 
Flashed to the torches many a sword , 

And soon those bndal lights may shine 
On purple blood for rosy w me 

IS While thus foi blow's and death piepaied, 
Each heart v r as up, each w eapon bared 
Each foot advanced, — a surly pause 
Still leverenced hospitable laws 
ii.ll menaced -violence, but alike 
Reluctant each the first to strike, 

(For aye accursed in minstrel line 
Is he who biawls ’mid song and w me, 

And, matched m numbers and 111 might, 
Doubtful and desperate seemed the fight ) 
Thus threat and murmur died away. 

Till on the crowded hall tlieie lay 
Such silence as the deadly still. 

Ere bmsts the tliundci on the hill 
With blade ad\ anced, each Chieftain bold 
Showed like the Swoider’s form of old, 

As w anting still the torch of life, 

To wake the marble into strife 

19 That awful pause the stranger maid, 

And Edith, se zed to pra) for aid 
As to Dc Argentine they clung, 

Away lie’- veil the strungei flung 
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And, Ion cl 5 ' ’mid her v jW dc*PW 

Fast streamed Iter ere-, wide flowed her 1 air 

“ 0 ihou, of 1 night hood once the flower. 

Sure refuge in dist'e* sfiil hour, 

Thou, who in Judah v el! lrut fought 
for our clear faith, and oft li td sought 
Renown m I nightly tvercise, 

V» hen tint poor hard has dc-’.’t the pure, 

Say, can thy t -oul of honour brook 
On the uni qw vl strife to loot , t 

M hen hutchcrcd thus m peaceful halt. 

Those once thy friends, my brethren, fail 1 
To Argentine she turned her , ord, 

But her eye sought the Island Lo'd 
A (lush like evening’s satin” flame 
Glowed on lus cheek , In hire!} frame 
As with a bncf convulsion shook* 

W ith hunied voice and cagei look,— 

“ Fear not,” he said, ** m> Isabel ’ 

What said I — Edith ! — all is well — 

Is a), fear not — I wall well provide 
The safety of my lovely bride — 

My bride?” — but tliete the accents clung 
In tremor to lus faltering tongue 

o Now rose De Argentine, to claim 
The prisoners in his sovereign's name, 
lo England's crown, who, vassals sv oru, 
'Gainst their hege lord had weapon home — 
(Such speech, 1 ween, was hut to hide 
Ilts care their safetv to prov lde , 

For knight more true m thought and dee-1 
Than Argentine ne’er spurred a : teed) — 

And Ronald, who Ins meaning guessed, 
Seemed half to sanction the request 
Tins pm pose fiery lorquil broke 
“ Somewhat wc'v e heard of England s yol c. 
He said, “and, m our islands, Fame 
Hath whispered of a lawful claim, 

That calls the Bruce fair Scotland's I ord, 
Though dispossessed by foreign sword 
1 his crav es reflection— hut though right. 

And just the charge of England’s Knight, 

Let England’s crown her lebels seize, 

Where she has powet m tovvcis like these, 
Midst Scottish Chieftains summoned here 
do bridal mirth and budal cheer, 

Be sure, w ith no consent of mine, 

“had either lomor Argentine 
With chains or violence, in our sight, 
Oppress a brav e and banished knight ” — 

Then vvakt-d the w ild debate again. 


21 
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With brawling tin eat and clamour vain 
Vassals and menials, thronging m. 

Lent their brute lage to swell the dm , 

When, far and wade, a bugle-clang 
Fiom the daik ocean upw ard lang 

“ The Abbot comes 1 ” they ciy at once, 
“The holy man, whose fa\ouied glance 
Hath sainted visions know n , 

Angels have met him on the w ay, 

Beside the blessed mart) rs’ bay, 

And by Columba’s stone 
His monks have heard their hymmngs high 
Sound from the summit of Dun-Y, 

To cheer his penance lone, 

When at each cross, on gnth and wold, 

(Their number thrice a liundied-fold,) 

His prayer he made, Ins beads he told, 

With Aves many a one — 

He comes our feuds to reconcile, 

A sainted man from sainted isle , - 
We wall his holy doom abide, 

The Abbot shall our strife decide.” — 

22 Scaicely this fair accord was o’er, 

When through the w ide-rev olvmg door 

The black-stoled luetluen wind , 

Twelve sandalled monks, who lelics bore 
With many a torcli-bearcr before, 

And many a cross behind 
Then sunk each fieice up-lifted hand. 

And dagger bright and flashing brand 
Dropped sw lftly at the sight , 

They vanished from the churchman’s e>e, 

As shooting stais, that glance and die, 

Dart from the vault of night 

23 The Abbot on the thieshold stood, 

And in his hand the holy rood , 

Back on his sliouldeis flowed Ins hood, 

The torches’ glaring ray 
Show ed, m its red and flashing lignt, 

His withered cheek and amice while, 

His blue eye glistening cold and bright, 

His tresses scant and gray 
“Fair Louis,” he said, “Our Lad)’s love, 

And peace be with )ou fiom above, 

And Benedicite 1 — 

— But what means this? no peace is Lei~ 1 — 
Do dirks unsheathed suit bridal chccr? 

Or are these naked brands 
A seemly show for Churchman’s sight 
\fhen he comes summoned to unite 
Betrothed hearts and hands?” 
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24 1 hen, cloaking Icdt ith heV A > 

Proud I n» fir-t an rw curt the ppp^i 
“'ilioii comcst, O hoi) Mum 
Irue sons of ble i ed church to 'jf* vl. 

But little deeming here to tutu, 

A wretch beneath the Inn 
Of Pope mid Church, for murder dmi; 

Even on the sacred ahnr ‘-ton" i— 

Well mij'-t thou wonder ue *-h«i M ’ not/ 
Such miscreant litre, nor 1 ij him loi , 

Or dream of guctmg price, or truce 
With excomnmmt tied Ihiict ’ 

Ycl well 1 grant, to trul deb'da, 

Thy sainted \oicc decide Ins fitt ” — 

25 Then Ronald pled the strumei’t cm-ra. 

And knighthood », oi'h md honour ‘ Hus , 
And Isabel, on bended knee, 

Brought projers mid tears to hick the plci , 
And f dith lent her generous md, 

And wept, mid Lorn for i«eie\ prnjcd 
“lluice,” he c'clanncd, “dcrcntrUt imm 
Wns’t not enough to Ronald’s hot er 
I brought thee. Id e a paramo‘1". 

Or bond-mmd m lici master s gate, 

His careless cold appro-’ch to v mt ?— 

But the bold Loul of Cumberland 
I he gallant Clifford, seeks thj hand , 

His it shall be — Na\, no reply 1 
Hence 1 till those lcbcl ejes Le drj ” 

With grief the Abbot heard and saw , 

Ycl nought relaxed his brow of awe 


Then Argentine, 111 England's name, 

So highly urged his sovereign’s claim. 

He w abed a spark, that, long suppressed 
Had smouldered m Lord Ronald'-, bicast 
And non , as from the flint the fire, 

Flashed forth at once Ins generous ire — 
“Enough of noble blood,” he said, 

“ By English Edu ard had been shed, 
bince matchless W allace first had been 
In mockery crowned with wreaths of greet', 
And done to death In felon hand 
1 ‘ol guarding well his father’s land 
"IVlierc’s Nigel Brace ? and De la Have, 
And valiant Seton — where are the) ? 

5 S°mcn die, the kind and free ? 

And Fraser, flowei of chmlrv > 

1 ave thej not been on gibbet bounu, 

&r,Ti q ^ Ucrs , fllTO S to hawk and hound, 
And hold we hcie a cold debate 
o yie cl moie victims to then fetch 






7 HE LORD OR TILE ISLES 481 

Wlnt 1 can the English Leopard’s mood 
Nev ei be gorged w ltli northern blood? 

Was not the life of Athole shed 
lo soothe the tyi nit’s sickened bed? 

And must lus w oid, at dying day, 

Be nought but quarter, hang, and slay 1 — 

Ihou fiown’st, De Aigentme, — My gage 
Is prompt to pro\ e the strife I w age 

27 “ N01 deem/’ said stout Dnm cgan’s knight 
“ 1 hat thou slialt bine alone the fight 1 
By saints of isle and mainland both, 

By Woden wild, (my grnndsne’s oath,) 

Let Rome and England do their aiorst, 

I low e’er attainted 01 accitised, 

If Biuce shall e’er find fuends again, 

Once moie to brave a battle- plain, 

If Douglas couch again 1 ns lance, 

Oi Randolph dare another chance, 

Old Torquil w ill not be to lack 
With t\\ ice a thousand at his back — 

Nay, chafe not at my bearing bold, 

Good Abbot > for tliou knovv’st of old, 

Torqml’s rude thought and stubborn vv ill 
Smack of the v\ lid -Norw egian still , 

Koi mil I barter Freedom’s cause 

For England’s wealth, or Rome’s applause ” — • 

2S 1 he Abbot seemed w 1th ey e sev ere 
The hardy Chieftain’s speech to heai , 

Then on the monarch turned the Monk. 

But l\\ ice Ins courage came and sunk, 

Confionted v\ ltli the hero’s look , 

Tw ice fell lus eye, his accents shook , 

At length, resolved m tone and biovv, 

Sternly' he questioned him — “And thou. 

Unhappy' 1 what hast thou to plead, 

Why I denounce not 011 thy deed 
That awful doom which canons tell 
Shuts paradise, and opens hell , 

Anathema of power so dread 
It blends the living with the dead, 

Bids each good angel soar aw ay , 

And every ill one claim his piey , 

Expels thee fiom the church s care. 

And deafens Heaven against thy prayer. 

Arms ev ery hand against tliy' life, 

Bans all who aid thee m the strife 
Kayy each w'liose succour, cold and scant 
With meanest alms relieves thy want, 

Haunts thee while living, — and, when cead 
Dwells on lliv yet devoted head, 

Reuds Honour’s scutcheon from thy nenrse 2 It 
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Stills o’er thy lner the holy verse, 

And spin ns thy corpse from hallowed ground, 
Flung like vile camon to the hound 1 
Such is the dire and desperate doom, 

For sacrilege decreed by Home, 

And such the veil dcsened meed 
Of thine unhallowed, ruthless deed ” — 

« Abbot !” the Bruce replied, “thy charge 

It boots not to dispute at large 

This much, howe’er, I bid thee know, 

No selfish a engcance dealt the blow, 

For Comyn died lus country’s foe 

Nor blame I friends whose ill-timed speed 

Fulfilled my soon repented deed, 

Nor censure those from whose stern tongue 
The dire anathema has rung 
I only blame mine own wild ire, 

By Scotland’s avrongs incensed to fire 
Heaacn knows my purpose to atone, 

Far as I may, the evil done, 

And hears a penitent’s appeal 
From papal curse and prelate’s zeal 
My first and dearest task achieved, 

Fair Scotland from her thrall rcbeaod, 

Shall many a priest in cope and stole 
Say requiem for Red Comym’s soul, 

While I the blessed cross ad\ ance, 

And expiate this unhappy chance, 

In Palestine, w ith sw ord and lance 

But, while content the church should know 

hly conscience owais the debt I ow r e, 

Unto De Argentine and Lorn 
The name of traitor I return, 

Bid them defiance stem and high, 

And gi\e them in their throats the be 1 
These brief words spoke, I speak no moie 
Do what thou wilt , my shrift is o'er” 


3t 


Like man by prodigy amazed. 

Upon the King the Abbot gazed , 

Then o’er his pallid features glance 
Convulsions of ecstatic trance 
His breathing came more thick and fast, 
And from Ins pale blue ey es avere cast 
Strange rays of wild and wandering light , 
Uprise his locks of silver white. 

Flushed is lus brow , through every' a cm 
In azure tide the currents strain, 

And undistinguished accents broke 
i tie awful silence ere he spoke — 

“De Bruce! I lose with purpose dread 
10 speak my curse upon thy head. 
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Aivl gnc thee a* an outcast o’er 
To I,im who bums to shed thy gore , — 

But, hhe the Mtdnntlc of old, 

Who stood on Tbphnii, Item’s tn»coiUro]Ied, 

I feel within mine aged Ireast 
A ]Hn\ cr that \\ ill not be repicssed 
It ptompts ray latcc, it srelis niv \cins, 

It burns, u mi Mem, it constrains 1 — 

Pc l)i ace, tin s-icrdcgicius blow 
Hath at Godk, attar ihain thy foe 

0 er-nastcied yci by hmh behest, 

I blc-s thee, and thou shdt be ble-t 1” — 

He 'poke, and o’er the .astonished throng 
Was silence, nv fut, deep, nntl long 

Again that light has fired his eye. 

Again his form swell, bold and high, 

The brol tn \oirc of age is gone, 

’1 ts -vigorous manhood’s lofty tone — 

"'1 mace \anqimhed on the battle-plain, 

Ihy followers slaughtered, fieri, or ta’cn, 

A hunted anducr on the w iki, 

On foreign shores a man exiled, 

Disowned, desetted, and distre,scd, 

1 bless thee, and thou dialt he blessed , 
Blessed in the hall and in the field, 

Under the mantle as the shield 
Aicngci of thy country’s shame, 

Restorer of her injured fame, 

Blessed m thy sceptre and thy sword, 

Pe Bruce, fair Scotland’s rightful Lord, 
Blessed m lhy r deeds ami m thy fame, 

W hat lengthened honours wait thy name ) 

In distant ages, sire to son 
Shall tell thy tale of freedom won, 

And teach Ins mfantc, in the me 
Of eaihcst speech, to falter Brace 
Go, then, 'triumphant 1 sweep along 
Thy course, the theme of many a song • 

I lie Bow ci, whose dictates swell my bteast, 
Hath blessed tlice and thou shalt be blessed ! — 
Enough — my’ short-hi cd strength decays, 

And sinks the momentary blaze — 
llcascn hath our destined purpose bioke, 

Kot hcie must nuptial sow be spoke , 

Bictlircn, our errand here is o’er, 

Our task discharged — Unmoor, unmoor — 
IBs pnests received the exhausted Monk, 

As breathless in their aims lie sunk 
Punctual his orders to obey’, 

The tiam icfused all longer stay. 

Embarked, raised sail, and boic away 
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i V \si thou not mi! ed, when o er Ois Marital head 

Sudden and deep the thunder-peal lm i oiled, 
lion, when its echoes fell, a 'donee deed 

Sunk on the wood, the mcadov , and the wont? 

The lye-grass shat ei not on the sod-built fob), 

1 ho rustling '’"pen'*: leaves arc mute and still, 

Ihe will (lower waves not on the tinned Hold, 

I >11, jvuinvn ring distant first, then ncnr and shrill, 

I he savage whirlw tntl wakes, and si, ceps the gunning Inti 

2 \rlormsh 1 such a --dence sunk 
Upon thy hills, i hen that gray Monk 

IIis prophet -speech had spot t , 

And Ins ohedicnt brethren’s sail 
Was stretched to meet the southern gale 
Befoic a whisper woke 
Then uiurmuung sounds of douht and fear, 

Close poured m many an ansious car, 

Die solemn stillness broke ; 

And still the) gazed w ith eager guess, 

\\ here, m an oriel’s deep rteess, 

The Island Prince seemed bent to press 
What Lorn, by his impatient cheet, 

And gesture fierce, scaicc deigned to hear 

3 Starting at length w ith frowning lool , 

IIis hand lie clenched, Ins head he shool , 

And sternly flung apart , — 

“ And deem’st thou roe so mean of roood 
As to forget the mortal feud, 

And clasp the hand with blood cmbnicd 
I rom my dear Kinsman’s heal t •" 

Is this thy rede? — a due return 
l or ancient league and friendship sw oni > 

But well our mountain proverb shows . 

I he faith of Islesmcn ebbs and flow v 

Be it c\cn so — believe, eic long, 

lie that now bears shall wreak the wrong — 

Call Edith — call the Maul of Lorn * 

My sistei, slaves i— for fmther scorn, 

Be suic nor she nor I w ill stay — 

Away, Dc Argentine, away' 

We nor ally nor hi other knou 
In Bruce’s friend, or England’s foe ” — 

4 But who the Chieftain’s lage can tell. 

When, sought from low est dungeon cell 
To highest tower the castle round, 

„° Lady Edith was there found ' 

lie shouted, “Falsehood ' — treachery * — 

Kev enge and blood 1 — a lordly meed 
1 o Iron tint w ill avenge the deed > 

A Baton s lands ' ” — II it, fiantic mood 
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Was scarcely by the news w itlislood 
That Morag shared lus sister’s flight, 

And that, m hnrrj of the night, 

’Scaped noteless, and without lcrnark, 

Two strangers sought the Abbot’s bark — 

“Man c\ cry galley ' — fly — pursue 1 
The priest his ticacliery sliall me 1 
Ay, and the time shall quickly come, 

When we shall heai the thanks that Rome 
Will pay 1ns feigned piopliecj 1 ” — 

Such was fierce Lorn’s indignant ciy 
And Connac Doil m haste obej ed, 

Hoisted his sad, Ins anchor weighed, 

(For, glad of each pretevt for spoil, 

A pirate sworn was Connac Dod ) 

But others, hngenng, spoke apart, — 

“Hie Maid has given her maiden heail 
To Ronald of the Isles, 

And, feaiful lest her brother’s avoid 
Bestow her on that English Loid, 

She seeks Iona’s piles, 

And wisely deems it best to dwell 
A votaicss in the holy cell, 

Until these feuds, so fierce and fell, 

The Abbot reconciles ” — 

5 As, impotent of ire, the hall 
Echoed to Lorn’s impatient call, 

“ My horse, my mantle, and my tram * 

Let none who honours Lorn lemain 1 ” — 

Couiteous, but stem, a bold request 
To Bruce Dc Aigcntme addiessed 
“ Lord Earl,” he said, — “ I cannot cliuse 
But yield such title to the Bmce, 

1 hough name and earldom both ai c gone, 

Since he biaced icbel’s armoui on - 
But, Eau or Seif — aide pin use was thine 
Of late, and launched at Aigcntme , 

Such as compels me to demand ’ 

Redress of honour at thy hand 
We need not to each other tell 
That both can wield their w eapons w ell , 

1 hen do me but the soldier grace, 

This glove upon thy helm to place 
Where we may meet in fight , 

And I w ill say, as still I’v e said, 

1 hough by ambition fai misled, 

Thou ait a noble knight - 

6 ‘ And I,” the princely Bmce rcplied, 

‘Might teim it stain on knighthood’s pude 
That the blight sword of Aigcntme 
Should in alynnt’s quauel slime , — 
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But, for jour brave request, 

Be sure the honoured pledge jou gav c 
In e\crj battle-field shall wave 
Upon my hclmet-ciest , 

Believe, that if nij hasty tongue 

Hath done thmc honour causeless v, rong, 

It shall be w ell rcdiesscd 
Not dearer to my soul was glove, 

Bestowed in jouth by lady’s love, 

Than this which thou hast given ! 

1 bus, then, my noble foe I greet , 

Health and high fortune till me meet, 

And then— what pleases Heaven ”~ 

7 11ms parted the) — for now, with sound 
Like was es rolled back from rod.} ground, 
The friends of Lorn ictire , 

Uuch mainland chieftain, with Jus tram, 
Draws to Ins mountain towers again, 
Pondering how mortal schemes pros e a am, 
And mortal hopes c\pire 
But through the castle double guard, 

By Ronald’s charge, kept wakeful waul, 
IVicket and gate were trehlj baned, 

By beam and bolt and chain , 

Then of the guests, m courteous sort, 

He piajed excuse foi ninth broke slioit, 
And bade them in Artormsh fort 
In confidence remain 
Now torch and menial tendance led 
Chieftain and knight to bow ci and bed, 
And beads were told, and axes said, 

And soon thej sunk aw ay 
In'o such sleep as wont to shed 
Oblivion on the weary head, 

After a toilsome da) 

8 But soon up-roused, the 'Monarch cncd 
1 o Eclw ard slumbering by his side, 
“Awake, oi sleep for aje 1 
Then now theie jarrecl a seciet door— 

A taper light gleams on the floor — 

Up, Edwaul, up, I saj > 

Some one glides in like midnight ghost — 
—Nay, strike not > ’tis our noble Host 
Ad\ ancmg then his taper's flame, 

Ronald stept forth, and w ith him came 
I) unvegan’s chief— each bent the knee 
lo Bruce, m sign of fealtj, 

proffcied him his swoul, 

And hailed him in a monarch’s style, 
king of mainland and of isle, 

And Scotland’s lightful lord 
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‘ And 0 ,” said Ronald, “ Owned of Heaven ' 
Say, is my erring youth forgnen, 

By falsehood’s arts fiom duty driven, 

Who rebel falchion dievv, 

Yet ever to thy deeds of fame, 

Even while I strove against thy claim 
Paid homage just and true?" — 

“Alas * deal }outh, the unhappy time,” 
Answered the Brace, “must bear the crime. 
Since, guiltier far than you. 

Even I" — he paused , for Falknk's woes 

Upon his conscious soul arose 

Hie Chieftain to his breast he pressed, 

And in a sigh concealed the lest 

9 Ihey pioffeied aul, by aims and might, 

To repossess him in his right , 

But vv ell their counsels must be vv eighed. 

Ere banners raised and musters made, 

For English hire and Lorn’s intrigues 
Bound many chiefs 111 southern leagues 
In answei, Brace his purpose bold 
To his new vassals frankly«,told — 

“The winter worn m exile o’ei, 

I longed for Caruck’s kindred shoic 
I thought upon my native Ayi, 

And longed to see the burly faie 
That Clifford makes, whose lordly call 
Now echoes through my father’s hall 
But fust my course to Arran led, 

Wheie valiant Lennox galheis head, 

And on the sea, by tempest tossed, 

Our barks dispersed, our pui pose crossed, 

Mine own, a hostile sail to shun, 

Fat fiom her destined course had run, 

Vt hen that wise will, which masteis 0111s, 
Compelled us to ) our friendly tow ers ” — 

10 Then Torquil spoke “ The time craves speed I 
We must not hngei in our deed, 

But instant pi ay our Sovereign Liege 

To shun the perils of a siege 

The vengeful Lorn, with all Ins poweis, 

Xies but too near Artonush towers, 

And England's light-armed V essels ude, 

Not distant far, the waves of Clyde, 

Prompt at these tidings to unrnooi. 

And sweep each strait, and guaid each shots. 
Then, till this fresh alarm pass by, 

Secret and safe my Liege must he 
In the fan bounds of friendly Skye, 

Torqml thy pilot and thy guide ” — 

“Not so, brave Chieftain," Ronald cnedj 
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“My self trill on my Sorcrugn arait. 

And raise m arms the men of Skate, 

Whilst thou, renowned where chiefs dcln'i, 

Shalt stray their ‘ottls by conn* el ‘age. 

And awe them hv th> lochs of age 
“ And if my morels m Height shall f-il, _ 

This ponderous swoul shall turn the scale - - 

"The scheme," said Bruce "con'ents *ne -veil , 
Meantime, ’twcrc best tlrl Label, 
loi safety, with mv harh and crew, 

Again to friendly 1 rm drew 

There halliard, too, shall ruth her tvtnu, 

In need to cheer her and defend, 

And muster up each scattered friend "■ — 

Here scented it as Lord Ronald's car 
Would other counsel gladhcr hear. 

But, all achiered as soon ns planned, 

Both barbs, m secret armed and manned, 
lnont out the haren bole) 

On different toy age forth they pit, 

1 Ins for the coast of r\ inged ‘Aye, 

And that for„ Erin’s shore 


With Bruce and Ronald bides the tale 
To favouring winds they garc the sail, 

Till Mull's dark headlands sc vree the*, knew 
And Ardnamui chan’s hills were blue 
But then the squalls blew close and hard, 
And, fain to strike the galley’s yard, 

And take them to the oar, 

With these rude seas, an w eary plight. 

They stro,e the Inching day and night, 

Nor till the dawning had a sight 
Of Skye’s romanlie shore 
Where Coolm stoops him to the west, 

They saw upon his sintered uest 
The sun’s arising gleam , 

But such the labour and delay, 

Lie they wcie moored m Scarigh bay, 

(Foi calmer heaaen compelled to stay,) 

He shot a western beam 
Then Ronald said, — “ If true mine eye, 

T liesc are the sir age rvilds that he 
Nortli^of Strathnardill and Dunskye, 

No human foot comes here, 

And, since these ad'erse breercs blor , 

! n P good Liege lore hunter’s bow, 

Vrnat hinders that on land we go, 

And strike a mountain deer’ 

Allan, my Page, shall with ns wend? 

A bow full deftly can lie bend, 

And, if wc meet 'i lieid, mtiv send 
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\ shaft shall mend out cheer ’’ — 

1 hen each took bon and bolts m hand, 

Then ion -boat launched, and leapt to land, 
And left their skiff and tiain, 

Wlieie a wild stieam, with headlong shock, 
Came In an ling down its bed of rock, 

1 o mingle n ltli the mam 

A nlule their ionic the} silent made, 

As men who stalk for mountain deer, 
fill the good Bruce to Ronald said, 

“ St Marj 1 what a scene is heie’ 

I've Unversed many a mountam-stiand, 
Abioad and m my native land, 

And it has been my lot to tread 
Where safety nioie than plcasme led , 

Thus, manj a waste I’ve nandeied o’ei, 
Clomb many a crag, crossed many a mooi 
But, by my liahdome, 

A scene so rude, so n lid as this, 

Yet so sublime in ban enness, 

Ne’er did ni} wandering footsteps pi ess, 
Where’er 1 happed to loam ” — 

No marvel thus the Monarch spake , 

For rarely human e)e has known 
A scene so stern as that dread lake, 

With its dark ledge of banen stone 
Seems that pnmeval cai tliquake’s sway 
Hath rent a strange and shatteied way 
Tlnough the rude bosom of the lull, 

And that each naked precipice, 

Sable ravine and daik ab}ss, 

Tells of the outrage stili 
The w ildest glen, but this, can show 
Some touch of Natuie s genial glow , 

On high Benmore green mosses gion. 

And heath-bells bud m deep Glencoe, 

And copse on Cruchan-Ben, 

But here, abov e, around, below , 

On mountain oi in glen, 

Nor tiee, nor shrub, noi plant, noi flower, 
Nor aught of veg’etative power, 

The wear} c} e maj ken 
Foi all is rocks at landom thrown, 

Black w aves, bare crags, and banks of stone, 
As if w ere here denied 
The summci sun, the spring’s sweet den. 

That clothe w ith many a v aned hue 
The bleakest mountain-side 

And w llder, forw ard as they w ound, _ 

Were the proud cliffs and lake profound 
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little terraces of (granite black 
\ 'Initial nide and cumbered track * 

For from the mountain boar, 

Ilmled headlong m some night of fear, 

When \cllcd the wolf and fled the deer, 

Loose crags had toppled o tr , 

And sonic, ch'ince-poiscd 'uul InHncut, Hy, 

So that a stripling arm might svv.aj 
A mass no host could raise, 

In Nature’s rage at random thrown, 

\ ct trembling like the Druid’s stone 
On ib precarious base 
'lhe evening mists, with ceaseless change, 

Now clothed the mountains' loft} range, 

Non left their foreheads bare, 

And round the skirts their mantle furled, 

Or on the sable w aters curled, 

Or, on the eddjing breezes whirled, 

Dispersed in middle air 
And oft, condensed, at once they lowu, 

When, brief and fierce, the mountain shower 
Pours like a torrent dow n, 

And when return the sun’s glad beams, 
Whitened with foam a thousand sticanis 
Leap from the mountain’s crown 

16 ‘ ‘ This lake,” said Trace, “ whose barriers drear 
Are precipices sharp and sheer, 

Yielding no track for goat or deer, 

Save the black shelves we bead, 

How term you its dark waves? and how 
Y on northei n mountain’s pathless brow, 

And yonder peak of dread, 

That to the evening sun uplifts 
The griesly gulplis and slaty rifts, 

Which seam its shivered head?” — 

“ Coriskin call the dark lake’s name, 

Coolm the ridge, as hauls proclaim, 

Fiomold CuchuUm, chief of fame 
But bards, familiar in our isles 
Rather with Nature’s fiowns than smiles, 

Tull oft tlrcir careless humours please 
By sportiv e names for scenes like these 
I would okl Toiqnil were to show 
His Maidens with their breasts of snow, 

Oi that my noble Liege w ere nigh 
/tv lc ? r ^ us Nurse sing lullaby 1 
(the Molds — tall cliffs with breakers white 
i ne Nurse— a torrent's roaring might,) 
vJr that yom eye could see the mood 
Of Corrievreken’s whirlpool rude, 

\\ hen dons the Hag her whitened liood— 


si* <c«^ "»*-*• 




, 77 ZE X 0 /?Z> < 9 A THE ISLES 

Tis thus oui lslesmcn’s fancy frames, 

Foi scenes so stem, fantastic names 1 — 

17 Answered the Bruce, “ And musing nurd 
Alight here a graver moral find 
These mighty cliffs, that heave on high 
Their naked In ows to middle shy, 

Indifferent to the sun 01 snow, 

"Where nought can fade, and nought can blow, 
May they not mark a Monarch's fate, — 
Raised high mid storms of strife and state, 

Be) ond life’s low her pleasures placed, 

His soul a rock, his heart a w aste? 

O’er hope and love and fear aloft 
High rears his crowned head — But soft 1 
Look, underneath yon jutting crag 
Are hunters and a slaughtered stag 
Who may they be? But late you said 
No steps these descit regions head?” — 

iS “ So said I — and believ ed m sooth,” 

Ronald leplicd, “I spoke the truth 
Yet now' I spy, by yonder stone, 

Five men — they mark us, and come on , 

And by then badge on bonnet borne, 

I guess them of the land of Loin, 

Foes to my Liege ” — “So let it be, 

I’ve faced w orsc odds than five to three— 

— But the pool Page can little aid , 

Then be our battle thus avrayed, 

If our free passage they contest , 

Cope thou with two, I’ll match the lest ” — 
“Not so, my Liege — for by my life, 

This swoid shall meet the treble strife , 

My stiength, my skill m aims, moie small, 
And less the loss should Ronald fall 
But islesmen soon to soldiers grow, — 

Allan has sword as well as bow, 

And weie my Monarch’s order given, 

Two shafts should make our number ev en ’ — 
“No 1 not to save my life I” he said , 

“Enough of blood lests on my head, 

Too rashly spilled — we soon shall know 
Whether they come as fi lend or foe ” — 

19 Nigh came the sli angeis, and more nigh , — 
Still less they pleased the Monaich’s eye 
Men w ere they all of ev d mien. 

Down-looked, unwilling to be seen , 

They moved with half-resolv ed pace, 

And bent on eaith each gloomy face 
1 lie foremost two weie fair anayed, 

With biogue and bonnet, tiews and plaid. 

And bore the aims of mountaincm s 
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Daggers ind broadsword* - , bnwsmm 
'I he iliac, that lagged small spate U\\m\, 
Seemed serfs of more degrmh <1 1 mu , 
Genial ins or clccr*ludc> o er theni cl**! 
Mndt a aide fence against the Mvi , 

1 licit aims and feet and heads wen bait. 
Mailed their bcanls, vm born tnur hmr 
1 or arms the caitiffs bore in band 
A club, an a'C, a iustj brand 
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Onw ard, still mute, Ihtj 1 cpt the track , 

‘ * I ell who > e be, or cbe stand lncl , 

Saul Bruce, “In deserts vlien the\ meet, 

Men pass not as in peaceful street ’ — 

Still, at Ins stem command, they t U>od, 

And proffered greeting brief and rtule. 

But acted courtesy *o ill 
As seemed of fear, ami not of will 
“ Wandeius ve arc, as you may be , 
bleu hither dm en by v md and sea, 

Who, if you list to taste our cliccr, 

Will share ruth you this fallow deer ” — ^ 

“ If from the sea, where lies jour bark?”— 
“len fathom deep in ocean dark’ 

Witched jcstcrniglit , but we me men 

W ho little sense of pci ill cn 

The shades come down — the day is shut— 

\\ ill jou go with us to our hut?” — 

“ Our \ essel w aits us m the baj , 

Thanks for jour proffer — ha\c good daj ' 
“Was that jour gallej, then, which rode 
Not far fiom shore when ctemng glow ed >* 

“ It was “ ihen spaie joui needless pam, 
Tlieie will she now be sought m \ara 
W’e saw her fiom the mountain head, 

When with St George’s blazon red 
A southern a essel bore in sight. 

And yours laised sail, and took to flight ” — 
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Isow, bj the rood, unwelcome news'” 
Tims with Lord Ronald communed Bruce , 
Noi lests there light enough to show 
If this their tale be true or no 
I lie men seem bred of churlish kind, 

X? 1 mgged brows ha\ c bosoms 1 md , 

We wall g° with them— food and fne 
And sheltering roof oui wants lcquire 
hure guaul ’gainst treachery will we keep, 
nrt w atch by turns our comrades’ sleep — 

AmiVll°" vi l ' nu ^ s > }°ur guests we’ll be, 
nd well will pay the couitesy 

ome, lead us where youi lodging lies,— 
soft 'We mix not companies • — * 
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Show ns the path o’ ci cn" and stone, 

Awl we \a«ll follow jou , — lead on." 

They reached the drear) cabin, made 
Of snk against a rock displayed. 

And there, on enteung, found 
A slender hoy, a\ hose form and mien 
LI suited ith such snaage scene, 

In cap and cloak of \chct green, 

1 ou seated on the ground 
IIis garb aaas such as minstrels aaeai, 

Daik avas his hue, rnu naik Ins hair, 

His ) oudtfnl check a\ as maired b\ caio, 

IIis e)es m sorrou drowned 
“Whence this pool bnv ?” — As Ronald spoke, 
1 he aotec his trance of anguish broke , 

As if awaked fiom glnsth dream, 

He raised his head with siart and scream, 

And avaldly gazed around , 

1 hen to the avail ins faee lie turned, 

And his daik check with blushes burned 

' Whose is the boy?” again he said 
“ By chance of aa.ar our captiae made , 

He may be a ours, if }oti should hold 
T-hsl finite Ins more charms than gold , 

Tor, though from earliest childhood mute, 

The lad can dcftl) touch the lute, 

And ou the lete and aiol play, 
f And aa ell can dine the time away 
' F ot those a\ ho loa e such glee , 

For me, the faaounng breeze, a\hen loud 
It pipes upon the galley’s sbroud, 

Makes blither rnelod) ” — 

“Hath he, then, sense of spoken sound 5 ” — 
“Ay , so Ins mother bade us know, 

A cione in our late shipwreck diowned, 

And hence the silly stripling's a\ oe 
More of the youth I cannot say. 

Our captiae but since yesteiday r , 

\\ hen a\ md and a\ eathci a\ a\ed so gnm, 

We little listed think of him — 

But why aiasle time m idle words 5 

Sit to your cheer , — unbelt your swords ” — 

Sudden the captiae turned his head, 

And one quick glance to Ronald sped 
It was a keen and aaarmng look, 

And a\ ell the Chief the signal took 
“ Kind host," he said, ‘‘our needs require 
A separate board and separate fire , 

Fm know, that on a pilgnmage 
a,\ cud I, my comrade, and tins page. 

And, sa\om to aigil and to fast, 
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Long as this hallowed task &T' *%! 1 L % 

\\ c never ilo!T the phi l or vra *. 

Or fei'-t it* at a ^ranger > btm i 
Anti neve slrvt o ,e cr- Bum hep. 

Hut one must s-tili 1 1* vi tl 1 c< p 
1 h«s for o tr Sepmt/ n c, r ,i 5 fno 
\\ c’ll hold Vim hut s remote- < no — 

“ 4. clmrh It vow, ’ ti i ehle t vn 1# 

“ \.id hard, intutml , to *><♦ 

How say you, if, to tK .< tu 
'I hat pay i our 1 m In' li’r u r-'oni , 

We shn dd refu-c to ’1 a,e o"r xrr iD' 1 — 

1 lien Kij i\e, that cur <w or" ate * 4 M ’ 
Andourvov bin Is us not to fust. 

Where gold or force tmy L ty rcp-ct. ~ 

'1 heir host's dark bnv grew 1 0' n rn>l h si 
ills teeth are clenched, hie f< "‘tire. awelt , 
Vet sunk the felon's moody ire 
Before Lo-d Ronald's glance of fire, 

Nor could Ins craacn courage brunt 
The Monarch's calm an l dr untie - look 
With laugh constrained, — "Let every man 
Follow the fashion of his clan* 

Each to lus separate quarters keep, 

And feed or fast, or w ake or slejp — 


25 Their fire .at separate disbance b mi , 

By turns the) eat, 3 cop p ard by turns , 
l‘or evil seemed that old man s eve, 

Dark and designing, fierce ) c* sin 
Still he avoided forward tool , 

But slow and circumspectly took 
A circling, nev cr ceasing glance, 

By doubt ancl cunning marked at once, 
Which shot a mischief-boding ray, 

From under cy ebrow shagged and gray 
h he younger, too, who seemed his son, 

Had that dark look, the timid shun , 

The half clad serfs belaud them sate, 

And scowled a glare 'twist fear and hate — 
1 ill all, as darkness onw ard crept, 

Couched down and seemed to sleep, 01 sLpt 
Iv T or he, that boy, whose powerless ton me 
Must trust his eyes to wail Ins wrong, 

A longer watch of sorrow made, 

But stretched lus limbs to slumber hid 


''G Not m lus dangerous host confides 
the King, but w ary w atcli prov ides 
Konald keeps w ard till midnight past, 
Then wakes the King, young Allan last , 
1 Inis ranked, to give the youthful 1’age 
1 lie icst required 1>\ texidci 'ige 
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—-Wirt i> I uni Ronald's wakeful thong]' t 
To cW the languor toil had brought?— 
(For deem not tint lie deigned to throw 
Much ore upon Mich coward foe,}— 

1 Ic thinks of level) Isabel, 

Wh< n at her foennn’s feet 'he fell, 

New Un. when, placed n prmcclj sdle, 

She glanced on him with labouring eves. 

At Woodstock when he won the pure 
Not, fen m ; »\ m sorrow fi"', 

In pude nf place as mid despair, 

MlM she alone engross hi, care 
HI thoughts to hi*, bettothed bride, 

To Ldith, turn — O how decide, 

When lure his lose and heart are given, 
And the ell’s faith stands plight to Ileaven 
No draw'*} ward tis lm to 1 eep, 

For seldom losers Icing for sleep 
T dt sung hts midnight hjnm the owl, 
Answered the dog-fox with his howl, 

'I hen waked the King— at Ins tcqncst, 

Lord Ronald stretched hmuelf to rest 

27. Wlmt spell was good King Robert’s, say, 
To drive the a\catj night awav ? 

His was the patriot’s burning thought, 

Of Freedom’s battle bras el) fought, 

Of castle-, stormed, of Cities freed. 

Of deep design and daring deed, 

Of Lnghnd’s roses reft and torn, 

And Scotland’s cross in triumph acorn, 

Of rout and rally, wai and truce, — 

As heioes think, so thought the Bruce 
No marvel, ’mid such namings high, 

Sleep shunned the Monarch's thoughtful eye 
Now o\ er Coolin’s eastern head 
Hie grt)ish light begins to spiead, 

The otter to Jus cavern drew, 

And clamouicd shall the wakening mew , 
Then avatchcd the Page — to needful rest 
The King resigned Ins anxious bieast 

f 

28 To Allan’s c)cs was harder task 
The w ear) watch their safeties ask 
lie trimmed the fire, and gave to slime 
With bickering light the splinteied pme , 
Then gazed a avlnle, where silent: laid 
Their hosts were shiouded by the plaid 
But little fear waked m Ins mind, 

For he was bred of martial kind, 

And, if to manhood he airivc, 

May match the boldest knight alive 
Then thought he ofhis mother’s tower. 
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llis little sisters’ gicen wood bower, 

How there the Easter-gambols pw, 

And of Dm Joseph’s lengthened mvs 
But still before his weary eye 
In rays prolonged the blazes die — 

Again lie roused him — on the lake 
Looked forth, where now the twilight-fhLe 
Of pale cold daw n began to wake 
On Coolm's cliffs the mist lay fulled, 

The morning bieeze the lake had curled, 

I he short dark w aves, hear ed to the land, 
With ceaseless plash kissed cliff or sand ,~ 

It avas a slumb rous sound — he turned 
1 o tales at w hich his youth had burned, 

Of pilgrim’s path by demon crossed, 

Of sprightly elf or yelling ghost, 

Of the wild w itch’s baneful cot, 

And mermaid’s alabaster grot, 

Who bathes hei limbs in sunless well 
Deep m Strath aird’s enchanted cell 
Thither in fancy rapt he flies, 

And on Ins sight the \aults arise , 

That hut’s dark walls he sees no moie, 

His foot is on the marble floor, 

And o’er his head the dazzling spars 
Gleam like a firmament of stars 1 
— Hark ’ hears he not the sea-nympli speak 
Her anger m that thrilling shriek? — 

No ' all too late, w itli Allan’s dieum 
Mingled the captive’s warning scream 1 
As horn the giound lie strives to stait, 

A ruffian’s dagger finds his heart ’ 

Upward he casts his dizzy eyes, 

Murmurs his master’s name, and dies' 


29 Not so awoke the King ' his hand 

Snatched from the flame a knotted biand, 
The nearest w capon of lus wrath , 

With this he crossed the muiderer’s path, 
And venged young Allan well 1 
The spattered biam and bubbling blood 
Hissed on the half-extinguished w ood, 
The miscreant gasped and fell 1 
Noi rose m peace the Island Loid , 

One caitiff died upon his sword, 

And one beneath his grasp lies prone, 

In mortal grapple over-thrown 
But w lnle Lord Ronald’s dagger drank 
the life blood from Ins pan 'mg flank, 
file Father ruffian of the band 
uelund lum reois a coward hand ' 

-O for a moment’s aid, 
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Till Brace, who deals no double blow, 

Dash to the eaith anothei foe, 

- Above his comrade laid 1 — 

And it is gained — the captne spuing 
On the raised arm, and closely clung, 

And, ere he shook him loose. 

The mastered felon piessed the ground, 

■\nd gasped beneath a mortal w ound, 

While o’er him stands the Brace 

30. “Miscreant! while lasts thy flitting spark, 

Give me to know the puipose daik 

1 hat aimed thy hand w ith murderous knife 
Against offcnceless stranger’s life ? ” — 

— “No stranger thou with accent fell, 
Muimuied the w retch, "I know thee well , 
And know thee for the foeman sw om 
Of mj high chief, the mighty Loin ”• — 

— “ Speak yet again, and speak the truth 
For thy soul’s sake 1 — from whence tins youth? 
His country, bntli, and name declare, 

And thus one eul deed repair" — 

— “ Vc\ me no more I . , my blood runs cold »• 
No moie I know than I have told 
We found him m a bark w e sought 
With different puipose and I thought ” 

Fate cut him short } nr blood and broil, 

As he had lncd, died Cormac Doil 

31. Then lcstmg on lus blood} blade, 

Tlie valiant Bruce to Ronald said, 

“Now shame upon us both 1 — that boy 

Lifts lus mute face to lieaVen, 

And clasps Ins hands, to testify 
His gratitude to God on high, 

For stiange delneiancc given 
IIis speechless gestuie thanks hath paid 
Which Dui fiee tongues haie left unsaid — 

He raised the }outli with kindly hold, 

But maikcd him shuddei at the sw r ord , 

He cleansed it from its hue of death. 

And plunged the weapon in its sheath 
“Alas, pooi child • unfitting pait 
Fate doomed, when with so soft a lieait, 

And foim so slight as tlime, 

She made thee first a puate’s sla\e, 
llien, 111 lus stead, a pation gaie 
Of w avwaid lot like nunc , 

A landless prince, whose wandeimg life 
Is but 011c scene of blood and slnfe — 

Yet scant of fnends the Btucc shall uc 
But he’ll find lesting-place for thee - 
Come, noble Ronald ! o’er the dead 
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Enough thy generous grief is paid. 

And well lias Allan's fate been w robe ■ • 
Come, rvend we hence— the day has broke. 
Seek w'C our bark— I bust the talc 
Was false, that she had hoisted sail — 

32 Yet, ere they left tint charnel-cell, 

The Island Lord bade sad farewell 
lo Allan —“Who shall tell this tale, ’ 
lie said, “ in halls of Domgaile ' 

Oh, who lus widowed molhei tell, 

1 hat, cie lus bloom, her finest fell 
Rest thee, pool youth' and trust inj cate, 
I 01 moss and knell and funeral prayer , 

W hile o er these caitiffs, where they lie, 
Ihc wolf shall snarl, the raren cry — 
And now the eastern mountain’s head 
On the dark lake threw lustie red , 

Bright gleams of gold and purple streak 
Ravine and piecipicc and peak — 

(So caitlily power at distance shows, 
Reveals Ins splendour, hides lus w oes ) 
O’er sheets of granite dark and bioad, 
Rent and unequal, lay the load 
In sad discouise the warriors wind, 

And the mute Page mores slow behind 
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1 S i'h Anger ' if e’er tlnne anient step hath traced 
The northern realms of ancient Caledon, 

Where the proud Queen of Wilderness hath placed, 

By lake and cataract, her lonely tin one , 

Sublime but sad delight thy soul hath known, 

Gazing on pathless glen and mountain high, 

Listing where fiom the cliffs the torrents tlnown 
Mmgle their echoes with the eagle’s ciy, 

And w ith the sounding lake, and w ith the moaning sky 

Yes' ’tw as sublime, but sad — The loneliness 
Loaded thy heart, the desert tired thine cy c , 

And strange and awful ferns began to pi ess 
Thy bosom with a stein solemnity 
Then hast thou wished some w oodman’s cottage nigh 
Something that showed of life, though low and me 
Glad sight, its curling wieath of smoke to spy, 

Glad sound its cock’s blithe caiol would hare been 
Ur children whooping wild beneath the willows green 

Such are the scenes, where sarage grandem wakes 
An aw ful thrill that softens into sighs 1 
Such feelings louse them by dim Rnnnoch’s lakes, 
in dark Glencoe such gloomy mptures 1 lse , 

Oi faithcr, whuc, beneath the northern skies, 
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Chicks aailci Lodi-Fnbol his caaems hoai — 

Bui, be the minstrel judge, they yield the pnze 
Of desert dignity to tint client! slioic 
Tint sec - ! gum Coolm use, and hears Conshm rtnr 

2 Through such auld «ccncs the champions passed, 
\\ hen bold halloo and bugle-blast 

Upon the bieezc came loud and fast 
4 ‘ nieie,”sud the Bruce, “blew Edward’s horn 1 
What can lmc eatised such brief letuin ' 

And see, brae Ronald, — see him dart 

0 er stock and sLonc like hunted hart 
Piccipitatc, as is the use, 

In war oi spoit, of Edward Brace 
— ’lie marks us, and his cngei cry 
"\\ ill tell his news ere lie be nigh ” — 

3 Loud Edward shouts, “ What make ye heic, 
Wainng upon the mountain deer, 

When Scotland wants hei King? 

A bark from Lennox ciossed om track 
\\ ith her in speed I hurried back, 

These joyful news to bring — 

Ihe Stuart stirs in Icuotclale, 

And Douglas wakes his naliac rale, 

Thy storm-tossecl fleet hath won Us way 
Tilth little loss to Biodick-Bay, 

And Lennox, w uh a gallant band, 

Wails but lliy coming and command 
To w aft them o’ci to Carrick strand 
Thctc are blithe news 1 — but maik the close I 
Edw ard, the deadliest of our foes, 

As with Ins host he northwaid passed, 

Ilatli on the Borders breathed his last 

4 Still stood the Bruce — Ins steady cheek 
Was little wont lus joy to speak, 

But then his colour rose 
*‘No\v, Scotland 1 shortly shalt thou see, 

With God’s high anil, thy childien free, 

And a cngeunce on thy foes ! 

Yet to no sense of selfish anongs, 

Bear aulness with me Ileaaen, belongs 
My joy o’er Edw ard’s bier , 

1 took my knighthood at Ins hand, 

And lordship held of him, and land, 

And well may a ouch it heie, 

1 hat, blot the story from his page 
Of Scotland ruined in his rage, 

You read a monarch biaae and sage, 

Ancl to his people dear ” — 

“Let London’s buighers mourn her Loid, 

And Croj’don monks his praise record,” 

The eager Edavard said , 
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“ Etci ml as lm cm n, my hate 
Surmounts the bounds of mortal fale, 

And dies not ruth the dead 1 
Such hate was lus on Soltr t)’s all and. 
When tengcancc clenched his palsied hand, 
That pointed jet to Scotland’s land, 

As his last accents prayed 
Disgrace and curse upon his heir, 

If he one Scottish head should spare 
lilt stretched upon the bloodj lair 
Each lebcl corpse was laid 1 
Such hate tias his, when his last breath 
Renounced the peaceful house of death, 
And bade his bonce to Scotland's coast 
Be borne by Ins remorseless host. 

As if lus dead and stonj cj e 
Could still enjoy hei misery 1 
Such hate uas his, — dark, deadJt, long^, 
■Mine, — as enduring, deep, and strong''' — 
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"Let -women, Eduard, ttar twill tiords. 
With curses monks, but men t\ jth sts ouls * 
Nor doubt of lrung foes, to sate 
Deepest retenge and deadliest hate. 

Non, to the sea ' behold the beach. 

And see the gallcjs’ pendants stretch 
Then fluttering length down favouring gale ! 
Aboard, aboaid ' and hoist the sail 
Hold ttc our ttay for Airan first, 

Where meet m anus our friends dispersed ; 
Lennox the loyal, De la Ilaje, 

And Boyd the bold in battle fiay 
I long the hardy hand to head, 

And see once more my standaid spread — 
Does noble Ronald share our course, 

Or slaj to raise lus island force?” — 

“ Come tt cal, come uoe, by Bruce’s side,” 
Replied the Chief, “will Ronald bide 
And since tit o galleys j onder nde, 

Be nunc, so please my liege, dismissed 
To t\ aka to arms the clans of Uist, 

And all it ho hear the Mmche’s roar, 

On the Long Island’s lonely shore 
The nearer Isles, twtli slight delay, 
Ourselves may summon in our t\ aj , 

™ , s ~ on ° a Arran’s shore shall meet, 
NVUn Torquil’s aid, a gallant fleet, 
it aught atads their Chieftain’s host 
Among the islesmen of the t\ est ” 


6 Thus was their tenturous counsel said 
But, ere their sails the galley s spread, 
Conshin dark and Cooftn high 
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Echoed the (luge’s doleful cry j 
Along tint sable lake passed slow, — 

Fit scene foi such n. sight of woe, — 

The son owing islcsmcn, ns they bore 
Phe murdered All-in to the shoic 
At ever}’ pause, with disnnl shout, 

'1 heir coronach of gnef lung out, 

And cvei, when ther mo\cd again, 

'1 he pipes resumed then clmnoious sham, 
And, with the pibioch’s shiillmg will, 
Mourned the joung hen of Donagaile 
Round mid arouud, fiom cliff nnd care, 

IIis answer stem old Coohn gave, 

Till high upon his misty side 
Languished the mournful notes, and died 
For nercr sounds, by mortal made, 

Attained Ins high and haggard head, 

1 hat echoes but the tempest’s moan, 

Or the deep thunder’s rending groan, 

7 Merril), merril}, bounds the bail, 

She bounds before the gale, 

The mountain breeze from Bcn-na-daich 
Is jo} ous m her sail ' 

With fluttering sound like Laughtei hoarse, 
The cords and camas strain, 

The wares, diridcd by her force, 

In rippling eddies chased hci course, 

As if they laUghed again 
Kot down the breeze more blithely flew, 
Skimming the ware, the light sea-mew, 

Than that gay gallej boie 
IIci course upon that farommg rvmd, 

And Coohn’s crest has sunk behind, 

And Slapin’s caremed shoic 
’Twas then that rvailike signals wake 
Dunscaith’s dark torvers and Eisoid’s lake, 
And soon from Car dgarrigli’s head 
*1 luck, w reaths of edd} mg smoke w eic spieid , 
A summons these of rvai and wrath 
To the biave clans of Slcate and Stiatli 
And, leady at the sight, 

Each rvairior to his weapons sprung, 

And targe upon his shouldei flung, 

Impatient for the fight 
Mac-Kmnon’s chief, in rraifare grar, 

Had charge to muster their aria}, 

And guide their baiks to Btodick-Bay 

S Signal of Ronald’s high command, 

A beacon gleamed o’er sea and land, 

From Canna’s torver, that, steep and giav, 

Like falcon-nest o’erhangs the bay. 
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Seek not the giddy eng to climb, 

Jo \ic\v the turret scathed by time , 

It is t task of doubt and fear 
lo aught but goat or mountain deer 
But rest (htc on the si her beach, 

And let the aged herdsman teach 
His tale of fotmtr day ; 

Ills cur’s nild clamour he shall chide. 
And for thy scat In ocean’s side, 

Ills railed plaid display , 

Then tell, ruth Ganna’s Chieftain came. 
In ancient times, a foicign dame 
loyondei tm ret gray 
Stern was her Loul’s suspicious mind, 

Vv ho m so rude a jail confined 
bo soft and fair a thrall * 

,. n “ n hen moon on ocean slept, 

1 nat lo\ ely lady sate and wept 
Upon the castlc-n all, 
nd turned her eye to southern clime-,, 
And thought perchance of Jmppier times, 

\\ V lute fits, and sung 

a ditt IC i5 in her natne tongue 

Phifl tll , i" hc , n ° n thc c bft and bay 
IHcid and pale the moonbeams pl.ay, 

tr And e ' er ) breeze is mute 
H P °f the lo ne Hebridean’s car 

Wlnle from 1 t 1 f C s 1>I i e !ri Urc m,xcc * with feai, 
Thp m nt c lff llc seems to bear 

Strange «Thc it'Vlft MnkmR ' n 

All cady jj. stay ed' tlm\(mg— ^ 
ThatcraganVtoir Sthem 4 

NOl ThcTb h t 

I he tribute of a Mglr' P Y 

9 Men ?&' mu illy, bounds the bad 
O ei the lnoad ocean dm m. v 

” The st y Ronln ,’ s nl0l, ntains daik 

And Rom*mT n ( S 1,and has given 

fthen huntmto tf d )' k hn ' c Scnt 
And each , ^ le s ^oie, 

Andna\ c ‘ CUbo " mibent, 

An 1 at the i\k'\ S o’er, 

T°* hunting-, P e4 |; 01 ,' r - s c °mniand, 

Oi ScoorI Ig |7 e 4°^nrnor’s bi’and 
Summoned her light 
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O’er their bleak wholes m vengeance strode, 
When all m a am the ocean cave 
Its refuge to his victims gaa e. 

1 he Chief, telentless in his wrath, 

With blanng heath blockades the path • 

In dense and stifling volumes rolled 
The \apour filled the cavemed Hold! 

Hie aiamoi -tin eat, the infant’s plain, 

The mother’s screams, were heaul in a am j 
The a engeful Chief maintains his fires, 

Till in the aault a lube expues I 
I he bones aahich stieav that caa'cm’s gloom 
Too aa ell attest their dismal doom 

Meirily, mend}, goes the baik 

On a bieeze from the 1101 that aid fiee, 

So shoots through the morning sky the lark, 
Or the saaan thiongli the stunmei sea 
The shores of Mull on the eastward lay, 

And Ula’a dark and Colonsay, 

And all the group of islets gay 

'1 hat guard famed Staffa round 
Then all nnknoaa n its columns rose, 

Wheie dark and undistuibed lepose 
The cormorant had found, 

And the shy seal had quiet home, 

And aa eltered m that aa ondrous dome, 

Where, as to shame the temples decked 
By skill of earthly aichitect, 

Nature herself, it seemed, aaould raise 
A Mmstei to her Maker’s praise 1 
Not for a meaner use ascend 
IIci columns, or her arches bend , 

Noi of a theme less solemn tells 
That mighty surge that ebbs and saaells, 

And still, between each aaaful pause, 
fiom the high aault an ansaaer draaas, 

In a aiied lone prolonged and high, 

That mocks the organ’s melody 
Noi doth its entrance front m vam 
To old Iona s holy fane, 

That Nature’s aoice might seem to sa}, 

“ Well hast thou done, find Chdd of claa 
lhy humble powers that stately shrine 
Tasked high and hard— but aaitness mine*” — 

Menu}, meirily, goes the bark, 

Before the gale she bounds , 

So darts the dolphin fiom the shark, 

Or the deer before the hounds 
The} left Loch-Tua on their lee, 

And the} aaakened the men of the aaild luce, 
And tl e Chief of the sandy Coll , 
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They paused not at Columln s isle. 

Though pealed the bells from the holy pile 
With long and measured toll , 

No time for nntin or for mass, 

And the sounds of the holj summons pass 
Away in the billons’ roll 
Loclibuie’s fierce and warlike "Lord 
Their signal saw, and grasped his swoul, 
And aerdant flay called her host, 

And the clans of Jura’s rugged coast 
Lord Ronald's call obey, 

And Scarba’s isle, whose tortured shoio 
Still rings to Corners ehen’s roar 
And lonely Colonsay , 

— Scenes sung by him who sings no more I 
His bright and brief career is o’er, 

And mute bis tuneful strains , 
Quenched is his lamp of railed lore, 
r l hat lor ed the light of song to pour , 

A distant and a deadly shoie, 

Has Leyden’s cold remains' 


12 E\ er the l»ee7c blow s merrily', 

But the galley ploughs no more the sea. 
Lest, lounding wild Cantire, they meet 
The southern foemen’s w atchful fleet, 
They held unwonted way , — 

Up Tarbat’s w estem lake they bore, 
then dragged their bark the isthmus o’er, 
As far as Kiltuaconnel’s shore, 

Upon the eastern bay, 

It rvas a wondrous sight to see 
Topmast and pennon glitter free, 

High raised abo\ e the greernr ood tree, 
As ou dry land the galley moves, 

By cliff and copse and alder groves 
Deep import from that selcouth sign 
Dal many' a mountain Seer divine. 

For ancient legends told the Gael 
that when a royal bark should sail 
O’er Kilmaconnel moss, 

Old Albyn should in light prevail, 
And e\cry foe should faint and quail 
Before her shyer Cross 
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Now launched once more, the inland se 
they furrow with fair augury, 

And steer for Arran’s isle , 

1 he sun, eie y et he sunk behind 
Ben Glioil, “The Mountain of the Wir 
jave his grim peaks a greeting kind, 

Th,i/tr t o ln<ie i I ' oc ^'^ anza smile 
l hither their destined course they drey 
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It seemed the isle her mourn eh knew, 
fSo bnllnnt w as the landw ird v ie\v, 

Tlic ocean so serene , 

I .ncli puny wave m diamonds i oiled, 

O cr the calm deep, where hues of gold 
With unite sttoie and green. 

The hill, the vale, the tiee, the towci. 
Glowed with the tints of evening’s liom, 
The beach was siher sheen, 

The w md breathed soft as lo\ Ur’s sigh, 
And, oft renewed, seemed oft to die, 

With breathless pause between 
O who, with speech of war and woes, 
Would w ish to break the soft repose 
Of such enchanting scene 1 

14. Is it of avar Lord Ronald speaks? 

The blush that dyes his manly cheeks, 

Die timid look, and down-cast eye, 

And faltering voice, the theme deny 
And good King Robert's brow expiessed, 
He pondered o’er some high lequest, 

As doubtful to approve , 

Yet m lus eye and lip the while 
Dwelt the half-pity mg glance and smile. 
Which manhood’s” graver mood beguile, 
V. hen lot ers talk of lov e 
Anxious Ins suit Lord Ronald pled , 

— * And for my bride betrothed,” he said, 
“My Liege has heard the rumour spread 
Of Mi th from Artornish fled 
loo hard her fate — I claim no right 
v To blame her for hei hasty flight , 

Be joy and happiness her JotM — 

But she hath fled the bridal-knot, 

And Lorn recalled his promise plight, 

In the assembled Chieftains’ sight — 

When, to fulfil our father’s hand, 

I proffered all I could — my hand— 

I was lepulscd with scorn , 
hi me honour I should ill assert, 

And worse the feelings of my heart, 

If I should play a suitor's part 
Again, to pleasure Lorn ” — 

f«i -'Young I oid,” the royal Biuce lephed, 

“ That question must the Church decide , 

Y et seems it hard, since rumouis state 
Iwhth takes Clifford for her mate, 

The very tie, which she hath broke, 

To thee should still be binding yoke. 

But, for my sister Isabel — 

Die mood of woman who can fell’ 
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*1 hj me-sage light to lighter hu 
'1 hott art a pat ion all too wild 
And thoughtless for tins orphan child, 

Sctst thou not how npai t he steals. 

Keep , loneh couch, and londj meals? 

1 ittei by far m v on calm cell 
To tend our smtei Isabel, 

\\ tth father Augustin to shnie 

'J he peaceful ch mge of convent piajci, 

1 Imn wander wild ndvcnluics tlnough, 

V ilia such a ictkless guide as you 
“ 1 hank r , brother 1" Edward answered gay, 

‘ ' 1' or the high laud thy w'ords com<_> ! 

But we nn> Icnm some futuic di), 

If thou or I can this poor boy 
Protect the best, or best cmplov 
Meanwhile, our ac^cl nears the stiand , 
Launch we the boat, and seek the land " — 

iS To land King Robert lightly sprung, 

And thrice aloud lus bugle rung 
V. ith note prolonged and \ancd strain, 

1 ill Isold Ben-Glioil replied again 
Good Douglas then, and De la IIa\c, 

Had m a glen a hart at ba>, 

And Lennox cheered (he laggaul hounds, 
Wien waked that horn the giecn-wood hounds 
“It is the foe 1 " cued Bojd, who came 
In bieathless haste with eje on flame, — 

“It is the foe 1 — Each ’valiant lord 
riing by his bow, and grasp Ins sw ord 
‘Not so,” leplicd the good Lord James, 

“Hint blast no English bugle claims 
Oft ha\ c I heard it fire the fight, 

Cheer the pursuit, or stop the flight 
Dead weie my heart, and deaf nunc cai, 

If Bruce should call, nor Douglas hear' 

Each to Loch-Ran/.a’s margin spring , 

Hint blast was w mded bj the King — 

19 Fast to their mates the tidings spicad, 

And fast to shore the warnois sped 
Bursting fiom glen and green wood tree, 

High waked then loyal jubilee' 

Aiound the royal Bnice lhe\ crowd. 

And clasped lus hands, and wept aloud 
Veterans of caily fields were theie, 

Whose helmets pressed then lioaiy ban, 

Whose sw'ouls and axes bore a stain 
Fiom life-blood of the lcd-liaired Dane , 

And boys, whose hands scarce brooked to « iclj 
Tiie heavy sw ord 01 bossy shield 
Men too weic theie, that bore the scar 
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ICirkpatncl” 0 Cl" * bls , Gleeful mien’, 
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And young and rdd a ,mn their breast 
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.. Vncl luuriedh she cued, 

‘Haste, gentle Lady, haste — there -waits 
A noble stianger at the gates , 

Saint Unde’s poor votaiess ne’er Ins seen 
A Knight of such A princely mien , 

His errand, as lie bade me tell, 

Is \\ ltli the Lady Isabel — 

The princess rose, — foi on her knee 
Low bent she told her losary, — 

“Let him In thee Ins purpose teach , 

I may not gi\ e a stranger speech ” — 

*' Saint Bride forefend, thou royal Maid 1” 
The portiess crossed herself, and said, — • 
“Not to be prioress might I 
Debate his will, Ills suit deny ” — 

“Has earthly show then, simple fool, 

Bow er o’er a sister of thy rule, 

And art thou like the w orldly haul, 
Subdued by splendours light and \nm?” — 

22 “ No, Lady 1 m old eyes like mine, 

Gauds lia\e no glitter gems no shine , 

Nor grace his rank attendants a am, 

One youthful page is all Ins train 

It is the fonn, the eye, the word. 

The bearing of that stranger Lord ; 

His stature, manly, bold, and tall, - 
Built like a castle’s battled w all. 

Yet moulded m such just degrees. 

His giant-strength seems lightsome ease* 
Close as the tendrils of the \me 
His locks upon his forehead tw me, 
Jet-black, sue where some touch of gray 
Has ta’en the ) outhful hue aw ay 
"Weather and w ar their rougher trace 
II a\ e left on that majestic face , — 

But ’tis his dignity of eye 1 
There, if a suppliant, w ould I fly , 

Secure, ’mid danger, w rongs, and grief, 

Of sympathy, ledress, relief — 

That glance, if guilty, would I dread 
More than the doom that spoke me dead 
“Enough, enough,” the princess cried, 
“’Tis Scotland’s hope, her joy, her pride < 
To mcanei front was ne'ci assigned 
Such mastery o’er the common mind 
Bestowed thy high designs to aid, 

How long, O Ideal cn ’ how long delay ed 
Haste, Mona, haste, to introduce 
My darlmg brother, loyal Bruce 

23 Ihey met like friends who part in pam, 

And meet m doubtful hope again 
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And mine eye pio\es tint Ivmght t) nhnoia'n 
And the braae Island Loul aie one — 

Had then Ins suit been eaihei made, 

In his own name, aa ltli thee to aid, 

(But that Ins plighted faith forbade,) 

I know not But thy Page so ncai ? — * 
H Ins is no tale foi menial’s car ” — 

26 Still stood that Page, as fai apait 

As the small cell avould space affoul , 
"With dizzy eye and bursting heart, 

lie leant Ins weight on Brace’s saaoid, 

The monaich’s mantle too he bore, 

And drew the fold Ins a isage o’ei 
“ Fear not foi linn — m murdeious stufe,” 
Said Brace, “his warning saaed my life; 
Full seldom pails he fiom my side. 

And in Ins silence I confide, 

Since he can tell no tale again — 

He is a boj of gentle strain, 

And I Ivvac pui posed lac shall daaell 
In Augustin the chaplain’s cell, 

And ai ait on thee, my Isabel — 

Mmd not Ins teais , I ’ae seen them flow, 

As m the tliaav dissolves the snow 
’Tis A kind youth, but fanciful, 

Unfit against the tide to pull, 

And those that w ltli the Brace w ould sail 
Must learn to sluae aaith slieam and gale 
But forward, gentle Isabel — 

My answer for Lord Ronald tell ’ — 

27 “This answ'er be to Ronald gnen — 

The heait he asks is fixed on hcaacn* 

My Ioae avas like a summer flowei, 

That witlicied m tlie aamtry hour, 

Born but of a amty and pi ide, 

And avith these sunny aisions died 
If fuithei pi ess lus suit — then say, 

He should lus plighted troth obey , 

Tiotli plighted both avith ling and word, 

And sworn on ciucifix and sword — 

Oh, shame thee, Robert ' I haa e seen 
1 hou hast a a\ Oman’s guardian been 1 
Eaen m extremity’s dread hour, 

"When pressed on thee the Southern power. 
And safety, to all human sight, 

Was only found m rapid flight, 

Thou heardst a a\ retched female plain 
Ir. agony of traa ail-pam, 

And thou didst bid thy little band 
Upon the instant tin 11 and stand, 

And dare the aaorst the foe might do, 
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K '"n ci til'll, like a knight untrue, 

Lease to pm suets merciless 
A woman in lier last distich — 

And wilt thou now deny tlnne aid 
To an oppressed and nijuied maid, 

E\cn plead lor Ronald’s perfidy, 

And press Ins fickle faith on me? * 

So witness Ideas cn, as true X tow, 

Had I those eattlilj feelings now, 

Which could my former bosom most 
Ere taught to set its hopes abo%e, 

I’d spurn each pi offer he could bung, 

Till at my feet he laid the ring, 

The ring and spousal contract both, 

And fan acquittal of his oath, 

By her who biooks his perjured scorn, 

The ill lequitcd Maid of Lom 1 

With sudden impulse foiward spiting 
Tnc Page, and on her neck he hung , 

Then, recollected instantly, 

Ills head he stooped, and bent Ins knee* 
Kissed twice the hand of Isabel, 

Arose, and sudden, left the cell — 

1 he princess, loosened from Ins hold 
Blushed angiy at his beating bold , 

But good King Robert cried, 

" Chafe not — by signs he speaks Ins mind, 
lie heard the plan my caie designed. 

Nor could his transports hide - 
But, sistei, now bethink thee well ; 

No easy choice the coment cell, 

'trust, I shall play no tvrantpait, 

Either to force thy hand or lieait, 

Or suffer that Lord Ronald sconi, 

Or wrong foi thee, the Maid of Loin 
But think, —not long the lime lias beeh, 
That thou w ci t w ont to sigh unseen, 

And wouldst the ditties best approre. 

That told some laj of hapless lore 
Now are thy washes m thy power, 

And thou art bent on cloister-bower ! 

0 1 if our Edwaul knew the change, 

1 low would Ins busy satire range, 

V Uh many a sarcasm laned still 

Oa w Oman’s w ish, and woman’s wall 1 ” — > 

N' other, I well believe,” she said, 
i'\en so would Edward’s part be played 
Kmdly m heart, in word set ere, 

A foe to thought, and gnef, and feat, 
i le holds his humour uncontrolled , 
but thou art of auother mould. 
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Say then to Ronald, as I say 
Unless before mj feet he lay 
The ling which bound the ioith he swore, 

By Edith fieely jielded o’ei, 

He mo\ es his suit to me no more 
Nor do I promise, e\ en if now 
He stood absolv ed of spousal vow, 

That I would change my purpose made 
To shelter me in holy shade — 

Brother, for little space, faiewell 1 
To other duties warns the bell ’ — 

30 “Lost to the world,” King Robert said, 

When he had left the royal maid, 
u Lost to the w orld by lot severe, 

O what a gem lies buned heie, 

Nipped by misfortune’s cruel frost, 

The buds of fair affection lost ! — 

But what hav e I w ith love to do ? 

Far sternei caies my lot pursue 
— Pent m this isle w e may not lie, 

Nor w ould it long our w ants supply 
Right opposite, the mainland towers 
Of my own Turnberry court our pow ers — 

— Might not my father’s beadsman hoar, 
Cuthbert, w ho dw ells upon the shore, 

Kindle a signal-flame, to show 
Ihe time piopitious for the blow ? — 

It shall be so — some friend shall beai 
Our mandate wath despatch and care , 

Edward shall find the messenger 
That fortiess ours, the island fleet 
May on the coast of Carnck meet — 

O Scotland 1 shall it e’ei be mine 
To wreak thy wrongs in battle-line, 

To raise my victor head, and see 
Thy hills, thy dales, thy people free, — 

That glance of bliss is all I crave. 

Betwixt mj labours and my giave ! ” — 

Then down the hill he slowly went, 

Oft pausing on the steep descent. 

And reached the spot where his bold train 
Held rustic camp upon the plain 

CAbTO FIFlff 

I < Olv fan Loch-Ranm streamed the earlv daj, 

Thin vi reatlis of cottage smoke are upw ard curled, 
From the lone hamlet, which her inland bay 
And circling mountains sever from the world 
And there the fisherman his sail unfurled, 

The goat-herd drov e his kids to steep Ben GJiod, 
Before the hut the dame her spindle twirled. 
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Courting the sunbeam as she plied her ton,— 

Fcr, v ake where’er lie may, Man waives to care and toil 

But other duties called each convent maid, 

Roused by the summons of the moss gioivn bell * 
Sung w ere the matins and the mass a\ as said, 

And every sister sought her separate cell, 

Such was the rule, her rosary to tell 
And Isabel has knelt m lonely pray er , 

The sunbeam, through the nanow lattice, fell 
Upon the snowy neck and long dark Inn, 

As stooped her gentle head in meek devotion the* n 

2 She raised her eyes, that duty done, 

When glanced upon the pavement stone. 

Gemmed and enchased, a golden ring. 

Bound to a scroll with silken string, 

With few brief words inscribed to tell, 

1 This for the Lady Isabel ” 

Within, the writing farther bore,- — 

“’Tv, as w ith this ring lus plight he swore 
With this Ins promise I restore , 

To her who can the heart command. 

Well may I yield the plighted hand 
And 0 1 for better fortune bom. 

Grudge not a passing sigh to mourn 
Her who was Edith once of Lorn!” 

One single flash of glad surprise 
Just glanced from Isabel’s dark eyes, 

But vanished in the blush of shame, 

Tnat, as its penance, instant came 
1 O thought unworthy of my race ! 

Selfish, ungenerous, mean, and base, 

A moment’s throb of joy to ow n, 

That rose upon her hopes o’erthtown' — 

Thou pledge of vows loo well believed. 

Of man ingrate and maid deceived, 

Think not thy lustre here shall gam 
Another heart to hope m vain' 

Tor thou slnlt rest, thou tempting gaud 
Where worldly thoughts are overawed, 

And worldly splendours sink debased 
1 hen by the cross the ring she placed 
•a i^cvt rose the thought, — its owner far, 

How came it here through bolt and bar? — 

But the dim lattice is ajar — 

She looks abroad — the morning dew 
A light short step had brushed anew, 

An l there were foot prints seen 
Un the carved buttress rising still, 
iiil on the mossy w mdovv-sill 
Their track effaced the green 
The ivy twigs were torn and frayed, 
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As if some dimber’s steps to aid — 

.But -wlio the hardy messenger, 

Whose venturous path these signs infer 7 — 

“ Strange doubts are mine 1 — Mona, draw nigh, 
— Nought ’scapes old Mona’s curious eye — 
What strangers, gentle mother, say , 

Hare sought these holy walls to-day? ’ 

“None, Lady, none of note or name ; 

Only your brother’s foot-page came. 

At peep of dawn — I pray ed him pass 
To chapel where they said the mass , 

But like an arrow he shot by , 

And tears seemed bursting from Ins eye” 

4. The truth at once on Isabel, 

As darted by’ a sunbeam, fell — 

“’Tis Edith’s self! — her speechless woe. 

Pier form, her looks, the secret show 1 
— Instant, good Mona, to the bay’, 

And to my royal brother say r , 

I do conjure him seek my cell. 

With that mute page he lor es so w ell ” — 
“Wliat' know’st thou not his warlike host 
At break of day has left our coast ? 

My old eyes saw them fiom the towei 
At eve they couched m grcen-rr ood bow er, 

At darvn a bugle-signal, made 
By their bold Lord, their ranks array ed , 

Up sprung the spears through bush and tree, 

No tune for benedicite ' 

Like deer, that, rousing fiom their lair, 

Just shake the dew -drops from their hair, 

And toss their armed crests aloft, 

Such matins theirs J" — “Good mother, soft — 
Where does my brother bend his w ay?”— 

“As I have heard, for Brodick-Bay, 

Across the isle — of barks a score 
Lie there, ’tis said, to wall them o’er. 

On sudden news, to Canick shore ” — 

“ If such their purpose, deep the need, ’ 

Said anxious Isabel, “ of speed • 

Call Father Augustin, goovl dame ” — 

The nun obeyed, the Father came 

5 “ Kind Father, hie without delay 
Across the lulls to Brodick-Bay I 
Tins message to the Bruce be gn en , 

I pray him, by his hopes of IIea\ u , 

That, till he speak with me, lie stay! 

Or, if his haste brook no delay. 

That he deliver, on my suit. 

Into thy charge that stripling mute. 

Thus orays his sister Isabel 
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And nt the stream In- tlnM alh.cd 
Thence onward jourtw) mg ilowi) t*ill, 

As canning clo^d he reached the h !1, 

"W here, rising thiunjh the aaopll-rid met 
O'd Brodick’s Gothic toners acre ecu 
From Hastings, hie their Fuglr-h Lord, 
Dougins hid a on them bv the svs ord 
1 lie sun tint sunk behind the isk 
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7 But though the beams ofhght dccra, 

’Tans bustle all in Brodick-Bi) 

I he Bruce's followers cro\ d the shore, 

And boats and barges some unmoor, 

Some raise the sad, some sen e the oar ; 
Their e)es oft turned w litre glimmered far 
'Yliat might have seemed an car!) stir 
Onhcaaen’s blue arch, saac that its hull 
Was all too flickering, fierce, and bright. 
Far distant m the south, then) 

Shone pale amid retiring day. 

But as, oti Cnrnch shore. 

Dim seen in outline faintly blue. 
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The shades of evening closer drew. 

It kindled more and more 
The Monk's slow steps now piess the sands, 

And now amid a scene he stands 

Full strange to churchman’s eye , 

Warriors, w I10, arming for the fight, 

Rivet and clasp their harness light. 

And tv inkling spears, and a\es bright, 

And helmets flashing high , 

Oft, too, v ith unaccustomed ears, 

A language much unmeet lie hears. 

While, hastening all on boaid. 

As stormj as the sv elhng surge 
1 hat mixed its roar, the leaders urge 
Their followei s to the ocean i erge. 

With man} a haughty w ord 

S Through that wild throng the Father passed. 

And reached the Royal Bruce at last 
He leant against a stranded boat 
That the appioachmg tide must float, 

And counted e\ cry rippling v ave, 

As higher yet her sides they la\e, 

And oft the distant fire he ejed, 

And closer jet Ins hauberk tied, 

And loosened m its sheath Ins brand 
Edward and Lennox v ere at hand, 

Douglas aud Ronald had the caie 
The soldiers to the balks to share — 

The Monk appioached and homage paid , 

“And art thou come,” King Robert said, 

“So far to bless us ere lie part?” — 

— “My Liege, and with a loyal heait' — 

But otliei charge I lia\e to tell," — 

And spoke the best of Isabel 
— “Now by Saint Giles ” the monarch cried, 

“ This moves me much ' — this morning tide, 

I sent the stripling to Saint Bride, 

With my commandment there to bide ” — 

— “ 1 hither he came, the portress show cd, 

But tliete, my Liege, made brief abode ” — 

9 “’Twas I,” said Edvard, “found employ 
Of nobler impoit for the boj 
Deep pondering in my anxious mind, 

A fitting messenger to find 
To beai thy written mandate o’er 
To Cutlibei t on the Camck slioie, 

I chanced, at early dawn, to pass 
The chapel gate to snatch a mass 
I found the stripling on a tomb 
Low -seated, weeping for the doom 
That gave Ins youth to con\ent-gloom 

- Gs 
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Mcthml s, too, \ cinder he’con’s 'hire 
Might expiate greater fault tlrn wine 
“Rash,” said Ring Robert, “wax the deed — 
But it is done. — Lmtvrl with speed 1 — 

Good Eather, saj to Babel 
How this unhappy chanee befell , 

If well we thnac on jonder sho-e, 

Soon shall m\ care her page restore 
Our greeting to our sister Lc-r, 

And think of us m rnaso and praaer ” — 


n <! A)e i” — sard the Priest, “while tin. poo- hand 
Can chalice raise or cio^s comm-nd, 

While inv old aoice Ins accents’ use 
Can Augustin forget the Bruce? ’ — 

Then, to lus side Lord Ronald pressed 
And whispered, “Bear tlion this lequcst, 
fhat when b> Bruce’s side I fight 
1 or Scotland's crown and freedom’s right 
The princess grace 5ier knight to heat 
Some token of her fa\ounng c n tc , 

It shall he shown where Englaud s> Lest 
i^Iay shrink to see it on mj crest 
And for the boy — since \\ cightier care 
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For royal Brace the times prepare, 

The helpless youth is Ronald’s clinige, 

His couch my plaid, his fence my targe 
lie ceased , for many an eager hand 
Had urged the barges from the strand 
1 hen number \\ as a score and ten , 

They bore thrice three-score chosen men 
With such small fotce did Bruce at last 
The die for death 01 empire cast ' 

12 Now on the darhening main afloat. 

Ready and manned rocks e\ cry boat , 

Beneath their oars the ocean’s might 
Was dashed to spaiks of glimmering light 
Faint and more faint, as off they bore, 

Their armour glanced against the shore, 

And, mingled with the dashing tide, 

Iheir murmuring a oices distant died — 

“God speed them said the Priest, as dark 
On distant billons glides each bark , 

“O Heaven 1 when swords for freedom shine, 
And monarch’s right, the cause is thine 1 
Edge doubly every patriot blow 1 
Beat don n the banners of the foe 1 
And be it to the Nations known. 

That Victory is from God alone *” — 

As up the lull his path he drew, 

He turned Ins blessings to renew, 

Oft turned, till on the darkened coast 
All traces of their course w ere lost , 

Then slowly bent to Brodick tower. 

To shelter for the e\ emng hour 

13 In night the fairy prospects sink, 

Wlieie Cumray’s isles with verdant link 
Close the fair entrance of the Clyde, 

The w oods of Bute, no more descued, 

Are gone — and on the placid sea 

1 he lowers plied their task with glee, 

While hands that knightly lances bore 

Impatient aid the labouring oar 

The half-faced moon shone dim and pale, 

And glanced against the whitened sail , 

But on that ruddy beacon-light 
Eacli steersman kept the helm aright, 

And oft, for such the King’s command, . 
Hint all at once might readi the strand, 

From boat to boat loud shout and hail 
Warned them to ciowd or slacken sail 
South and by west the armada bore. 

And near at length the Camck shore 
As less and less the distance grows, 

High and moie high the beacon lose , 
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The light, that seemed a tv inkling star, 

Now blazed portentous, fierce, and far 
Daik-red the hca\en above it glowed, 

Dark-red the sea beneath it {loved, 

Red rose the rocks on ocean’s bnm, 

In blood-red light her islets swim , 

Wild scream the dazzled sea fowl gave, 

D topped from their crags on plashing nave ; 

The deer to distant coveit drew, 

The black-cock deemed It day, and crew 
Like some tall castle given to flame, 

O’er half the land the lustre came 
“Now, good my Liege, and brother sage, 

What think ye of mine elfin page 7 ” — 

“ Row on the noble Ring replied, 

“ We’ll leam the truth whote’ei betide , 

Yet sure the beadsman and the child 
Could ne’er have waked that beacon wild ” — 

1 4 With that the boats approached the land, 

But Edward’s grounded on the sand; 

The eager knight leaped m the sea 
Waist-deep, and first on shore w as he 
Though every barge’s hardy hand 
Contended which should gam the land, 

When that strange light, which, seen afar, 

Seemed steady as the polar star, 

Now, like a prophet’s fiery chair, 

Seemed traielhng the lealms of air 
Wide o’er the sky the splendour glows, 

As that portentous meteor rose , 

Ilelm, axe, and falchion glittered bright, 

And m the red and dusky light 
His comrade's face each vamor saw, 

Nor man clled it w as pale w ith aw e 
Then high in air the beams were lost, 

And darkness sunk upon tbe coast — 

Ronald to Heaven a prayer addressed, 

And Douglas crossed his dauntless breast , 

“Saint James protect us <” Lennox cued 
But reckless Edward spoke aside, 

“ Decm'st thou, Kirkpatrick, in that flame 
Red Corny n’s angiy spirit came. 

Or would lliy dauntless heart endure 

Once more to make assurance sure 7 ” 

“Iludi i ” said the Bruce, “we soon shall know 
it this be sorcerei’s empty show. 

Or stratagem of southern foe 

The moon shines out — upon the sand 

Let every leader rank his band ” — 

15 I amtly the moon’s pale beams supply 
1 hat ruddy hgla’s unnatural dye, 
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The dubious cold reflection lay 
On the wet sands and quiet bay 
Beneath the locks King Robeit diew 
H<s scatteied files to oidei due, 

Till shield compact and serried speai 
In the cool light shone blue and clcai 
'1 hen down a path that sought the tide. 
That speechless page was seen to glide , 
lie knelt him lowly on the sand, 

And gave a scioll to Robert’s hand 
“A toicli,” the Monaich cried, “What, I10 * 
Now shall we Cullibeit’s tidings know 11 — 
But evil news the letters baie. 

The ClifToid’s force was stiong and waie. 
Augmented, too, that very mom, 

By mountaineeis who came with Lora 
Long liai rowed by oppiessor’s hand, 

Courage and faith had fled the land, 

And over Cainck, daik and deep. 

Had sunk dejection’s non sleep — 

Cuthbeit had seen that beacon-flame, 
Unwitting fiom w hat source it came 
Doubtful of perilous event, 

Edw ard’s mute messenger he sent, 

If Bruce deceived should venture o’er, 

To warn him from the fatal shore 

16 As round the torch the leaders ciowd, 

Bruce read these chilling new s aloud 
“ Wliat counsel, nobles, have we now ? — 

To ambush us m gieen-wood bough, 

And take the chance which fate may send 
To bung our enterprise to end, 

Or shall we turn us to the mam 
As e\iles, and embark again 7 — 

Answered fierce Edward, “ Hap what may 
In Canick, Caruck’s Lord must stay 
I would not minstrels told the tale, 

Wild-fiie or meteor made us quail.” — 
Answered the Douglas, “ If my liege 
May win yon walls bj storm or siege, 

'1 hen w'ere each brave anci patnot heart 
Kindled of new for loyal pait ” — % 

Answ'ered Lord Ronald, ‘ Not foi shame 
Would I that aged Toiquil came, 

And found, for all our emptj boast, 

Without a blow w e fled the coast 
I will not credit that this Land, 

So famed for warlike heart and hand, 

The nurse of Wallace and of Brace, 

Will long with tyrants hold a truce ” — 
“Prove we our fate — the brunt we’ll bide 1 ’ 
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So Boyd and Hi/ and Lennox cned , 

So said, so vowed, the leaders all , 

So Bruce resolved “ And m my hall, 

Since the bold Southern make then home 
The hour of payment soon shall come. 

When, with a rough and nigged host, 

Clifford may reckon to Ins cost 

Meantime, through well-known bosk ana dell) 

1 11 lead where lie may shelter well 

Now ask 3 ou whence that wondrous light, 
Whose fairy glow beguiled their sight 5 — - 
It ne’er was known — yet gray-haircd eld 
A superstitious credence held, 

That never did a mortal hand 

Wake its broad glare on Carnck strand , 

Nay, and that on the self same night 

When Bruce crossed o’ei, still gleams the light 

Yearly it gleams o’er mount and moot, 

And ghttenng wave and crimsoned shore- 
But whethei beam celestial, lent 
By Heaven to aid the King’s descent, 

Or file hell-kindled from beneath, 

To lme him to defeat and death, 

Or w ere it but some meteor strange, 

Of such as oft through midnight range, 
Startling the traveller late and lone, 

I hnou not — and it ne’er was known. 

iS Now up the rocky pass they dreu, 

And Ronald, to his promise true, 

Still made lus arm the stripling s stay, 

To aid him on the rugged way 
“ Now cheer thee, simple Amodme 1 
Why throbs that silly heart of thine?” — 

— -Ihat name the pnates to then slave, 

(In Gaelic ’tis the Changeling) gave — 

“Dost thou not rest thee on my arm? 

Do not my plaid-folds hold thee ivarm ? 

Hath, not the wild hull’s treble hide 
This targe for thee and me supplied ? 

Is not Clan-Colla’s sivord of steel'’ 

And, trembler, canst thou terroi feel ? 

Cheer thee, and still that throbbing heait. 
From Ronald’s guaid thou shalt not pait ” — 
—0 1 many a shaft, at random sent, 

Finds mark the archer little meant 1 
And many a word, at random spoken, 

May soothe or wound a heart that’s broken 1 
Half soothed, half grieved, half terrified, 
Close drew the page to Ronald’s side , 

\ wild delirious thrill of joy 
Was m that hour of agony, 
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As up the stecpy pass lie stiove, 

Feat, toil, and soriow, lost m love 1 

19 The barrier of that iron shore, 

The loch's steep ledge, is now climbed o’er 
And fiom the castle’s distant wall, 

Fiom tower to tower the waideis call 
The sound sw mgs over land and sea, 

And maths a watchful enemj — 

They gamed the Chase, a w ide domain, 
Left for the Castle's sjlvan icign 
beck not the scene — the a\e, the plough, 
Hie bool’s dull fence, have marred it now 
But then, soft swept m velvet green 
The plain with man) a glade between, 
Whose tangled allc) s far 1m ade 
Hie depth of the biown foiest shade 
Here the tall fem obscured the lawn, 

Fair shelter for the sportive fawn , 

There, tufted close with copse-wood green, 
Was many a swelling hillock seen , 

And all around was v erdure meet 
For pressure of the fames’ feet 
The glossy holly loved the park, 

The yew-tiee lent its shadow dark. 

And niaiiv an old oak, w orn and bare, 

With all its slavered boughs, was there 
Lov ely betvv ecn, the moonbeams fell 
On lawn and hillock, glade and dell 
The gallant Monarch sighed to see. 

These glades so loved m childhood free. 
Bethinking that, as outlaw now, 
lie ranged beneath the forest bough 

20 Fast o’er the moon-light Chase they sped, 
Well knew the band that measured tread 
When, in retreat or m advance, 

The serned vv amors move at once. 

And evil were the luck, if dawn 
Descued them on the open lawn 
Copses tliej tiaveise, biooks they cioss, 
Strain up the bank and o’ei the moss 
Fiom the exhausted page’s blow 
Cold diops of toil are sti earning now , 

With effort faint and lengthened pause 
Id is weary step the stripling draws 
“Na}, dioop not yet the wanior said , 

“ Come, let me giv e tired ease and aid > 
Strong are mine arms, and little caie 
A weight so slight as thme to beai — 

What 1 vv lit thou not 3 — capacious boy ' — 
Then tlnne ow n limbs and strength employ. 
Pass but this night, and pass thy care. 
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I’ll place thee with a hd> fur, 

Where thou shalt tunc llvy lutc^to lell 
Hon Ronald lor cs fair Isabel \ " — 

Worn out, disheartened, and dismayed, 

Here Amadme let go the plaid , 

IIis trembling limbs tlieir -'id refuse, 

He sunk among the midnight dev s t 

21 What mi) be done’— the night is gone— 

The Bruce’s band mores swiftly on— 
letennl shame, if at the brunt 
Lotd Ronald grace not battle’s front' - 
“See yonder oak, withm whose trunk 
Decay a daikened cell hath sunk « 

Enter, and rest thee there a space, 

Wrap in n y plaid thy limbs, thy face 
I \\ ill not he, belter e me, far , 

But must not quit the ranks of war 
Well w ill I mark the bosky bourne, 

And soon, to guard thee hence, return. — 

Nay, weep not so, thou simple boy * 

But sleep m peace, and w ake m joy ” — 

In sylvan lodging close bestowed, 
lie placed the page, and onward strode 
With strength put forth, o’er moss and brook, 
And soon the marching band o’ertook 

22 Thus strangely left, long sobbed and wept 
The page, till, w caned out, lie slept — 

A rough \oice waked lus dream — “Nay, here. 
Here by this thicket, passed the deer — 
Beneath that oak old Ryno stayed — 

What have w e here? — a Scottish plaid, 

And m its folds a stripling laid’ — 

Come forth 1 thy name and business tell ' 
What, silent? — then I guess thee well, 

The spy that sought old Cuthbert’s cell, 
Wafted from Arran yester morn — 

Come, comrades, we will straight return 
Our Lord may choose the rack should teach 
To this young lurcher use of speech 
Thy bow string, till I bind him fast ” — 

“ Nay , but he w eeps and stands aghast , 
Unbound we’ll lead lum, fear it not , 

’Tis a fair stripling, though a Scot ” — 

The hunters to the castle sped. 

And there the hapless captive led 
23 Stout Clifford m the castle-court 
Prepared him for the morning sport 
Arid now with Lorn held deep discourse, 
Now gave command for bound and horse 
War-steeds and palfreys pawed the ground. 
And many a deer-dog howled around 
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To Amadmcj Lorn's w ell-known word 
Replying to tlmt Soutliem Loid, 

Mixed w lth tins clanging dm, nnglit seem 
The phantasm of a fe-\ cred dream 
The tone upon Ins nnging ears 
Came like the sounds which fancy hears, 
"When m nide naves 01 1 oaring muds 
Some woids of woe the musei finds. 

Until moie loudly and more near. 

Then speech arrests the page’s ear 

24 “And was she thus,” said Clifford, “ lost 7 
The priest should me it to his cost 1 
What says the Monk?” — “The holy r Sue 
Owns, that, m masquer’s quaint attire, 

She sought Ins skiff, disguised, unknown 
To all except to him alone 

But, says the priest, a bark from Lorn 
Laid them aboard that 1 eiy mom. 

And pirates seized her for their prey 
He proffered ransom gold to pay, 

And they agieed — but, ere told o’er, 

The winds blow loud, the billows roai , 

They severed, and they met no moie 
He deems — such tempest \ eved the coast — 
Ship, crew , and fugitive, w ere lost 
— So let it be, w ith the disgrace 
And scandal of liei lofty race 1 
Thrice bettei she had ne’er been bom 
Than brought her infamy on Lorn 1 ” — 

25 Lord Clifford now the captn e spied , — 
“Whom, Herbert, hast thou theie?” he cried. 
“ A spy we seized within the Chase, 

A hollow oak his lurking-place.” — 

“ What tidings can the youth afford?’ — 

“ He plays the mute ” — “Then noose a cord— 
Unless brave Lorn re\ erse the doom 
For his plaid’s sake ” — “ Clan-Colla’s loom,” 
Said Lorn, w hose careless glances trace 
Rather the \csture thali the face, 

.“Clan-Colla’s dames such tartans twine , 
Wearer nor plaid claims care of mine 
Give lnm, if my advice y on cra\ e, 

I-lis own scathed oak , and let him wa\c 
In air, unless, by terror w rang, 

A frank confession find his tongue — 

Nor shall he die without his nte , 

— Thou Angus Roy, attend the sight, 

And gne Clan-Colla’s dirge thy breath. 

As they convevlum to Ins death ” — 

“O brother' cruel to the last'” — 

Through the poor captive’s bosom passed 
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The thought, but, to lus pin-pose true, 

He said not, though he sighed, “Adieu 1 

26 And will lie keep his purpose still. 

In sight of that last closing ill, 

When one poor breath, one single word, 

May freedom, safety, life, ”1701x1? 

Can he resist the instinctive call, 

For life that bids us barter .all? — i 

Lose, strong as death, lus heart hath steel c.., 

Ills nerves hath strung — lie will not yiekl ! 

Since that poor breath, that little v ord, 

May 3 icld Lord Ronald to the sv, ord — 
Clan-Colla's dirge is pealing \v ide. 

The grisly headsman’s by his side , 

Along the green-wood Chase they bend, 

And now their march lias ghastly end ! 

That old and shattered oak beneath. 

They destine for the place of death 
— What thoughts are his, while all in a am 
His eye for aid explores the plain? 

What thoughts, while, with a dizzy car, 

He hears the death-prayer imittcied near" 5 
And must he die such death accurst, 

Or wall that bosom secret burst? 

Cold on lus brow breaks terror’s dew , 

His trembling lips are livid blue , 

The agony of parting life 

Has nought to match that moment’s strife 1 

27 But other w ltnesses are nigh, 

Who mock at fear, and death defy ! 

Soon as the dire lament was played, 

It waked the lurking ambuscade 
Tlia Island Lord looked forth, °nd spied 
The cause, and loud m fury cned, 

“ By Heaven they lead the page to die, 

And mock me m his agony * 

They shall abv e it 1 ” — On lus arm 

Bruce laid strong grasp, “They shall not harm 

A ringlet of the stripling's liatr , 

But, till I give tlie woid, forbear 
— Douglas, lead fifty of our force 
Up yoi der hollow water-course. 

And couch thee midway on the wold, 

Between the flyers and their Hold 
A spear above tlie copse displayed, 

Be signal of the ambush made 
•—Edward, with forty spearmen, straight 
Through yonder copse approach the gate, 
And, when thou h ear’s t the battle din. 

Rush forward, and the passage win, 

Secure the drawbridge- — storm the port— - ' 
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And mm and guard the castle-court — 

Tiie rest mm e slowly forth with me, 

In shelter of the forest tree. 

Till Douglas at Ins post I see ” — 

2o Like mi -horse eager to rush on. 

Compelled to w ait the signal blown, 

Hid, and scarce hid, by green-wood bough, 
Trembling -with rage, stands Ronald now. 

And m Ins grasp Ins sw ord gleams blue, 

Soon to be d} ed w 1th deadlier hue — 
Meanwhile the Brace, with steady eye, 

Sees the dark death-tram moving bj, 

And heedful measures oft the space 
The Douglas and Ins band must trace, 

Ere they can reach their destined ground 
Now' sinks the dirge’s wailing sound, 

Now cluster round the direful tree 
That slow r and solemn companj, 

While hymn mistuned and muttered prayer 
The victim for Ins fate prepare — 

What glances o’ei the green-w ood shade ? — 
The spear that marks the ambuscade ' — 

“ Now, noble Chief' I len\e thee loose. 

Upon them, Ronald said the Brace 

29 “The Bruce, the Brace'” to well-know n ciy 
IIis native locks and woods replj 

“The Brace, the Bruce m that dread w T ord 
The knell of hundied deaths was heard 
The astonished Southern gazed at first, 

Where the wild tempest wais to burst. 

That waked m that presaging name 
Before, behind, around it came ' 

Half-armed, surprised, on every side 
Hemmed 111, hewed down, they bled and died 
Deep m the ring the Bruce engaged. 

And fierce Clan-Colla’s broadsword raged ' 

Full soon the few who fought were sped, 

Nor better w as their lot w ho fled. 

And met, ’mid terror’s w ild career, 

The Douglas’s redoubted spear' 

Two hundred yeomen on that mom 
The castle left, and none return 

30 Not on their flight piessed Ronald’s brand, 

A gentler dutj claimed his band 

He raised the page, where on the plain 
His fear had sunk him w ith the slam 
And tw ice, that morn, surprise w ell near 
Betrajed the secret kept by fear 
Once, when, with life returning, came 
To the boy’s lip Lord Ronald’s name, 

And hardly recollection drow ned 

— 1 ' — * ■ »■' ' ■-■r-.i.M 
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T nc •'(.cents in a niurmwr.ng "> ^ *> 

Ami once, \ net '.caret 3 k coni I ! '- 
'lhc CincftvnN care to 3 no-r She \t 
3)r\sn ujnh o’er 1m hlmupor VevU 
lint the i the Bn.cc's hupk bk% 

For martial vod v . , id to do 

31, A harder task fierce I d tnttl 
Lve signal given. the castle g-Tta 
His fiu) had nv-nded , 

Such w ns In, wonted reeklc--' 

\ ct desperate .nlovroft niu’t good, 

Lven In its daring, nutvi nu c, 

Whe a prudence wight Ime faded. 

Upon tiie bridge lus sitxtigln lit thren, 

And struck tlu. iron cl ain 1*1 tv a 
B) s.luch its plants arc <* , 

The wank- nc 1 hi - nxe’s edge 
Struck down upon the thrt 1 old ledge, 

’Tvnxt door and post a phas'd) weuget 
] he gate the) max not clo'e 
Well fought the Southern in Ok. frt), 

Clifford and Lorn fought ucll that <ia_,, 

But stubborn F < 1 \\ ard forced h v \i a\ 

Against a hundred foes 

Loud came the cr), “The Bruce, the Bruce 1 1 
No hope or m defence or truce, 

Fresh combatants pour in , 

Mad with success,, and drunk tilth gore, 

They dmc the struggling foe before, 

And iiard on waid the) a tn 
Unsparing was the xengtful sword, 

And limbs were lopped and life blood poured, 
1 he cry of death and conflict roared, 

And fearful was the dta* 

The startling horses plunged and flung, 
Clamoured the dogs till turrets rung, 

Nor sunk the fearful cr) , 

Till not a foeman was there found 
Alive, sate those who on the ground 
Groaned m their agony ! 

32 T he inlrait Cliffoid is no more , 

On Ronald’s broadsword sti earned his gore; 
But better hap had he of Loro, 

Who, b) the foemeti backw ard borne, 

Yet gamed with slender tram. the port, 
Where la) Ins bark beneath the fort, 

And cut the cab'e loose 
Short w ere his shrdt in that debate, 

.That hour of fury and of fate, 

If Lorn encountered Bri ce > 

Then long and loud the victor shout 



“Unsparing was the \engeful sword ” 
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From turret mid fiom tower rung out, 

The lugged vaults lephed , 

And fiom the donjon lowei on high, 

Ihc men of Clinch may descry 
Saint Andrew’s cioss, m blazonry 
Of sih ei, i\ as mg w ide 1 

The Bruce hath won Ins fathei’s hall 1 
— "Welcome brave fuends and connades ah 
Welcome to ninth and joy 1 
The fiist, the last, is w elcome here, 

Fiom loul and chieftain, pi mce and peer, 

To tins poor speechless boy 
Great God 1 once moie my sire’s abode 
Is mine — behold the fiooi I trade 
In tottenng infancy ' 

And there the vaulted arch, whose sound 
Echoed my joyous shout and bound 
In boyhood, and that rung around 
1 o youth’s unthinking glee 1 
O first, to thee, aff-gucious Heaven, 

Then to my friends, my thanks be given 
He paused a space. Ins blow lie crossed — 
Then on the board Ins sw ord he tossed, 

Vet steaming hot , with Southern gore 
From lnlt to point ’twas crimsoned o’er 

“Bring here,” he said, “the mazeis four, 

My noble fathers loved of y ore 

Tin ice let them cncle raund the board. 

The pledge, fan Scotland’s rights restored 1 
And he whose lips shall touch the wine, 
Without a i ov as true as mine, 

To hold both lands and life at nought 
Until her freedom shall be bought, — 

Be brand of a disloyal Scot, 

And lasting infamy Ins lot ' 

Sit, gentle friends 1 our hour of glee 
Is brief, w e’ll spend it joy ously < 

Blithest oT all the sun’s bright beams, 

When betwixt storm and storm he gleams 
Well is 6ui countiy’s work begun, 

But more, fai moie, must yet be done 1 — 
Speed messengers the country lluough , 
Arouse old friends, and gather new , 

Warn Lanark’s knights to gird their mad, 
'Bouse the braie sons of 1 enotd lie, 

Let Ettricke’s archers shaip their darts, 

The fanest forms, the truest hearts 1 
Call all, call all ’ fiom Rcedswau path, 

To the wild confines of Cape V iath , 

Wide let the news through Scotland ring. 

The Northern Easrle claps Ins w u jr — 
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CANTO SIXTH 

I O v> HO, that shared them, evei shall forget 
The emotions of the sp mt-rousing lime, 

When breathless in the mart the couners met, 

Eatly and late, at evening and at prime , 

When the loud cannon and the merry chime 
Hailed news on news, as field on field w as won, 
When Hope, long doubtful, sowed at length sublime, 
And our glad eyes, awake as day begun, 

Watched Joy’s broad, bannei rise, to meet the rising sun ' 

O these were hours, when thrilling joy repaid 
A long, long course of darkness, doubts and fears ' 
The heart-sick faintness of the hope delayed, 

The waste, the woe, the bloodshed, and the tears, 
That tiackcd with tcrroi twenty rolling years, 

All was forgot in that blithe jubilee ’ 

Her dow n-cast ey e c\ cn pale Affliction rears, 

To sigh a thankful piayci, amid the glee 
That hailed the Despot’s fall, and peace and liberty 1 

Such news o’er Scotland’s lulls triumphant lode, 
When ’gainst the invaders turned the battle’s scale. 
When Bruce’s banner had sictorious flowed 
O’er Loudoun’s mountain, and m Ury’s sale, 

When English blood oft deluged Douglas-dale, 

And fiery Edw’ard routed stout St John, 

M hen Randolph’s war-cry swelled the southern gale. 
And many a foitrcss, town, and tower was won. 
And I amc still sounded forth fresh deeds of glory' done 
2 Blithe tidings flew from Baron’s tower, 

To peasant’s cot, to forest-bower, 

And waked the solitary cell 

Where lone Saint Bride’s recluses dwell 

Princess no more, fair Isabel, 

A votaress of the order now, 

Say, did the rule that bid thee wear 
Dim \ eil and w oollen scapulare, 

And reft thy locks of dark-brown hair, 

That stern and iigid vow. 

Did it condemn the transport high 
Which glistened m thy watery eye 
When mmstiel or when palmer told 
Each fresh exploit of Bruce the Bold? — 

And whose the lovely form, that shares 
thy anxious hopes, thy fears, thy piayers? 

No sister she of convent shade , 

So say these locks in lengthened biaid. 

So say the blushes and the sighs, 

1 lie tiemours that unbidden rise. 

When, mingled with the Bruce’s fame. 

The brave Lord Ronald’s praises came 
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3 Believe, 1ns fatlxci s castle won. 

And his bold cntcipme begun. 

Tint Biucc's earliest cues lcstoic 
Tiie speech iess page to A nun’s shore , 

Nor flunk that long (he quaint di-gwsc 
Concealed her from a sister’s exes ; 

And sister-hke m love the) dwell 

In that lone com cut s silent cell 
1 here 13 nice’s slow- assent allows 
Fair Isabel the veil and sows, 

And there, her sex’s dress regained, 

The lov elj Maid of Lorn remained, 
Unnamed, unknown, while Scotland far 
Resounded with the dm of wai , 

And mail) a month, and many a day, 

In calm seclusion wore aw a> 

4 These daj s, these months, to j ears had w om, 
When tidings of high weight weic borne 

1 o lint lone island’s shore , — 

Of all the Scottish conquests made 
By the first Edwnid’s ruthless blade, 

His son retained no more, 

Northward of Tweed, but Stirling’s towers, 
Beleaguered b) King Robert’s powers , 

And they took term of truce, 

If England’s King should not relieve 
The siege ere Tohn the Baptist's e\e, 

1 o yield them to the Bruce 
England w as roused — on cv cry side 
Courier and post and herald hied, 

To summon prince and pcei, 

At Berwick-bounds to meet their Liege, 
Prepared to raise fair Stirling’s siege. 

With hucklci, brand, and spear 
The term was nigh — they musleied fast. 

By beacon and by bugle-blast 

Forth marshalled for the field , 

Theie rode each knight of noble name. 

There England’s hardy uicheis came. 

The land they trodc seemed all on flame. 

With banner, blade, and shield 1 
And not famed England’s powers alone, 

Rcnow ned in arms, the summons owai , 

For Neustna’s knights obejed, 

Gascogne hath lent her horsemen good, 

And Cambria, but of late subdued, 

Scut foith her mountain-multitude, 

And Connoght poured from waste and wood 
Iler hundred tubes, whose sceptre rude 
Daik Etli O’Connor swayed 

5 Right to devoted Caledon 
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The stonn of wai rolls slowly on. 

With menace deep and diead , 

So the daik clouds, with gathering power, 
Suspend a while the thicatcned shower, 
lill c\eiy peak and summit louei 
Round the pile pilgrim’s head 
Not with such pilgrim’s staitled eye 
King Robeit marked the tempest nigh ' 
Resohcd the hiunt to hide, 

IIis loyal summons warned the land, 

That all who owned their King s command 
Should instant take the spear and brand. 

To combat at his side 

0 who may tell the sons of fame 

1 hat at King Robert’s bidding came, 

1 o battle for the right ' 

From Ghc\ tot to the shores of Ross, 

Fiom Sola a) -Sands to Mnishal’s-Moss, 

All bouned them for the fight 
Such news the royal courier tells 
Who came to rouse dark Arran's dells , 

But further tidings must the ear 

Of Isabel m secret hear 

These in lici cloister walk, ne\t mom 

1 bus shared she w ith the Maid of Lorn 

6 “My Edith, can I tell how dear 
Oui mtei course of hearts sincere 
Hath been to Isabel ? — 

Judge then the sorrow of my heart, 

When I must say the woids, We part 1 
The cheerless consent-cell 
Was not, sweet maiden, made foi thee , 

Go thou where thy vocation free 
On happier fortunes fell 
Nor, Edith, judge thyself betrayed, 

1 hough Robeit knows that Lorn’s high Maid 
And his poor silent page w ere one 
Versed in the fickle heart of man. 

Lamest and anxious hath he looked 
How Ronald’s heart the message brooked, 
That gave him, with hei last farewell, 

1 he charge of Sister Isabel, 

To think upon thy better light, 

And keep the faith his promise plight 
Forgwc lum, for thy sistei’s sake, 

At fust if um lepimngs wake — 

Long since that mood is gone 
How dwells he on thy justcr claims, 

And oft his breach of faith he blames 
Forgi\elnm for thine own >” — 

7 “ No 1 never to Loid Ronald’s bowei 
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Will I again as paramom ” — 

“Nay, hush thee, too impatient maid. 

Until my final tale be said 

The good King Robeit w ould engage 

Edith once more his elfin page, 

By hei own lieai t, and her own eye, 

Iici loi er's penitence to try’ — 

Safe in his royal chaigc, and fiee, 

Should such thy final purpose be, 

Again unknown to seek the cell, 

And live and die \\ ith Isabel ” — 

Thus spoke the maid — King Robert’s eye 
hliglit have some glance of policy , 
Dunstaffnage had the monarch ta’en. 

And Loin had owned King Robert’s leign , 
Her biotliei had to England fled, 

And therein banishment was dead , 

Ample, thiongh e\ile, death, and flight, 
O’er tow er and land w as Edith’s right , 

This ample light o’er tower and land 
Were safe in Ronald’s faithful hand 

8 Embarrassed eye and blushing cheek 
• Pleasuie, and shame, and feai bespeak ! 

Yet much the reasoning Edith made, 

“Iiei sister’s faith she must upbraid, 

Who gave such secret, dark and deai, 

In council to another’s ear. 

Why should she lease the peaceful cell? 
How should she part w ith Isabel ? — 

How w ear that strange attire agen ? — 

How risk herself ’midst maitinl men? — 

And how be guarded on the w ay ? — 

At least she might entreat delay ” — 

Kind Isabel, w ith secret smile. 

Saw and forgave the maiden’s w lie, 
Reluctant to be thought to mov e 
At the fust call of truant lov e 

) Oh, blame liei not ' — when zephy rs wake, 
The aspen’s trembling lenv cs must shake , * 
When beams the sun through Apnl’s shown. 
It needs must bloom, the v lolcl flow er , 

And Love, howe’er the maiden strr c, 

Must w ith reviv mg hope i c\ i\ e ’ 

A thousand soft excuses came 
To plead his cause ’gainst virgin shame 
Pledged by their sues m cailiest youth, 

He had her plighted faith and truth — 

Then, tvvas hei Liege s stuct command, 

And she, beneath his rov al hand, 

A w ard m person and in land — 

And, last, she was resolved to stay 
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Only brief spice — one little diy — 

Close bidden m her safe disguise^ 

From all, but most from Romlrl s ejts— 

But once to see him more 1 — nor blime ^ 

Her vi ish— to heir hint name her name 
Then, to heir lnck to solitude 
The thought he had his falsehood rued 1 
But Isabel, who long had seen 
Ilcr pallid cheek and pensive mien, 

And w ell herself the cure might know. 
Though innocent, of Edith’s woe, 

Joyed, generous, that t evolving time 
Gave means to expiate the crime 
High glow ed her bosom as she said, 

“ Well shall her sufferings be repaid 1 ” — 
Now came the parting hour— a band 
Front \rran’s mountains left the land , 

Their chief, Fitz Louis, had the care 
The speechless Amadme to hear 
To Brace, with honour, as behoved 
To page the monarch dearly lov ed 

io The King had deemed the maiden bright 
Should reach hint long before the fight. 

But stouns and fate her course delay 
It was an eve of battle day, 

When o’er the Gillie’s-hill she rode 
The landscape like a furnace glow ed. 

And far as e'er the ev c w as borne, 

The lances vv av ed like autumn corn 
In battles four beneath their c) e, 

The forces of King Robert lie 
And one below the lull w as laid, 

Reseived for rescue and foi aid , 

And three, advanced, formed v award-lme, 
’Twixt Bannock’s biook and N limit’s slirme 
Detached was each, jet each so nigh 
As well might mutual aid supplj 
Beyond, the Southern host appears, 

A boundless wilderness of spears, 

Whose verge or leai the anxious ej'e 
Strove far, but strove m vain, to sp) 

Ihick flashing in the evening beam, 

Gian es, lances, bills, and banners gleam , 
And where the heaven joined with the hill, 
Was distant armour flashing still, 

So wide, so far, the boundless host 
Seemed m the blue horizon lost 

1 1 Dow n from the lull the maiden passed, 

At tlie wild show of war aghast 
And traveised first the learward’bosl, 
Reserved for aid wlieie needed most 
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The men of Carnck and of Ayi, 

Lennon and Lanaik too, weic there, 

And all the n estern hnd , 

With these the •valiant of the Isles 
Beneath their chieftains ranked their files, 

In many a plaided hand 
Iheie, m the centie, proudly raised, 

1 lie Bruce’s royal standard blazed, 

And theie Loul Ronald’s banner bore 
A galley diivcn by sail and oar 
A wild yet pleasing contrast made 
Wairiors in mail and plate anayed, 

With the plumed bonnet and the plaid 
By these Hebrideans uorn , 

But O 1 unseen foi tlnee long yeais, 

Deal was the garb of mountaineers 
To the fan Maid of Lom ' 

Foi one she looked — but he was far 
Busied amid the tanks of war — 

Yet with affection’s tioublccl eye 
She nmked his bannei boldly fly, 

Gave on the countless foe a glance, 

And thought on battle’s desperate chance 

To centie of the \ aw aid line 
Filz-Louis guided Amndme 
Aimed all on foot, that host appeals 
A seined mass of glimmenng speais 
1 here stood the Marcheis’ wailike band 
The wainois there of Lodon’s land , 

Lttricke and Liddel bent the yew, 

A band of archcis fieice, though few , 

The men of Nith and Annan’s vale, 

And the bold Speais of 1 evioldale , — 

The dauntless Douglas these obev , 

And the young Stuait’s gentle sway 
North-eastward by Saint Niman’s shime, 
Beneath fieice Randolph’s charge, combine 
The w amors w hom the hardy' Noith 
Fiom Tay to Sutheiland sent forth 
1 lie rest of Scotland’s war-array 
With Edward Biuce to westward lay, 

Yv lieie Bannock, with Ins bioken bank 
And deep rav me, protects their flank 
Behind them, sci cencd by sheltering wood, 

I he gallant Keith, Lord Marshal, siood 
ITis men-at-auns bear mace and lance, 

And plumes that wave, and helms that glance 
I hus fan divided by' the King, 

Centie, and light, and left-ward wing, , 
Composed lus front , not distant far 
Was strong icscivc to aid the war 
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And ’in is to front of tins an ay 
Her guide and Edith made their my 

Here must they pause , for, m ads nice 
As fai as one might pitch a lance, 

The Monarch rode along the \ an, 

The foe's approaching foicc to scan, 
llis line to maishal and to range, 

And ranks to squaic, and honls to change 
Alone lie lode— from head to lied 
Sheathed in his leady aims of steel , 

Nor mounted yet on aval -horse night, 

But, till more near the shock of fight, 

Reining a palfrey low and light 
A diadem of gold w as set 
Above lus bright steel basinet. 

And clasped within its ghtteung twine 
Was seen the glove of Aigcntmc , 

Truncheon or leading staff lie lacks, 

Bearing, instead, a battle-axe 
He ranged lus soldiers for the fight. 

Accoutred thus, tn open sight 
Of either host —Three bowshots far, 

Paused the deep front of England’s wai, 

And rested on their aims a while, 

To close and rank their vvaihkc file, 

And hold high council, if that night 
Should view the strife, or dawning light 

14. O gay, yet fearful to behold, 

Plashing w ith steel and rough w Uh gold. 

And bnstled o’er with lulls and spears, 
With plumes and pennons waving fan, 

Was that bright battle-front 1 for there 
Rode England's King and peers 
And who, that saw that monaich nde, 

His kingdom battled by bis side, 

Could then his du efnl doom foretell ’ — 

Fair was lus seat m 1 nightly sclle. 

And m Ins sprightly eye was set 
Some sparlv of the Plantagenet 
Though light and wandering was his glance. 
It flashed at sight of shield and lance 
“ fvuow’st thou,” he said, “ De Argentine, 
Yon knight who mnislials thus then line 
“ The tokens on lus helmet tell 
The Bmce, my Liege I know him well 
And shall the audacious traitor brave 
The presence whcie out banners wave? 

'(■vu Liege,” said Argentine 

'' eie he but horsed on steed hhe mine, 

1 o give lnm fan and knightly chance, 

I w ould adventure forth my lance 





THE LORD or THE ISLES ' 

“In battle-day, ’ the King replied, 

“Nice touxney rules aie set aside 
• — Still must the rebel dare orn ninth? 

Set on him — sweep luni fiom our path ' ” — 
And, at King Edw aid’s signal, soon 

„ Dashed from the ranks Sn 1 1 any Bonne 

15 Of Ilcieford’s high blood he came, 

A race lenosvncd for knightly fame 
He Laimed before Ins hlonaich’s eye 
To do some.decd of elm airy 
Pie spurred his steed he couched 1ns lancg 
And darted on the I! nice at once. 

— As motionless as rocks, that bide 
The wrath of the ad\ ancmg tide. 

The Bruce stood fast — Each bicast beat high 
And dazzled w as each gazing c\ e — 

The heart had baldly time to tlnnk, 

The ey elid scarce had lime to w ink, 

Whde on the King, like flash of flame, 

Spui red to full speed the war-horse came J 
The partndge may the falcon mock, 

If that slight palfrey stand the shock — 

But, sw eriang from the Knight’s career 

Just as they met, Bruce shunned the speai 

Onward the baffled warrior boic 

His course — but soon his comse was o’er ' — 

High m Ins slumps stood the King 

And gave his battle-axe the swung 

Right on De Boune, the W'hilcs he passed, 

Fell that stem dint — the first — the last 
Such strength upon the blow w as put. 

The helmet crashed like hazel-nut , 

The axe-shaft, with its brazen clasp, 

Was shnered to the gauntlet grasp 
Springs from the blow the startled horse, 
Drops to the plain the lifeless corse , 

— First of that fatal field how soon. 

How sudden, fell the fierce De Boune 1 

s6 One pity mg glance the Monarch sped 
Where on the field his foe Ey dead , 

Then gently turned hzs palfrey ’s head, 

And, pacing back Ins sober way, 

Slowly he gained Ins own arrai 

There round their King the leaders crowd, 

And blame his recklessness aloud. 

That risked ’gainst each adventurous spear 
A life so a allied and so deo-. 

Ills broken w eapon’s shaft sun ey ed 
l he King, and careless answer made, — 

“My loss may pav mi folly’s tax , 

I \ e broke my trusty' battle-axe ” — 
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M twis then I it/-Lmiic, bending 
Did Isabel s utiiinn -.ion mio« 

Edith, (h'-Rtti'-cd, itdoUnu , , 

\nd hides In.' blushes with lm lmnd' 

1 he inomnli' - brov In < changed its hu 1 
Avvav the gorv axe he thre* , 

\\ lule to the seeming page he dr. v , 

ClcirinR wai s tcirois ro ft In > £) v* 

Her hand w ith puith can he tool , 

With such a hind jnolicimjt Imk, 

As to a \uah and timid 1 Oj 
Wight speak that elder hioth ' s rare 
And elder brother's love were there 

17 “ Fear not,” he said, " joung An.whnc < ‘ 

1 hen whispered, 11 Still th it tnmc be thine 
Fate plajs her wonted fantasv, 

Kind Ymadme, with thee "iirl me, 

And sends thee here in doubtful hour. 

But soon w c arc hejond her power , 

For on this chosen battle j lain, 

Victor or vanquished, 1 remain 
Do thou to vnndei hill repau , 

The followers of our host are there, 

And all who nnj not v eapons bear — 

Fit/ Louis, Inve him in thj care — 

Jojful wc meet, if all go wc'l , 

If not, in Arran’s hoi) cell 
lhou must tahe part with Kabcl , 

For brave Lord Ronald, too, hath sworn 
Not to regain the Maid of Lora, 

{Die bliss on earth lie coveN most,! 

Would lie forsake Ins battle post, 

Or shun the fortune tint mav fall 
To Bruce, to Scotland, and to all — 

But hark 1 some news these trumpets tell , 
Forgive m> haste — farewell— farewell ” 

And in a low ei voice he said, 

"Be of good cheer — farewell, sweet maid !” — 

iS “What tmn of dust, with trumpet-sound 
And ghmmciing spenrs, is wheeling lountl 
Our leftward flank 5 ” — the Monarch cncd 
io Moraj’s Earl, who rode beside 
“ Lo ' lound th) station pass the foes I 
Randolph, thj wreath has lost a lose ” — 

The Earl his v isor closed, and said, 

“My wreath shall bloom, or life shall fade - 
I' ollow , my household < ” — And the) go 
Like lightning on the adv ancmg foe 
(1 Liege,’ said noble Douglas then. 

Lari Randolph Ins but one to ten . 

Let me go forth Ins band to aid 1 
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— “ Stu not, 1 lie erroi lie hath made, 

Let him amend it as he may, 

I v ill not weaken mine an ay ” — 

Then loudly lose the conflict-cry, 

And Douglas’s bra\e heart swelled high,— 

“My Liege," he said, “with patient car 
I must not Moray’s death-knell hem 1 ” — 

1 Then go, hut speed tliec back again ” — 

I'orth sprung the Douglas with Ins liarn; 

But, when they won a using lull, 

He bade Ins follow eis hold them still — 
u See, see 1 the routed Southern fly 1 
l he Earl hath won the wetory 
Lo 1 wlieie ) on steeds run masterless, 

His banner tow ers aboi e the press 
Rem up , out presence w otild impan 
The fame we come too late to share ” — 

Back to the host the Douglas rode, 

And soon glad tidings are abiond, 

That, Da} n court by stout Randolph slain. 

Ills follow eis fled watli loosened lein — 

1 hat skn nusli closed the busy day, 

And couched in battle’s piomptanay, 

Each aimy on tlieir weapons lay 

t 9 It w as a night of lovely June, 

High rode in cloudless blue the moon, 

Demayet smiled beneath her my , 

Old bin ling’s towers aiose m light. 

And, tw med in links of silver bright, 

Her wundvng n\ei lay 
Ah, gentle planet 1 other sight 
Shall greet thee, next leturnmg mght, 

Of broken arms and banneis toie, 

And marshes dark w itli human gore, 

And piles of slaughteied men and house 
And Foith that floats the fieqnent corse, 

And many a wounded w retch to plain 
Beneath thy silver light in \ain 1 
But now , from England’s host, the cry 
Thou lieai’st of w assail ie\ elry, 

While from the Scottish legions pass 
The nun mined prayer, the eaily mass , - 
Ilere numbers had presumption gnen , 

There, hands o’ennatclicd sought aid from Heaved 

20 On Gillie’s-lull, avhose height commands 
The battle-field, fair Edith stands. 

With serf and page unfit for'i T ai, 

To eye the conflict from afai 
O 1 wath w hat doubtful agony 
She secs the dawning tint the sky t 
Now on the Ocluls gleams the sun,. 
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King Edtnrct s he t>' otic} 

\)l Argentine -mends hr; c ulc, 

V\ ith slont Dc deuce, Penal rok t s pr.de 
Selected champions from the tram, 

To vnit upon ins bndle-run 
Upon the Scottish foe he fired” 

-—At once, before lus sight tnv’-ul, 

Sunk burner, spenr, md shield , 

Eich it t ipon point is don nw •> al ent, 
Each atnrrior to the ground is bent 
“The rebels, Argentine, repent 1 

For pardon they lmc kneeled ” — 

“ A>c ’ — but they bend to other potters, 
And other pardon sue than our. 1 
See where yon bare-fool Abbot stands, 
And blesses them \t llli lifted hands 1 
Upon the spot itheie they hue kneeled. 
These men \t ill die, or it m the field ” — 
— “Then protc ate if they die oi atm ’ 
Bid Gloster’s Earl the fight begin " — 

22 Earl Gilbert tinted his truncheon high. 
Just as the Northern ranks arose. 
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Signal for En 0 <and’s archeiy 

lo halt and bencf Lheir bows 
Then stepped each } com an forlli a pace. 
Glanced at the intervening space, 

And raised his left hand high , 

To the light car the cords they bung — 

— At once ten thousand bow sii nigs ring. 
Ten thousand arrows fly 1 
Nor paused on the devoted Scot 
The ceaseless fury of their shot , 

As fieicely and as fast. 

Forth whistling came the graj -goose w mg, 
As the wild hailstones pelt and img 
Adown Decembers blast 
Nor mountain targe of tough bull-hide. 
Nor Lowland mail, that storm maj bide , 
Woe, w'oe to Scotland’s bannered pride, 

If the fell show er may last 1 
Upon the right, behind the w ood, 

Each by his steed dismounted, stood 
The Scottish chivalry , — 

With foot in stirrup, hand on mane, 

Fierce Edward Bruce can scarce lestiatn 
His own keen heart, Ins eager train, 

Until the aicliers gamed the plain , 

Then, “Mount, ye gallants free 
lie cried, and, •vaulting from the giound. 
Ills saddle ev cry horseman found 
On high their glittering crests the} toss, 

As spnngs the w lld-firc from the moss , 
The shield hangs down on e\ci} breast, 
Each read} lance is m the rest, 

And loud shouts Edwaid Bruce — 
“Forth, Marshal, on the peasant foe 1 
We 11 tame the" terrors of tliar bow, 

And cut the bowstring loose 1 ” — 

23 Then spurs were dashed m chargers’ flanl s 
The} rushed among the archer ranks 
No spears were there the shock to let, 

No stakes to turn the chaigc were set. 

And how shall }eoman ! s aimour slight 
Stand the long lance and nnce of might f 
Or what mu) then slioit swords avail 
’Gainst barbed hor^e and shut of m ni ? 
Amid their ranks the chargers sprung 
High o’ei their heads the weapons swung, 
And shriek and groan and vengeful -hr tit 
Give note of triumph and of rout 1 
Awhile, v 1U1 stubborn nardihc cd. 

Them English hearts the- ^t.rfe made good; 
Borne down at length on even side. 
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Maintaining still the stein tm moil, 

And to their wild and toi tilled gioan 
Each adds new tenois of Ins own 1 

25 Too strong in coinage and in might 
Was England jet, to yield the fight 

Hei noblest all are here , 

Names that to fear weie never known, 

Bold Norfolk’s Earl De Biotherton, 

And CKfoid’s famed De Veie 
There Glostcr plied the bloody swoid, 

And Berkley, Giey, and Hcieford, 
Bottetourt and Sanzaveic, 

Ross, Montague, and Mauley, came, 

And Couitenay’s pride, and Pcicj’s fame — 
Names known too well m Scotland’s wai, 

At T alkirk, Metliven, and Dunbai, 

Blazed broader yet m after years, 

At Cressy led and fell Poitiers 
Pembioke with these, and Argentine, 
Brought up the 1 earn aid battle-lme 
With caution o’er the ground they tiead, 
Slippery with blood and piled with dead. 
Till hand to hand in battle set, 

1 he bills w ith spears and axes met, 

And, closing dark on eieiy side 
Raged the full contest far and wade 
- Then was the strength of Douglas ti led 
Then proved was Randolph’s gencious pnde, 
And well did Stuait’s actions grace 
The sire of Scotland’s royal lace ' 

Firmly they kept then ground , 

As firmly England onward picssed, 

And dowai went many a noble crest, 

And rent was many a valiant bieast, 

And Slaughtei revelled round 

26 Unflinching foot ’gainst fo,t was set, 
Unceasing blow by blow' was met , 

The gioans of those who fell 
Were drow ned amid the shnllei clang, 

That from the blades and harness rang, 

And in the battle-yell 
Yet fast they fell, unheai d, forgot. 

Both Soutlnon fierce and haidy Scot, — 

And 0 1 amid that waste of life, 

What v anous rnotiv es fired the stnfe ' 

The aspiring Noble bled for fame, 

The Patriot for lus country’s claim , 
fins Knight Ins y outliful strength to prove, 
And that to win Ins lady’s love , 

Some fought from ruffian thirst of blood, 
From habit some, or hardihood 
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But nifinn stern, nnd "rHier 
1 lie noble and tlu 'Tne, 

From \ it (ins cm c tin mu ")H road, 

On tin ' inn- bloi.rt) morning, lr,*.L 
1 o U. it <vu mo, liu (/n l ’ 

27 Fite lug of t-'rifc to lisp K~,m 

though neither loic, ut nor v im 
ilndiridis ll't- Min, tb’cl* roll’ tbomi't, 

A ini feebler speed' the blow "rd thru *< 
Dough-; leans nn his wn- r ' ool now. 

And Randolph wipe- his blood) 1 row. 

Nor less Inti (oiled e-uh bouElie ri km. Id 
]'rom morn till mid-dij in tin fi, ,1' 

Strong I'grunont for itr rm st { 3,p, 
Beauchamp ut dee' his \i*-or c 5 a.-.p, 

And Montague min' quit ills q>e”r, 

And smks th\ fatchum, 1 old Do k ere ! 

The Won-, of Ikrklev f til ic-s fi t, 

And gallrnt PembtoH'sl urle blast 
Hath lod its lied) tone, 

Sinks, Vrpcntmc, thj battle wonl. 

\nd Percy’s shout was funUr heard 
“My jnern-men fight tm — 

28 Bruce, with the pilot* war) t)c, 

Hie slackening of the stuini could spy, 
"One efiort more and Sco’hnd’s fad 
Lord of the Isles, nt) tru.t in thee 
Is firm as Aiba-roek, 

Rush on uitli Highland s rord **nd nrgt, 
I, with nn Carriek spearmen, c*nrgi , 
Non, forward to tl c shoe! *’ — 

At once the spears were forward thrown, 
\gunst the sun the broadswords, snoue, 
i lie pibroch lent its maddening tone, 

And loud King Robert's roice w-s ) no\ n 
“Carnck, press on — the) fail, the\ ful* 
Press on, brarc sons of Innisgatl, 

Hie foe is fainting fast ! 

Lacli stnkc for paient, child and wife, 

For Scotland, hbert), and life, — 

Hie battle cannot last — 

29 1 he fresh and desperate onset bore 
i he foes three furlongs bark and more, 

I earing their noblest in their gore 
Alone, De Argentine 
Yet bears on high his red cross shield. 
Gathers, the relics of the held, 

Renews the tanks where ther hare reeled 
And still makes good the line 
Bnef strife, but fieice, his efforts raise, 

A bright but monienlar) biaze 
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Fair Edith heaid the Southron shout. 
Beheld them turning from the rout, 

Heard the wild call then trumpets sent 
In notes ’twivt tnumph and lament 
That nil} mg fo ice, combined anew, 
Appeared, in her distracted -view, 

To hem the lsles-men round , 

“O God 1 the combat they lenew, 

And is no rescue found 1 
And ye that look thus tamely on, 

And sec your native land o’erthrown, 

0 1 aie >our hearts of flesh or stone?” — 

30 The multitude that w atched afai, 

Rejected from the ranks of war, 

Had not unmoved beheld the fight, 

When strove the Bruce for Scotland's right. 
Each lieait had caught the patriot spark, 

Old man and stapling, priest and clerk, 
Bondsman and serf, even female hand 
Stretched to the hatchet or the brand , 

But, when mute Amadme they heard 
Give to their zeal lus signal-word, 

' A frenzy fired the throng , — 

“ Portents and miracles impeach 
Our sloth — the dumb our duties teach — 
And lie that gives the mute lus speech 
Can bid the weak be strong 
To us, as to our lords, are given 
A native earth, a promised heav en , 

1 o us, as to our lords, belongs 

The vengeance for our nation’s wiongs , 

The choice, ’twi\t death or freedom, warms 
Our bi easts as theirs— To anus, to aims 1 ” — 
To arms they flew', — axe, club, or spear, — 
And mimic ensigns high they iear, 

And, like a banneicd host afar, 

Bear down on England’s wearied w r ar 

31 Aheady scattered o’ei the plain, 

Reproof, command, and counsel vain, 

The reanvard squadrons fled amain, 

Or made but doubtful stay, — 

But when they mark the seeming show 
Of fresh and fierce and marshalled foe. 

The boldest broke array 
O give then hapless prince his due 1 
In vain the loyal Edward threw' 

His person ’mid the spears, ’ 

Cried “Fight!” to terror and despair, 
Menaced, and w ept, and tore Ins hair, 

And cursed their caitiff fears. 

Till Pembioke turned his bndle rein, 
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And forced htm from the fat'll pUm 
With them rode Argentine, with 
They gained the sumnut of the hill. 

But quitted there the tram — 

<{ In } otidcr held a gage I icfy~ 

I must not li\e of fame bereft, 

I needs must turn again 
Speed hence, my Liege, for on your trace 
The fiery Douglas takes the chase,— 

I know his banner v ell 
God send my So\ ereign joy and bliss, 

And many a happier field than this 
Once more, my Liege, farewell - 

32 Again he faced the battle-field, — 

Wildly they fly, are slam, ot yield 

“Now then,” he said, and couched his spear, 

“ Afy course is run, the goal is near , 

One effort more, one brai e career, , 

Must close this race of mine ’’ 

Then in Ins stirrups nsing high, 

He shouted loud his battle cry, 

“Samt Tames for Argentine * " 

And, of the bold pursuers, four 
The gallant knight from saddle bore , 

But not unbanned — a lance's point 
Has found his breast-plate’s loosened joint, 
An axe has rated Ins crest , 

Yet still on Colonsay’s fierce lord, 

Who pressed the chase with gory sword, 

He rode with spear m rest, 

And through his bloody tartans boied, 

And th rough Ins gallant breast. 

Nailed to the earth, the mountaineer 
Yet writhed lum up against the spear, 

And swung his broad sword round 1 
— Stirrup, steel-boot, and cuish gaie way, 
Beneath that blow’s tremendous sway 
The blood gushed from the wound , 
And the gnm Lord of Colonsay 
Hath tinned him on the ground, 

And laughed m death-pang, that his ’blade 
The mortal thrust so well repaid 

33 Now toiled the Brace, the battle done 
To use his conquest boldly won , ’ 

And gas e command for horse and spear 
To press the Southron’s scattered rear, 

Nor let his broken force combine, ’ 

— When the war cry of Argentine 
Fell faintly on his ear 1 
" Sa\c, sue his life,” he cned, * 0 
The kind, the noble, and the braie 1 
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The squadions round free passage gave, 

The -wounded knight drew ne-u 
He raised his red-cioss shield no more, 

Helm, cuish, and breastplate sti earned with gore, 
Yet, as he saw the King advance. 

He strove e\ en then to couch his lance— 

The effoit was imam ' 

The spui-stroke failed to louse the horse, 
Wounded and weary', m mid coui-se 
He stumbled on the plain 
Then foiemost was the geneious Biuce 
To raise his head, Ins helm to loose — 

“ Lord Earl, the day is thine ' 

My Sovereign's charge, and adverse fate, 

Have made oui meeting all too late * 

Yet tins may Argentine, 

As boon from ancient comrade, crave — 

A Clmstian’s mass, a soldier’s grave ” — 

34 Bruce pressed Ins dying hand — its grasp 
Kindly' lephcd , but, in Ins clasp. 

It stiffened and grew cold — 

And, “ O farew ell > ” the v ictoi cried, 

“Of chivalry the flower and pride, 

The arm in battle bold, 

The covuteous mien, the noble race. 

The stainless faith, the manly face 
Bid Niman’s conv ent light their shnne, 

Foi late -wake of De Argentine 
O’er better knight on death-bier laid, 

Toich never gleamed nor mass was said 1 ” — 

35 Not foi De Argentine alone, 

Thiougli Killian’s church these torches shone, 

And lose the death-prayer’s awful tone 
That yellow lustre glimmered pale 
On bioken plate and bloodied mail, 

Rent crest and shattered coronet, 

Of Baron, Earl, and Banneret, 

And the best names that England knew, 

Claimed m the death-prayer dismal due 
Yet mourn not. Land of Fame 1 
Though ne’er the leopards on thy shield 
Retreated from so sad a field. 

Since Norman William came 
Oft may thine annals justly boast 
Of battles stem by Scotland lost 
Grudge not her v ictory, 

When for her free-bom rights she strov e , 

Rights deal to all who freedom love, 

To none so dear as thee ! 

36 Turn we to Bruce, whose curious car 
Must from Fitz Louis tiduurs hear 
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With him, a bundled voices tell 
Of prodigy and miracle, 

“For the mute Page had spoke 
Page t " said Fitz-Louis, “rather say, 

An angel sent from realms of day, 

To burst the English yoke 
I saw his plume and bonnet drop, 

When hurrying from the mountain top , 

A lovely brow, dark locks that w avc, 

To his bright eyes new lustre ga\e, 

A step as light upon the green ^ 

As if his pinions waved unseen ' " — 

“ Spoke he with none?”— “With none— one word 
Burst when he saw the Island Lord, 

Returning from the battle field ” 

“ What answer made the Chief? ’ — ‘lie kneeled, 

Durst not look up, but muttered low 

Some mingled sounds that none might know, 

And greeted him 'twixt joy and fear, 

As being of superior sphere ” — 

37 Even upon Bannock’s bloody plain, 

Heaped then with thousands of the slam, 

’Mid -victor monarch’s musmgs high. 

Mirth laughed in good King Robert’s cy e 
“ And bore he such angelic air, 

Such noble front, such waving hair? 

Hath Ronald kneeled to lmn ? ’’ he said, 

“ Then must we call the church to aid — 

Our will be to the Abbot known, 

Ere these strange news are wider blown, 

To Cambushenneth straight he pass, 

And deck the church for solemn mass, 

To pay, for high deliverance given, 

A nation’s thanks to gracious Heav en 
Let him array, besides, such state 
As should on princes’ nuptials wait 
Ourself the cause, through fortune's spite, 

That once broke short that spousal life, 

Ourself wall grace, with early mom, 

The bridal of the Maid of Lorn ’’ 


CONCLUSION 

Go forth, my Song, upon thv venturous way , 

Go boldly forth , nor yet thy master blame, 

Who chose no patron for his humble la) 

-A- 11 '* graced thy numbers with no friendly name, 
v\ hose partial zeal might smooth thy path to fame. 

Thaeiuas — and O 1 how many sorrows crowd 
Into the;>e two brief words ! — there was a claim 
By generous friendship given — had fate allowed, 
It well had bid thee rank the proudest of the proud 1 
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All angel now — yet little less tlian all, 

While still a pilgrim m our w orld below ’ 

What S ails it us that patience to recall, 

Which hid its own, to sootlie all other woe ; 
What ’\ ails to tell how Virtue’s purest glow 
Shone yet more loi ely m a form so fair , — 

And, least of all, \\ hat ’vails the uorld should know, 
That one poor guland, tinned to deck thy hair, 
hung upon thy hearse, to droop and w ither there I 
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GLENIINLAS, OR, LORD RONALDS COROS'ACtI 

(This ballad fust appeared in Lewis’s TiV. rf R 

;,f t f-m 'ei, n,*» 
,\U" a «-’•»’> .»'*V 
osc. 1 th» f 

S jrr'ty bet'e* t> t0 ' 0 * 
►n two LaiufJ ye ! ”‘- 
! ir.v , 

patnni nrly '£> him, t * 
the f w **■ 'ttef* c"" 

Virgin Miry Day at length cure, an.i the tfiplrevs »-> > m ' c ’ u ^5 

In the forest, he found the bones of his unfo'tun lie friend, w' n 1 3 1 ’ S'" J 
to pieces and devoured In the fiend, irto v how toil* be 1 * J fallen. The p.iCe 
was from thence called 7 Ve Gler- ef Mr Gritn U ofer . 

Glenfinlas is a tract of forest ground, lying in the Highlands r-f Peru * itte 
not far from Callender in Mcmeith. ltuas formerly n royal fcitc*r, a-d f * 
belongs to the Tarl of Moray This coi utrj, as a ell as the ~r'|xrnt dn net Mi 
Balquidder was in times of sore, chiefly inhabited by t’ " \1 ae'regnrv 1 ° 
the west of the Forest of Glenfinlas lies Locn Katmie, am’ i S'on^i me aver" e 
called the Irosachs Benledi, llenmorc, and 1 cntOtrliJi, ar t ourtttoa 1 " 
the same district, and at no great distance from Glettfuilas Flip riser 1 e:‘h 
passes Callender and the Castle of Donne and joins tl e 1 mth rear Surfing 
The Pass of Lenny is immediately abose Callender, and is the principal access 
to the Highlands from that town. Clenarlncy ts a fores , near UcttVOtrlcl. 
The whole forms a sublime tract of Alpine scenery 

" For them the viewless forms of air obey, 

Their bidding heed, and at their bed. repair, 

They know what spirit brews the stotnful da\, 

And heartless oft, like moody madness, stare, 

To see the phantom train their secret work prepare " 


The simple tradition, upon which the following* in 
thus While two Highland hunters were pas* np the r 
(a hut budl for the purpose of hurting) and making m 
and whisky, one of them expressed a s isli that they has 
plete their party The w ords w ere sea-cely imereti, wt ■ 
women, habited in green, entered the hut, d-.ncirg anc 
hunters was seduced, by the siren wt o a tack'd her*' f 
lease the hut the other rem uned, and su*ptcn>\ s of 
tinned to play upon a trump, or Jew * harp, 'c nc sir 


“OnoNEane’l Ohoneane’l” 

The pnde of Albm’s line is o’er, 

And fallen Glenartney’s stateliest tree , 
We ne’er shall sec Lord Ronald more 1 

0, sprung from great Macgilhanore, 

The chief that net cr feared a foe, 

How matchless w as thy broad claymore, 
How deadly tlune unerring bow 1 

Well can the Saxon widows tell. 

How, on the Teitli’s resounding shore, 
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The boldest Lowland warriors fell, 

As down from Lenny’s pass you boie. 

But o’er his hills, on festal day, 

How blazed Lord Ronald s Beltane tree, 
While youths and maids the light strathspey 
So nimbly danced, w ith Highland glee 1 

Cheered by the strength of Ronald’s shell, 
E’en age forgot lus tresses hoar , 

But now the loud lament we swell, 

0 ne’er to see Lord Ronald more 1 

Fiom distant isles a Chieftain came, 

The joys of Ronald’s halls to find. 

And chase with him the dark brown game. 
That bounds o’er Albm’s lulls of wand 

’Twas Moy, whom in Columba’s isle, 

The seer’s prophetic spirit found, 

As, with a minstrel’s fire the while, 

He walked his harp’s harmonious sound 

Full many a spell to him was known, 

Which w'andenrg spirits shrink to hear. 
And many a lay of potent tone, 

Was never meant foi mortal ear 

For there, ’tis said, in mystic mood. 

High converse with the dead they hold, 
And oft espy the fated shroud 

That shall the future corpse enfold 

O so it fell, that on a day, 

To rouse the red deer from their deu. 

The chiefs liav e ta’en their distant w ay, 

And scoured the deep Glenfmlas glen. 

No vassals wait their sports to aid, 

To watch their safet) , deck their board , 
Their simple dress, the Highland plaid, 

Then trust} gu ird, the Highland sw ora 

Three summer da)s, through brake and dell, 
'I heir whistling shafts successful flew'. 

And still, when dewy evening fell. 

The quarry to their hut they drew 

In gray Glenfinlas’ deepest nook 

1 he solitary cabin stood, 

Fast by Moreira’s sullen brook, 

Which murmurs through that lonely w ood, 

So r t fell the night, the sky was calm, 

When three successive dajs had flown , 
And summer mist m dewv balm 

Steeped heath} bank, and mocs} stone. 
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The moon, half hid m Mhery flakes, 

Afar her dubious radiance shed, 

Quivering on Katrine’s distant lakes 
And resting on Bcnledi s head 
Non in their hut, in social guise, 

Their sylvan fare the chiefs enjoy , 

And pleasure laughs m Ronald s e>es, 

As many a pledge he quails to Moy, 

“ What lack we here to crown our bliss 
While thus the pulse of jo> heals high? 
What, but fair woman’s yielding kiss, 

Her panting breath, and melting eye? 

“To chase the deer of yonder shades, 

This morning left their father’s pile 
The fanest of our mountain maids, 

The daughters of the proud Glcngyle 

“ Long have I sought sweet Mary’s heart, 

And dropped the tear, and heaved the si^h ) 
But vam the loser’s wily art, 

Beneath a sister’s w atchful eye 

“But thou mayst teach that guardian fair, 
While far with Mary I am flown, 

Of other hearts to cease her care, 

And find it hard to guard her own. 

“Touch but thy harp, thou soon shalt see 
The lovely Flora of Glcngyle, 

Unmindful of her charge and me, 

Hang on thy notes, ’twi\c tear and smile, 

“ Or, if she choose a melting tale, 

All underneath the green wood bough. 
Will good St Oran’s rule pres ail, 

Stem huntsman of the rigid brow ?” — 

“‘Since Enoch's fight, since Moma’s de-nil, 
No moie on me shall rapture rise, 
Response e to the panting breath, 

Or yielding kiss, or melting eyes 

“E’en then, when o’er the heath of woe, 
Where sunk my hopes of loie and fame 
I bade my harp’s wild wailings flow, 

On me the Seer’s sad spirit came 

last dread curse of angry heaven, 
t ghastly sights and sounds of W'oe, 
G^mpse of joy, was given ~ 
■the gift, the future ill to know 

The bark thou sawst, yon summer mom. 
So gaily part from Oban’s bay. 

My eye beheld her dashed and torm 
F*ir on tlie roclcy Colonsity 


BALLADS* 


553 


“Thy Feigus too— thy' sister’s son, 

Thou saw si, with pride, the gallant’s powei, 

As marching ’gainst the Lout of Downe, 
lie left the shirts of huge Benmore 

“Thou only saw st their tartans wa\e, 

As down Bemoirlich’s side they wound, 

Heardst but the pibroch, answenng biavc 
To many a target clanking round 

“I heard the groans, I marked the tears, 

I saw the w’ound his bosom bore, 

When on the serried Saxon spears 
He poured his clan’s lcsistless roai 

“And thou, who bidd’st me think of bliss, 

And bidd’st my heart awake to glee, 

And court, like thee, the wanton kiss, — 

That heart, O Ronald, bleeds for thee 1 

“ I see the death-damps chill thy brow , 

I hear thy Warning Spirit cry , 

The corpse-lights dance — they’re gone, and now . , 
Ho more is gnen to gifted eye — 

“ Alone enjoy thy dreary dreams, 

Sad prophet of the c\ ll hour * 

Say, should we scorn joy s transient beams, 

Because to-morrow ’s storm may lour? 

“ Or false, or sooth, tliy woids of w oe, 

Clangillian’s chieftain ne’er shall fcai , 

His blood shall bound at lapture’s glow. 

Though doomed to stain the Saxon spear 

“ E’en now', to meet me m y on dell, 

My Mary s buskins brush the dew ” 
lie spoke, nor bade the chief farewell, 

But called his dogs, and gay withdrew 

Within an hour returned each hound , 

In rushed the rousers of the deei , 

They howled m melancholy sound. 

Then closely couch beside the seei 

No Ronald yet , though midnight came, 

And sad were Moy’s prophetic dreams, 

As, bending o’er the dying flame, 

He fed the w a tch- fire’s qun enng gleams 
Sudden tlie hounds erect then ear= 

And sudden cease their moaning howl. 

Close pressed to Moy, they maik their fears 
By' slmenng limbs, and stifled growl 
Untouched, the harp began to nng, 

As softly, slowly, oped the door, 

And shook responsne eiery stung, 

As light a footstep piessed tlie floor 
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And by the natch file’s glimmering light, 

Close by the minstrel’s side was seen 
A huntress maid, m beauty bright, 

All dropping wet her robes of green 

All dropping wet her garments seem , 

Chilled was her cheek, her bosom bare, 

\s, bending o’er the dying gleam 
She wrung the moistuie from her hair 

With maiden blush she softly said, 

“ 0 gentle huntsman, hast thou seen, 

In deep Glenfinlas’ moon-light glade, 

A loiely maid in rest ofgieen 

“With her a chief in Highland piide, 

His shoulders bear the hunter’s bow. 

The mountain dirk adorns bis side, 

Far otv the wind his tartans flow?" 

“And who art thou? and who are they?” 

All ghastly gazing, Moy replied 
“And why, beneath the moon’s pale ray. 

Dare ye thus roam Glenfinlas’ side?” 

“Where wild Loch-Kotnne pours her tide, 

Blue, dark, and deep, lound many an isle, 
Onr father's towers o’erhang her side, 

The castle of the bold Glengyle 

“To chase the dun Glenfinlas deer, 

Our woodland course this morn we bore, 

And haply met, W’hile wandering here, 

The son of great Macgillianore 

“ O aid me, then, to seek the pan. 

Whom, loitering in the w oods, I lost , 

Alone, I dare not -venture theie, 

Where walks, they say, the shrieking ghost ” 

“Yes, many a shrieking ghost walks there , 
Then first, my own sad \ow to keep, 

Here will I pour my midnight prayer, 

Which still must rise when mortals sleep ” 

11 0 first, for pity’s gentle sake 
Guide a lone wanderer on her way! 

For I must cross the haunted brake, 

And reach my father's to veis ere day " 
“First, three times tell each Ave bead, 

And thrice a Pater-noster say , 

Then kiss with me the holy reed , 

So shall we safely wind our way ” 

“ O shame to knighthood, strange and foul ! 

Go, doff the bonnet from tby blow, 

And shroud thee m the monkish cowl, 

Which best befits thy sullen row, 


BALLADS, 


Not so, by high Dunlathmon’s lire, 

Thy heart was froze to love and joy, 

When gaily rung thy raptured lyre, 

To wanton Moma’s melting eye ” 

Wild stared the Mmstrel’s ej es of dame, 
And high Ins sable locks arose. 

And quick Ins colour went and came, 

As fear and rage alternate lose 

" And thou, when by the blazing oak 
I lay, to her and lo\ e resigned, 

Say, rode ye on the eddying smoke, 

Or sailed ye on the midnight wind’ 

" Not tlnne a race of mortal blood, 

Nor old Glengyle’s pretended line , 

Thy dame, the Lady of the Flood, 

Thy sire, the Monarch of the Mine ” 

He muttered thnce St Oran’s rhyme, 

And thrice St Fillan’s powerful prayer. 
Then turned him to the eastern clime, 

And sternly shook Ins coal-black hau 

And, bending o’er his harp, he dung 
His wildest witch-notes on the wind , 

And loud, and high, and strange, they rung, 
As many a magic change they find 

Tali w axed the Spirit’s altering form, 

Till to the roof her stature greiv, 

Then, mingling with the rising storm, 

With one wild yell, away she flew 

Ram beats, hail rattles, whirlwinds tear 
The slender hut m fragments flew , 

But not a lock of Moy’s loose hair 
Was waved by wand, or wet by dew 

Wild mingling wuth the howling gale, 

Loud bursts of ghastly laughter rise , 

High o’er the minstrel’s head they sail, 

And die amid the noitliem skies. 

The \oice of thunder shook the wood, 

As ceased the more than mortal yell , 

And, spattering foul, a shower of blood 
Upon the hissing firebrands fell 
Next, dropped fiom high a mangled arm. 
The fingers strained a half-drawn blade - 
And last, the life-blood streaming w arm, 

Tom from the trunk, a gasping head 
Oft o’er that head, m battling field, 

Streamed the proud crest ofhigh Benmore, 
That arm the broad claymore could wield, 
Which dyed th* T’eith with Saxon gore 
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Woe to Monetras sullen nils 1 
Woe to Glcnfinlas’ dreary glen 1 
There never son of Alton's hills 
Shall dr.an the hunter's shaft agon I 

Even the tired pilgnm’stoimmr feet 
At noon shall slum that sheltering den. 
Lest, journey mg in their rage, he meet 
The wayward Ladies of the Glen 

And we — behind the dncftain’s shield, 

No more shall w e in safety dv cli , 
None leads the people to the field — 

And we the loud lament must swell 

0 hone a ne’ ! 0 hone a ric* l 
The pndc of Albm’s line is o’er, 

And fallen Glenartncy’s stateliest tree, 
We ne’er shall sec Lord Ronald more 1 


THE EVE OF ST JOHN 

Smmuio'ml, or SmatUiohn Toner, the se-ne of the follow mg ballad H sd‘ ! 
atedoti the northern boundary of Roxburghshire ninongadu’.’cr of mid rorVs, 
called Sandihitow Crags Tlic toner is a high sqtme building surrounded b> 
an outer avail, now ruinous 1 he circuit of the outer cou-t, her y defended, on 
three sides, by a precipice and morass, is accessible only front the wen, by a 
steep and rocly path Ihe apartments, as is usual hi a Herder I cep, cr fort- 
ress arc placed one aboae another, and cormmimca'c by a narrow stair ti \ the 
roof arc taa o b irtimns, or platform,, for defence or plea ere The 11100- door 
of the tower is wood, the outer an iron gate the distance between them he rig 
nine feet, the thickness, namely, of the wall from the dented lintioiot 
Smaylho me lower, it is seen many milcsm every direction Amo u theertr* 
by wlucb it is surrounded one, more eminent, is called tl e ft o' / trh J , and i-> 
said to have been the station of a be icon, in the times of avnr u tut b ngland 
Without the tower court is a ruined chapel Brotherstone is a heath, in the 
neighbourhood of Smajlho’mc lower 

1 his ballad was first printed in Mr Lew is s " 1 ales of Wonder ’ The 
catastrophe of the tale is founded upon a well 1 now 11 Irish tradition This 
ancient foi tress and jts vicinity formed the scene of t 1 e ft! not , infancy, 
, md seemed to claim from him this nttempt to celebrate them m a Border 
tale 

1 he Raton of Smaylho’roe rose with day, 
lie sptined lus couiset on, 

Without stop oi stay, down the rocky way 
1 hat leads to Biotlierstone 


Ilew cut not yvitb the bold Bucclcuch, 

His banner broad to real , 

^ ® " < - n . t n °t ’gamst the English yeyy 
To lift the Scottish spear 

’ C a i 'j S , plate I acl t '" ls braced, and his helmet was laced, 
And Ins vaunt brace of proof he w’ore , 

At „ 1 . e S Ir!; b at as a good steel sperthe, 
hull ten pound weight and moie 



BALLADS 


*The Baron returned in three days’ space, 

And 3ns looks were sad and sour , 

And weary was Ins courser’s pace, 

As he leached Ins rocky tower 

He came not from w here Ancram Moor 
Ran red with English blood , 

Where the Douglas true, and the bold Buccleuch, 
’Gainst keen Lord Evers stood 

Yet nas his helmet hacked and hewed. 

His acton pierced and tore , 

His axe and his dagger with blood imbrued, — 
But it was not English gore 

He lighted at the Chapellage, 

He held him close and still , 

And he w histled thrice for his little foot-page, 

His name was English Will 

“ Come thou hither, my little foot-page , 

Come hither to my knee , 

Thou art young, and tender of age, 

I think thou art true to me 

“ Come, tell me all that thou hast seen, 

And look thou tell me true < 

Since I from Smaylho'me tower have been, 

What did thy lady do?” 

“My lady, each night, sought the lonely light, 
That burns on the wild Walchfold , 

For, from height to height, the beacons bright 
Of the English foemen told ~ 

“ The bittern clamoured from the moss, 

The wind blew loud and ■dinll , 

Yet the craggy pathway she did cross, 

To the eiry Beacon Hill 

“I watched her steps, and silent came 
Where she sat her on a stone , 

No watchman stood by the dreary flame , 

It binned all alone 

“ The second night I kept her in sight, 

Till to the fire she came, 

And, by Mary’s might 1 an armed Knight 
Stood by the lonely flame 
“And many a word that warlike lord 
Did speak to my lady there , 

But the ram fell fast, and loud blew the blast, 

And I heard not what they were 
“The third night there the sky was fair, 

And the mountain bl'St was still, 

As again I watched the secret pair, 

On the lonesome Beacon Hill, 
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« And I heard her name the midnight hour, 

And name this hoi) c\ e , 

And say, ‘ Come this night to thy lad) *> bower , 
Ash no bold Baron’s leave 

“ ‘He lifts his spear with the bold Buccleuch ; 
His lady is all alone , 

The door she’ll undo to her knight <=o true, 

On the c\c of good St John ’ 


“ ‘ I cannot conic , 1 must not come , 

I dare not conic to thee , 

On the eve of St John 1 must v. under alone 
In th) bovver 1 may not be ’ 

“‘Now, out on thee, faint-hearted hnight ' 

Thou shouldst not say me nay , 

For the eve is sweet, and when lover-, meet, 

Is worth the whole summer’s da) 

“ ' And I’ll chain the blood-hound, and the warder slrtl 
not sound, 

And rushes shall he strewed on the Stair , 

So, by the black rood-stone, and b) hol^ St John, 

I conjure thee, my love, to he there ! 

“ ‘Though the blood-hound he mute and the rush beneath 
my foot, 

And the warder his bugle should not blow, 

Yet there sleepeth a priest in the chamber to the east, 

And my footstep he would know ’ 


“ ‘ 0 fear not the pnest, who sleepeth to the cast 1 
For to Dryburgh the way lie has ta’en , 

And there to say mass, till three days do pass, 

For the soul of a knight that is slam 

“lie turned lum around, and grimly he frowned , 
Then he laughed right scornfully — 

‘He who says the mass rite for tho soul of tint knight 
May as well say mass for me 


“ * At the lone midnight hour, when bad spirits hav c povv er, 
In thy chamber will I be ’ — 

With that he was gone, and my lady left alone, 

And no more did I see ” — 


Then changed, I trow, was that bold Baron’s brow, 
From the dark to the blood-red high , 

“Now, tell me the mien of the knight thou hast seen, 
For, by Mary, he shall die ■” 

“ hf ,s arms shone full bright, in the beacon’s red light , 
His plume it was scarlet and blue , 

On lus shield was a hound, m a silver leash bound, 
And his crest was a branch of the vew ’’ 
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“Thou best, thou best, thou little foot-page, 

Loud dost thou lie to me' 

For that knight is cold, and low laid m the mould, 

All undei the Eildon-tree ” 

“Yet hear but my word, mj noble lord ' 

For I heaid her name his name , 

And that lady bright, she called the knight, 

Sn Richaid of Coldmghame ” 

The bold Baron’s brow then changed, I trow, 

From high blood-ied to pale — 

“ The graie is deep and daik — and the corpse is stiff and 
stark — 

So I may not trust thy tale 

“Where fair Tweed flows round holy Meliose, 

And Eildon slopes to the plain, 

Full three nights ago, by some secret foe. 

That ga\ gallant was slam 

“ The varying light deceived thy sight, 

And the wild winds drowned the name , 

For the Drj burgh bells ring, and the white monks do sing, 
For Sir Richard of Coldmghame * ” 

He passed the court-gate, and he oped the tow cr grate, 
And he mounted the narrow stair 
To the bartizan-seat, where, with maids that on her wart, 
He found his lady fair 

That lady sat m mournful mood , 

Looked over lull and vale , , 

Over Tweed’s fair flood, and Mertoun’s wood, 

And all down Te\ lotdale 

“ Now hail, now hail, thou lady bright 
“ Now hail thou Baron true 1 
What news, what news, from Ancr.am fight? 

- What news from the bold Buccleuch 

“The Ancram Mooi is red with gore, 

For many a Southron fell , 

And Buccleuch has charged us, e\ ermorc 
To watch our beacons well " 

The lady blushed red, but nothing she said , 

Nor added the Baron a word 
Then she stepped down the stair to her chamber fair, 

And so did her moody lord 

In sleep the lady mourned, and the Baron tossed and turned 
And oft to himself he said — 

“ The w orms around him creep, and his bloodi gri\ c is 
deep 

Ht cannot gne up the dead *” 


BALI ADS. 


It was near the ringing of matin-bell, 

1 he night was w ell mgh done, 

When \ hea\} Mtep on that ifrion icil, 

On the eve of good St John, 

The hrly looked through the. chambi r fair, 
By the light of a dy mg dame , 

And she was aware of a 1 night stood therc- 
Sir Richard of Coldmghamc 1 


“Alas 1 away, away 1 ” she cried, 

“ For the holy Virgin’s sake 
“Rady, I know who sleeps bj th> side , 

But, lady, he will not awoke 
“By Eildon-tree, for long night 1 - three, 

Xu bloody grave lme 1 lain , 

Ihe nw r -s and the death-prayer are said for me, 
But, lady, they are said in min 
“ By the Baron’s brand, near Tweed’s fair strmd, 
Most foully slam I fell , 

And my restless sprite on the beacon’s height 
For a space is doomed to dw ell 


“ At our trystmg-place, for a certain space 
I must w under to and fro , 

But I had not had pow er to come to tin bow er 
Hadst thou not conjured me so ” 


Love mastered fear — her brow she crossed , 
“How, Richard, hast thou sped? 

And art thou saved, or art thou lost?” 

The Vision shook lus head < 


“ "Who spilleth life shall forfeit life, 
So bid thy lord believe 
That lawless love is guilt above, 
This aw ful sign receiv e ” 


He laid his left palm on an oaken beam , 
His right upon her hand 
The lady shrank, and fainting sunk, 

For it scorched like a fiery brand 


The sable score, of fingers four. 
Remains on that board impressed , 
And for ev ermore that lady w ore 
A covering on her wrist 
There is a Nun m Dry burgh bower, 
Ne’er looks upon the sun 
Theie is a Monk m Melrose tower, 
He speaketh word to none 


That Nun, who ne’er beholds the day, 
That Monk, who speaks to none — 
That Nun was Smaylho’me’s Lady ray. 
That Monk the hold Baron 
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CADYOW CASTLE 

ADDRrSSrD TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LADY ANNK HAMILTON 

The rums of Cadvovv, or Cauzow Castle, the ancient baronnl residence of 
the faintly of Hamilton, are situated upon the precipitous banks of the river 
Ev an, about tv. o miles abov e its j undtiou w ith the Cly de 1 he situation of the 
rums, embosomed m \ ood, darkened by ivy and creeping shrubs, and over- 
hanging the brawling torrent, is romantic m tnc highest degree In the imme- 
diate % lcimty of Cadyorv is a grove of immense oaks, the remains of the Cale- 
donian lorcst, which anciently c\tended through the south of Scotland, from 
die Eastern to the Atlantic Ocean Some of these trees measure twenty five 
feet, and upw ards, 111 circumference - and the state of decay , m which they now 
appear, shows that they may hat c w ltnessed the rites of the Druids The whole 
scenery is included m the magnificent and extensive park of the Duke of 
Hamilton In this forest was long preserved the hreed of the Scottish wild 
cattle, until their ferocity led to their extirpation, about forty years ago Their 
appearance was beautiful, being milk-white, with black muzzles, horns, and 
hoofs The bulls are described bv ancient authors as having white manes , hut 
those of jatter days had lost that peculiarity , perhaps by intermixture with the 
tame breed 1 

In detailing the death of the regent Murrays which is made the subject of the 
following ballad, it would be injustice to my reader to use other words than 
those of Dr Robertson, w hose account of that memorable ev ent forms a beauti- 
ful piece of historical painting 

" Hamilton of Bothwelihaugh was the person who committed this barbarous 
action He had been condemned to death soon after the battle of Langside, as 
we have already related, and owed his life to the regent’s clemency Rut part 
ofhts estate had been bestowed upon one of the regent’s favourites, who seized 
his house, and turned out his wife naked, in a cold night, into the open fields, 
where, before next morning, she became furiously mad lhis injury made a " 
deeper impression on him than the benefit he had received, and from that mo- 
ment he vowed to be revenged of the regent- Party rage strengthened and 
inflamed his private resentment His kinsmen, the Hamiltons, applauded the 
enterprise I he maxims of that age justified the most desperate course he 
eould take to obtain vengeance He followed the regent for some time, and 
watched for an opportunity to strike the blow He resolved, at last, to wait till 
his enemy should arm c at Linlithgow, through which he was to pass, in his 
w ay from Stirling to Edinburgh. He took his stand m a vv ooden gallery, w Inch 
had a window towards the street , spread a feather bed on the floor, to hinde 
die noise of his feet from being heard , hung up a black cloth behind him, tha 
his shadow might not be observ ed from w ithout and, after all this preparation 
calmly expected the regent’s approach, who had lodged, during the night, in ■ 
house not far distant. Some indistinct information of the danger which threat 
ened him, had been convey ed to the regent, and he paid so much regard to it 
that he resolved to return by the same gate through which he had entered, am 
to fetch a compass round the town But, as the crowd about the gate vva; 
great, and he himself unacquainted with fear, he proceeded directly along the 
street, and the throng of people obliging him to move very slowly', gave the 
assassin time to take so true an aim, that he shot him, with a single bullet, 
through the low cr part oflus belly, and killed the horse of a gentleman, whe 
rode on his o'hcr side His follow ers instantly endeav cured to break into the 
house whence the blow had come , hut they found the aoor strongly barricaded, 
and, before it could be forced open, Hamilton had mounted a fleet horse, which 
stood ready for him at a back passage, and w as got far bey ond their reach. 

" The recent died the same night of his wound ” — H siory of Scotland, book v 
The Regent died on the 23d of Januarv 1369 Immediately after the murder 
Bothw ellhaugh rode to Hamilton, W here he was rcceiv ed in tnumph 

When princely Hamilton’s abode 
Ennobled Cady ovv’s Gothic towers, 

The song w ent round, the goblet flowed 
And revel sped the laughing hours 

Then, thrilling to the harp's gay sound, 

So sweetly rung each vaulted wall. 
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And echoed light the dancer's bound. 

As mirth and music cheered the hall 

But Cadyow’s towers, m nuns laid, 

And a anils, by ivy mantled o cr, 

Thrill to the music of the shade, 

Or echo Evan’s hoarser roar 

Yet still, of Cadyow’s faded fame, 

You bid me tell a minstrel talc, 

And tune my harp of Border frame. 

On the wild banks of Evandale 

Foi thou, from scenes of courtly pnde, 

From pleasure's lighter scenes, caiist turn, 
To draw obln ion’s pall aside, 

And mark the long-forgotten urn 

Then, noble maid. 1 at thy command, 

Again the crumbled halls shall nse , 

Lo 1 as on Elan’s banks we stand, 

The past returns — the present flies — 

Where with the rock's wood- covered side 
Were blended late the rums gieen, 

Rise turrets m fantastic pnde, 

And feudal banners flaunt between 

Where the rude torrent’s brawling course 
Was shagged with thorn and tangling sloe, 
The ashler buttress braves its force. 

And lamparts frown m battled row 

5 Tis night — the shade of keep and spire 
Obscurely dance on E\ an’s stream, 

And on the waie the warder’s fire 
Is chequering the moonlight beam 

Fades slow their light, the east is gray. 

The weary warder leases his tower, 

Steeds snort , uncoupled stag-hounds hay. 
And merry hunters quit the bow er 

The drawbridge falls — they hurry out — 
Clatters each plank and swinging chain, 
As, dashing o’er, the jovial rout 
Urge the shy steed, and slack the rem 

First oflns troop, the chief rode on , 

His shouting merry-men throng behind , 
The steed of princely Hamilton 

\\ as fleeter than the mountain wand 

^' r 2F i the thick copse the roebucks bound, 
llie startled red-deer scuds the plain, 
or the hoarse bugle’s warrior sound 
Has routed their mountain haunts again 
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Through the huge oaks of Evandale, 

Whose hmks a thousand years have worn. 
What sullen loar comes down the gale, 

And drowns the hunter’s pealing horn ? 

Mightiest of all the beasts of chase 
That roam in vv oody Caledon, 

Crashing the forest m his lace, 

The Mountain Bull comes thundering on 

Fierce, on the hunters’ qun ered band. 

He lolls lus eyes of swarthy glow, 

Spurns, ivith black hoof and horn, die sand, 
And tosses Ingh his mane of snow 

Aimed well, the chieftain’s lance has flown f 
Struggling m blood the savage lies , 

His roar is sunk in hollow groan — 

Sound, merry huntsmen 1 sound the ptyst 1 

} Tis noon — against the knotted oak 
The hunters lest die idle spear , 

Curls through the trees the slendei smoke. 
Where yeomen dight the w oodland cheer 

Proudly the chieftain marked his clan. 

On greenwood lap all careless dirown, 

Yet missed Ins eye the boldest man 
That bore the name of Hamilton 

“Why fills not Bothw ellkaugli his place, 

Still wont oui w eal and w oe to share ? 

Why comes he not our sport to grace ? 

Why shares he not our liuntei’s fare 7 ” 

Stem Claud replied, with daikenmg face, 

(Gray Pasley's haughty ioid was he) 

“ At merry feast, 01 "buxom chase, 

No more the warrior shalt thou see 

1 Few suns have set, since Woodhouselee 
Saw' Bolhwellhaugh s bright goblets foam, 
When to his hearths, m social glee. 

The w ar-vvom soldier turned him home 

“There, wan from her maternal throes, 

His Margaret, beautiful and mild, 

Sate 111 her bow er, a pallid rose, 

And peaceful nursed her new -bom child 

“ O change accursed 1 past are those day s , 

False Murray’s ruthless spoilers came, 

And, for the health’s domestic blaze, 

Ascends destruction’s v olumed flame 
“ What sheeted phantom wanders w ild 
Where mountain Eske through woodland flows, 
Her arms enfold a shadowy child — 

Oh, is it she, the pallid ro=e 7 
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“ Ihc v. lldered traveller secs her elide, 
And hem her feeble v oice u ah r vi c— 
‘Revenge,’ she cries, ‘on Murrnv s ps'k , 
And woe for injured Both<vcllh' , ugh 


lie ceased— and cries of rage and grief 
Burst mingling fiom the l mdred band, 
And half arose the kindling chief, 

And half unsheathed lus Arran brand 

But who, o’er bush, o’er stream, a id rock, 
Rides headlong, with n svtlesi speed, 
Whose bloo ly poniard’s frantic strolo 
Drives to the leap hisjadctl rteed , 

Whose cheek is pale, whose ejeballs glare. 
As one some visioned sight tit it s->v , 
Whose hands are blood}, loose his lni>- ? — 
’Tis he 1 ’tis he ! ’tis Bolhwcllluagh 1 


From gory selle, and reeling steed, 

Sprung the fierce horseman w tth a boun 1 
And, locking from the recent deed, 

He dashed his carbine on the ground. 

Sternly he spoke — “ ’1 is sw eet to hear 
In good grccn-vvood the bugle blown, 

IJut sweeter to Revenge’s car 
To drink a tyrant’s djmg groan 

“ Your slaughtered quarry proudly trod, 

At dawning mom, o’er dale and down, 
But prouder base-bom Murraj rode 
Tlirough old Linlithgow’s crow ded town 

“From the wild Border’s humbled side, 

In haughty triumph, marched he, 

While Knoa relaxed his bigot pride, 

And smiled, the traitorous pomp to sec 

“But can stem Power, with all lus vaunt, 
Or Pomp, with all her courtly glare, 

The settled heart of Vengeance dmint 
Or change the purpose of Despair? 

“ With hackbut bent, my secret stand 
Dark as the purposed deed, I chose, 

And marked, where, mingling in his band, 
Trooped Scottish pikes and English bows 
“Dark Morton, girt with many a spear. 
Murder’s foui minion, led the van , 

And clashed their broadsw ords in the rear 
The wild Macfarlanes’ plaided clan 
Glencaim and stout Parkliead w ere nigh. 
Obsequious at their Regent’s rem, 

And haggard Lmdsa}’s iron eye, 

That saw fair Maiy weep m vam 


BALLADS 


S&5 


“’Mid pennoned spears, a steely grove, 

Fraud Murray’s plumage floated high ; 
Scaice could his trampling chaiger move, 

So close the minions crov. ded nigh 

‘‘From the raised visor’s shade. Ins eye, 

Dark rolling, glanced the ranks along, 

And his steel tiunclieon, waved on high, 
Seemed marshalling the iron throng 

“ But yet his saddened brow confessed 
A passing shade of doubt and awe , 

Some fiend was -whispering m Ins breast, 
'Beware of injuied Botnw ellhaugh 1 ’ 

“The death-shot parts — the charger spnngs — 
Wild uses tumult’s startling roar 1 — 

And Mju ray’s plumy helmet rings — 

Kings on the ground, to use no moie 

“What joy the raptured youth can feel 
To hear her lor e the lo\ ed one tell, 

Or he who broaches on his steel 
The wolf by whom Ins infant fell 1 

“But dearei to my injured eye, 

To see m dust proud Murray roll , 

And mine was ten times trebled joy 
To hear him groan his felon soul 

“My Margaret's spectre glided near , 

With pride her bleeding victim saw , 

And shrieked m his death-deafened ear, 
‘Remembei injured Bothw 7 ellhaugh ’ ’ 

“Then speed thee, noble Chatleiault * 

Spread to the wand thy banneied tree l 
Each warrior bend Ins Cl> desdale bow f — 
Murray is fallen, and Scotland free.” 

Vaults every warnor to his steed , 

Loud bugles join their wild acclaim — 
“Murray is fallen, and Scotland fieed ! 

Couch, Arran 1 couch thy spear of flame l ” 

But, see 1 the minstrel -vision fails — 

The glimmering spears are seen no more , 
The shouts of war die on the gales, 

Or sink m Evan’s lonely loar 
For the loud bugle, pealing high. 

The blackbird whistles down the vale, 

And sunk in lvaed rums lie 

The bannered tow ers of Ev ardale 
Foi chiefs, intent on bloody deed, 

And Vengeance, shouting o’er the slam, 

Lo 1 lugh-bom Beauty rules the steed, 

Or graceful guides the silken rein 
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And long may Pence and Pleasure own 
'l he mauls vdio lint the mmdrcl's tale , 
Nor e’er a rudci guest be 1 norm 
On the lair banks of l'\ ami de 1 


me CR\Y IlROUlIrR. 
a lucr.i 

The tradition, upon which the tal<* is fat i ■!« !, tepartP s i par, t’ ~ 

barony of Gilmcrton, near t td-vatir 1 1 Jlid I-c hr; IT i It I * n ' t nr 
called Gilmcrton Grvige, wax for tn-r’y rimed IV. "id'!', iron the ‘ lonr,' 
trigic iihcnturc —The barony of G liner < n b'Rr p'd, of 5 o <-, l s j*e-' , smi i 
n itned Heron, who had one bcmnful d ui'Ji cr 1 1 m ev -g 1 1 W wa* *edi "re! 
by the abbot of Newbott!", a nchtj-enclone' 1 abb" , cpm t t e barb* rf the 
South Eshe, now a 'eat of the in arm: it of Lothian, He' el cs-'tr fo the - 
ledge of this circumstance, and Partied a’ -a mat t’ e 1 ara c-rri". on t’i- r 
guilty intercourse bj the contrivance of the h J> s nur -, Hi > me ' s ' '1 mi*' 
of Gilmcrton Grange, or llumda'c He f'-inn! a ~c I ra tr‘ 1 1 ’"'y ven- 
geance, undeterred b> the supposed 'inctitj cf t' p cVnc! c’ 'natter, c - 1> I ~ 
stronger claims of natural aflectioa Choo ii i*, tl '•reG f, a i!i l r I ririy 
night, when the objects of his vengeance ai ere enpa *» .1 in a sa,’;- n'rjv'W, 
he set fire to a stack of dried thorns and ether com! enil'e* w!id» 1 e I ad 
caused to be piled against the house, and icduced to a ;a’e cf yleatriprs 1 s$ 
the dwelling, with all its inmates 

The scene w ith w hich the ballad opens was «aipge ted tv a mi spaa a ~r 
m the life of Alexander Tcden, one of the waadt-ing a r d pe'seect'd toshers 
of the sect of Camcronians, during the reign of Charles II and t at cf Li '..I 
ecssor James II 

Thf Pope he tris sac mg the high, lnj mss, 

All on Saint Peter’s day, 

With the power to him given, In the saints m heaven, 
lo wash men’s sms away 

The Pope he was say ing the bleesc-d mass. 

And the people kneeled around, 

And from each man’s soul his sms did pass, 

As lie kissed the holy ground 

And all among the crowded throng 
Was still, Loth limb and tongue, 

While through vaulted roof, and aides aloof, 
i he holy accents rung > 

At the holiest word, he quivered for fear 
And faltered in the sound— ’ 

And, when he would the chahcc rear 
He dropped it on the ground 5 

The hreatli of one, of evil deed. 

Pollutes our sacred day 

He has no portion in our creed, 

No part in what 1 say 

“A being’ whom no blesTd word 
lo ghostly peace can bnnrr 

_ r3S 2* l S f Z£ A 

V f p > u ?’ TOlia PPy ! haste, arise 1 
My adjuration fear 1 
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1 charge thee not to stop my voice* 

' Nor longer tarry here 1 ” 

Amid them all a Pilgrim kneeled, ’ 

In gov, n of sackcloth gray 
Far journeying from lus native field. 

He first saw Rome that day 

Foi forty days and nights so drear, , 

I vv een, he had not spoke, 

And, save with bread and w atei cleat, 

His fast he ne’ei had bioke 

Amid the penitential flock, 

Seemed none more bent to pray ; 

But, when the Holy Father spoke, 

He lose, and went his way 

Again unto Ins native land 
His weaiy course he drew. 

To Lothian’s fan and fertile strand, 

And Pentland’s mountains blue 

His unblessed feet his native seat, 

’Mid Eske s fair woods, regain , 

Through woods more fair no stieam moie Sweet 
Rolls to the eastern mam 

And lords to meet the Pilgrim came, 

And vassals bent the knee. 

For all ’mid Scotland’s chiefs of fame. 

Was none more famed than he 

And boldly for his country, still, 

In battle he had stood, 

Aye, e’en when, on the banks of Till, 

Her noblest poured their blood 

Sweet are the paths, O, passing sweet 1 
By Eske’s fair streams that run, 

O’er airy steep, through copsewood deep, 
Impervious to the sun 

There the rapt poet’s step may rov e. 

And ) leld the muse the da) , 

Theie Beaut}, led by timid Love, 

May shun the tell-tale ray , 

From that fan dome, where suit is paid 
B) blast of bugle free, 

To Auchendinii} ’s liarel glade. 

And haunted Woodhouselee 

Who knows not Melville's bcecliy grove, 

And Roslm s rocky glen, 

Dalkeith, which all the virtues love. 

And classic Havvtkornden? 
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Yet never a path, from tiny to thj, 

The Pilgrim’-; footstep, range. 

Save but the solitary avav 
To Burndrde’s rumtd Gr-nrc 
A woeful place v, m tint, T \ ecu, 

As sorrow could desne , 

For nodding to the fall wa> c ach crumbling trail, 
And the roof was scathed with fire 

It fell upon a summer's eve, 

"While on Camethj ’ , he’d 
The last faint gleams of the sun’s low beams 
Had streaked the gra> v itli red , 

And the comcnt btll did vesper* till, 

Ncwbottlc’s oak.-. among. 

And mingled w ith the solemn krell 
Our Ladje’s evening song 
The heavy knell, the choir’s faint swell, 

Came slowly dov n the w ind, 

And on the Pilgrim’s car thev fell, 

As his wonted path he did find 
Deep sunk m thought I ween he was, 

Nor ever raised Ins eye, 

Until he came to that drear) place, 

Which did all m nuns lie 


He gazed on the walls, so scathed with fire, 
With many a bitter groan — 

And there was aware of a Grav Friar, 
Resting him on a stone 


Now, Christ thee save I” said the Gr-y Brother; 
“Some pdgnm thou seem'st to be 
But m sore amaze did Lord Albert gaze, 

Nor answ er again made he 

“ 0 come ye from cast, or come ) c from v cst. 

Or bung relics from ov cr the sea , 

Or come je from the shnne of Saint Tames the divine. 
Or Saint John of Beverley 7 ” 

I come not from the shnne of Saintjamcsthedmnc 
Nor bring relics from over the s C a , 

1 bring but a curse fiom our father, the Pope, 

Which for ever wall cling to me ’ 

“Now, woeful pilgrim, say not so < 

But kneel thee down by me, 

And shrive thee so clean of tin deadly sm, 
that absolved thou ma)st be ” 

“And who art thou, thou Gray Brother, 

•un i 1 should shrive to thee. 

When he to whom aie given the keys of earth and 
heaven, 7 

Has no pow er to pardon me?” 
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“O I -mi sent fiom a distant clime. 
Fin e thousand miles away, 

.And nil to absolve a foul, foul crime. 
Done hot, ’twi\t night and day ” 

The pilgrim kneeled him on the sand, 
And thus began lus say — 

When on Ins neck an ice-cold hand 
Did that Gray Brother lay. 


THOMAS THE RHYMER. 

IN THREE rSRTS 

few personages are so renowned m tradition as Thomas of Ercildoune, 
known b> the appellation of T/e K/jjj tr Uniting, or supposed to unite, in 
his person, the powers of poetical composition and of vaticination. Ins memory, 
even after the lapse of five hundred y cars, is regarded with veneration by his 
country men To gi\ e an} thing like a certain history of this remarkable man 
would DC indeed difficult . but the curious may den\ e some satisfaction from 
the particulars here brought together 

It is agreed on all hands that the residence, and probably the birthplace, of 
this ancient bard, was Ercildoune, a village situated upon the Leader, two 
miles above its junction with the Tweed The rums of an ancient tower are 
still pointed out as the Rhymer’s castle The uniform tradition bears that his 
surname was Lermont, or Learmont , and that the appellation of The Rhymer 
was conferred upon him m consequence of his poetical compositions There 
remains, nc\ erthcless, some doubt upon the subject 

We are better able to ascertain the penod at which Thomas of Ercildoune 
h\ cd, being the latter end of the thirteenth century I am inclined to place his 
death a 'ittlc farther "bad than Mr Pinkerton, who supooses that he was alive 
m 1300 [List of Scott sh Poets) It cannot be doubted that Thomas of Ercil- 
dounewas a remarkable and important person m his own time, since, very 
shortly after lus death, wc find him celebrated as a prophet and as a poet 
Whether he himself made any pretensions to the first of these characters, or 
whether it was gratuitously conferred upon him by the credulity of posterity, it 
seems difficult to decide If w c m.uv behev e Mackenzie, Learmont only \ c-si- 
fied the prophecies delivered by Eliza, an inspired nun of a convent at Had- 
dington But of this there seems not to be the most distant proof On the 
contrary, all ancient authors, who quote the Rhymers prophecies, uniformly 
suppose them to have been emitted by himself 

The popular tale bears that Thomas was carried off, at an early age, to the 
Fairy Land, where he acquired all the know ledge which made him afterwards 
so famous After seven veers residence, he was permitted to return to the 
earth, to enlighten and astonish lus country men by his prophetic povv ers still, 
how ev er, remaining bound to return to lus royal mistress, when she should inti- 
mate her pleasure Accordingly, while Thomas was making merry with his 
frierfds in the tower of Ercildoune, a person came running in, and told, with 
marks of fear and astonishment, that a hart and hind had left the neighbouring 
forest, and were, composcdh and slow Is, parading the street of the village 
The prophet instantly arose, left his habitation, and follow cd the w onderful 
animals to the forest, whence he was never seen to return According to the 
popular belief, he still "drees Ins weird ’ in Fairy Land, and is one das ex- 
pected to revisit earth In the meanwhile, his memors is held m the most 
profound respect. The Eildon Tree, from beneath the shade of which he de- 
livered his prophecies now no longer exists , but the spot is marked by a large 
stone, called the Eildon Tree Stoac A neighbouring mulet takes the name 
of the Bogle Burn (Goblin Brook) from the Rhsmers supernatural visitants 

It seemed to the Editor unpardonable to dismiss a person so important in 
Border tradition as the Rhi mer, without some farther notice than a simple com- 
mentary unon the following ballad It is given from a copy, obtained from a 
lady residing not fa- from Ercildoune, corrected and enlarged by- one m M-s 
' Brown’s MSS The former copy, however, as might be expected, is far more 
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wmute as to local description To this old talc the Editor has \enuircd to add 
fforV^lii ar iE COn .s' ;tl ?> J l ofa lnii of cent0 > from the printed prophecies vu! 

£ ° *r u R £ ymer • and a Hird Part, cntirclj modem, founded 
rT, ™ r i i IS hating returned null the hart and hind to the Land 

motived to w,th thc T orc '5 vcre tntiqmnes the Editor has 

pretnced to the Second Part some remarhs on Lcarmont’s prophecies 

PART TIRST 

ANCIENT 

Tjiuf Thomas lay on Iluntlie bank , 

A fcrlie he spied wi’ his e’e , 

And there he saw a ladje bright, 

Come riding down by the luldon Tree. 

Iler shirt was o’ the grass-green silk, 

Her mantle o' the velvet fyne , 

At ilka tett of her horse’s mane, 

Hang fifty siller bells and nine 

True Thomas, he pulled aff his cap, 

„ loutecl Iow down to his knee,-— 

Alt hail, thou mighty queen ofheaven ! 

Lor thy peer on earth I never did see ” 

° n °’ Thomas >” she said , 
i hat name does not belang to me * 

I am but the queen of fair Ufland, 
that am hither come to a lsit thee 

‘Harp and carp, Thomas,” she said , 

Harp and carp along with me , 

And if ye dare to kiss my lips, 
oure of your bodie I will be ” 

"S 8 me " eaI > betide me woe, 
t-Jd ^ eird sha11 never danton me ” 

-y e he has kissed her rosy bps, 

All underneath the Eildon Tree 

"fey® ® aun W me,” she said 
Anri . Thomas > maun go W iTe’ 

A Th 7 T aservemes ev en years ’ 

Through veal or woe as may chance to be » 

She mounted on her milk-white steed 

And 6 S ta T true Thoma s upbehmd ’ 

^ ne ’ er hcr ^ndlenmg ’ 

Tiie steed flew swifter than the%nid 

°The ? d d° n ’ and farther on, 

Untd they : «S2a1 dSSj.g 8 
^ And living land was left behind 

AndkXS' d r n> now ’ trac Thomas, 
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<! O see ye not yon narrow road. 

So thick beset with thorns and bners ? — 

Tint is the path of righteousness, 

Though after it but few inquires 

“ And see not ye that braid, braid road, ' 

Tint lies across that-lily lea en ? — 

That is the path of wickedness, 

Though some call it the road to heaaen, 

“ And see not ye that bonny road, 

That winds about the femie brae ? — 

That is the road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae 

‘ But, Thomas, ye maim hold your tongue 
Whatever ye may hear or see , 

For, if > ou speak v ord m Elflyn land, 

Ye’ll ne’er get back to your am countne ” 

0 they rade on, and farther on, 

And they waded through naets aboon the knee, 

And they sau neither sun nor moon, 

But they heard the roaring of the sea 

It wps mirk, mirk night, and there was nae stem light, 
And they v aded through red blude to the knee 
For a’ the blude, that’s shed on earth, 

Bins through the springs o’ that countne 

Svne they came on to a garden green, 

And she pu’d an apple fiae a tree — 

“ Take this for thy \\ ages, true Thomas , 

It n ill give thee the tongue that can never he ” 

“My tongue is mine am,” true Thomas said, 

“ A gudely gift } e v. ad gie to me 1 

1 neither dought to buy nor sell. 

At fair or tryst nhere I may lie 

“ I dought neither speak to pnnee or peer, 

Nor ask of grace from fair lady e ” 

* Now hold tht peace 1 ” the ladye said, 

“For, as I say, so must it be ” 

He has gotten a coat of the e\ en cloth, 

And a pair of shoes of \d\tt green . 

And, till c e\ cn y ears aa ere ganc wd past, 

Tme Thomas on earth was rever seen 


PART Sr COR'D 

ALTrrrD rro « 1 orjuxtra 

The prophecies, awr-ket to Thomas o r 1 -c.I loans }n\ e ticca Re rnrci-a.1 
means of sect rutcr to hin remcn,hnrc~ “nmrngst t’ e sons of hi- peopk ’ "Ire 
au'horof “Sir rert" uoUc ape Mac jotr-il, n thcwlc of obhvion, 
“Cferh ofTr-'nc't, rote the nihoj tore of ‘Soar Gaf'-aj ” if, in £na i 
hap the some current cf ideas respecting anti-pnt j, at hn-L causes VetiI to be 
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regarded is fi magiefan by the Laxaroni of Nflp1e', hid not exalted t v «' bird of 
Lrcildoune to the prophetic character Perhaps, indeed, he himself '.fleeted it 
during his life We know, at least, fc- certain, tint a belief m hissurernatunl 
knowledge v, ascii treat soon after Ins death Hr prophecies arc alluded to by 
Earbour, b\ Wmton, and b> He try the Mms'rci, or hi td Harr}, as he is 
usually termed None of these authors, howc Lr, pise tbe s ords ot on> of the 
Rhymers vaticinations, but merely oarrale, historically, his basin,- predicted 
the csents of which hey speal Juic earliest of the propln-ncs aronbed to hira, 
svhich is now extant is quoted ’<y Mr Pinkerton from a MS Jt is supposed to 
be a response from Thomas o f Ercildoune to a question from the hemic cot.nlt”. 
of March, renowned for the defence of the Castle of Dunbar again** the Eng- 
lish, and termed, in the familiar dialect of her tune, Alack Arm of Dunbar 
This prophecy is remarkable, in so faras it bears very little rc'cmhlanceto any 
yerses published in the printed copy of the Rhymer s sttppovd prophec e«. 

Conpatnck (Comes Patrick), carl of March, but nc*e commooh taking 1 is 
title from hts castle of Dunbar actcl' noted part during this ars of I'dw—rd I- 
m Scotland As 'Thomas of rralcloune i> sard to bate delivered to him Ins 
famous prophecy of King Alexander s death, the author has cho'en to intro- 
duce him into the following ballad All the prophetic s erses are selected from 
Hart s publication 

When seven ) cars were come anti pane, 

The sun blinked fair on pool and stream , 

And Thomas lay on llunthe bank, 

Like one awakened from a dream 


He heard the trampling of a steed, 
lie saw the flash of armour flee, 

And he beheld a gallant knight 

Come ruling down bj the Ltldon Tree 


lie was a stalwart knight, and strong , 
Of giant make he ’pcared to be & 
He stirred Ins horse, as he were wode, 
” l> gilded spurs, of faushion free 


Says— “Well met, well met, true Thomas' 
borne uncouth ferhes show to me ” 

PhT*' Ch V St thcc sa%e » Corspatnck brave ' 
fhrice welcome, good Dunbai, to me' 

'L'gMfewj, i # down, Corspatnck brave 
c- b show thee curses three * 

Shall gar fan Scotland greet and grane, 

And change the green to tlie black liverj 
“A storm shall roar, this v ery hour 
From Rossc-s Hxlls to Solwav Sea ” 

Yehcd.yebedoev.arlockW 

1 the Sun shines s "eet on fauld and lea ’ 
He put Ins hand on the earhes head 
vmi e S '° 1 " ed b,ra 1 rock, beside the sea 
^And 7 ben eath his steed' 

t[ And stecl *dight nobles wiped their ek 

'll v^Ri^aa cu p e b glds on Branaton Ilflls 
And chieftains tlirong m ’ malic pride 


BALLADS. 


“A Scottish king shall come full keen; 

The ruddy lion beareth he 
A feathered arrow sharp, I ween, 

Shall make lum wink and warre to see 

“When he is bloody, and all to blcddc, 

Thus to Ins men lie still shall saj — 

‘ For God s sake, turn ye back again, 

And give yon southern folk a fray 1 
Why should I lose the right is mine? 

My doom is not to die this day * 

“Yet turn ye to the eastern hand, 

And woe and w onder ) c sail see ; 

How foity thousand spearmen stand, 

Where yon rank ri\ei meets the sea. 

“ There shall the lion lose the gyltc, 

And the hbbaids bear it clean an aj , 

At Pinlcyn Cleuck there shall be spilt 
Much gentd blude that da) 

*' Enough, enough, of curse and ban , 

Some blessing show thou now' to me, 

Or, by the faith o’ my bodie,” Coi spa trick said, 
“Ye shall rue die day ye e’er saw me 1” 

“The fust of blessings I shall thee show 
Is by a bum, that’s called of bread , 

Where Saxon men shall tme die bon. 

And find dieir arrows lack the head 

“ Beside that bngg, out on er that bum, 

Where the n ater bickereth bright and sheen, 
Shall many a falling courser spurn, 

And knights shall die in battle keen 

“ Beside a headless cross of stone, 

The hbbards there shall lose the gree , 

The raven shall come, the erne shall go, 

And drink die Saxon blood sae free 
The ci oss of stone they shall not knon, 

So duck the corses there shall be ” 

“But tell me now',” said brave Dunbar, 

“Tme Thomas, tell now unto me, 

What man shall rule the isle Britain, 

Even from the north to the southern sea?” 

"A French queen shall bear the son, 

Shall rule all Britain to the sea , 

He of the Brace’s blood shall come, 

As near as m the nindi degiee 

“The waters worship shall Ins lace , 

Likewise the waves of the farthest sea , 

For they shall ride ower ocean wide, 

With hempen bridles, and horse of tree. ’ 
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PART THIRD 


MODEPN 

r Tno ns Tim RimirR vna reno^icd antone Ins 

•rothor of the celebrated romance of Sir InUrcrt. UI *{“ , 

poem on!) one cop> is now I nown to exist, which rm the A i oc _ * - , 

I Thc Tditor, in 1S04, published a small *^'“ 25 .®!^” “”®^ t-?u the irwisit 
it does not revive the reputation of the b W of Prcluoune, is at l rr.ar.ee 

4 cuncn of Scottish poetry hitherto published So; ,e "w 

'^ir^tl'i C p ^'p^m C ;o: ! awU ! mllnch m ,! our 

postent) are aide obftgul the former, for the preservation of tl cbc<t sheeted 
examples of their poetical taste and the latter, for J 

Language, which wall only cease to bo interesting Willi the exi tcrcc 0! O-r 
mother tongue, and all that genius and learning have reccrihdi.ii t ‘ > 

sufficient here to mention that so great was the reputation of the 
“ Sir Tnstrem ” that fc\ were thought capable of reciting it after the narncrof 

The following attempt to commemorate the Rh) mer s poetical fa" c, ^nd Pic 
traditional account of lus marvellous return to I airy Rand, being entirely m > 

would hate been placed with greater propriety amoa" the class o h tocern 
Ballads, had it not been for us immediate connection with the fust ami -tconu 
parts of the same story 


When seven years more had come and gone, 
Was war through Scotland spread, 

And Ruberslaw showed high I>uny on 
Iiis heacon blazing red 
Then all by bonny Coldmgknow, 

Pitched palliouns took their room. 

And crested helms, and spears a rone, 
Glanced gaily through the broom. 

The Leader, rolling to the Tweed, 

Resounds the ensenzte , 

They roused the deer from Caddenhead, 

To distant Torwoodlcc. 


The feast was spread, in Ercildoune, 

In Learmont s high and ancient hall; 

And there were knights of great renown, 

Aid ladies, laced in pall 

Nor lacked they, while they sat at dmc, 

The music nor the tale, 

Nor goblets of the blood-red wane, 

Nor mantling quaiglis of ale. 

True Thomas rose, with harp in hand. 

When as the feast was done, 

(In minstrel strife, in Fairy Land, 

The elfin harp lie won ) 

Hushed were the throng, both limb and tongue 
And harpers for envy pale , 

And armed lords leaned on tlictr swords. 

And hearkened to the tale 
Initumbere high, the witching tale 
The prophet poured along , 

No after bard might e’er avail 
Those numbers to prolong. 
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Yet fragments of the lofty strain 
Float down the tide of yeais. 

As, buoj ant on the stormy mam, 

A paitcd wreck appears 

He sung Iving Aitliur’s table round s 
The ivairior of the lake , 

How courteous Gan aine met the wound, 

And bled for ladies’ sake 

But chief, m gentle Tnstrem’s praise. 

The notes melodious swell , 

Was none excelled m Artliui’s days 
The knight of Lionelle 

Foi Marke his cowardly uncle’s right 
A venomed wound he boie , 

When fierce Morholde he slew m fight. 

Upon the Insh shore 

Ho art the poison might withstand , 

No medicine could be found, 

Till lovely Isolde’s lily e hand 
Had probed the ranklmg wound. 

With gentle hand and soothing tongue, 

She bore the leech’s part ; 

And, while she o’er Ins sick-bed hung, , 

He paid her w ith Ins heart 

O fatal w as the gift, I w een 1 
Foi, doomed in c\il tide. 

The maid must be rude Cormvall’s queen. 

His cow ardly uncle’s bnde 

Their lo\ es, their w oes, the gifted bard 
In fairy tissue w o\ e , 

Where loids, and knights, and ladies bright. 

In gay confusion strove 

The Garde Jo)euse, amid the tale. 

High leared its glittering head , 

And Avalon’s enchanted vale 
In all its wonders spread 
Brangw am w as there, and Segramore, 

Ancl fiend-bom Merlin's gnmarjc, 

Of that famed w ward’s might} lore, 

O who could sing but he? 

Though mail} a maze the wanning song 
In changeful passion led, 

Till bent at length the listening throng 
O’er Tristrcm’s d\ mg bed 
Ills ancient wounds their scars expand. 

With agony his heart is wrung 
O where is Isolde’s like hand, 

And where her soothing tongue? 

- A* 
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She comes, ‘he come" '--hi c flash of A me 
Can lovers’ footsteps fi. 

She comes she comes !— v, »r on!) came 
To >ce her Iristrcm tut 


She c avv him the Ik t 1 uest sigh 
fomc't tn \ 1 is- ht pa-ting breath - 
The 'entU'i pair thu Britain h re 
Unite 1 are in dcadi 

Tlicie paused the harp , Us lingering -oard 
Dial s’o vlv on the car , 

The silent gueds still bent aroan 1, 

Tor still thc> seemed to hear 

Then woe broke fortn m mmtmir v cak 
Nor ladies heaved alone the s gh , 

But, half ashamed, the rugged chccl 
Did man> a gauntlet dr> 

On Leader’s stream, and Lc'nront a tovrer, 
The mists of evening clo*t , 

In camp, m castle, or in how er 
Lack w arnor sought repose 

Lord Douglas in lus loft) tent. 

Dreamed o’er the w oefid talc , 

When footsteps light, across the bent. 

The w arrior’s ears assail 


He starts, he wakes — “ IN lnt, Richard, ho * 
Arise, my page, an=e ! 

What venturous wight, at dead of night. 
Dare step v here Douglas lies?” 

Then forth the) rushed bv I coder’s tide, 

A sclcoulh sight the) sec — 

A hart and hind pace side b) side, 

As white as snow on Taimahc 

Beneath the moon, with gesture proud, 

They stately move and slow , 

Nor scare the) at the gathering crov d, 

Who marvel as the) go 

1 o Lcarmont’s tow cr a message sped. 

As fast as page might ran , 

And 1 homas started from Ins bed, 

And soon Ins clothes did on 
First he wove pale, and then w o\e red , 
tt ".ever a word he spake but three , — • 

My sand is run , my thread is spun , 
t his sign regardetli me” 

The elfin harp his neck around, 

In minstrel guise, he hung , 

And on the wind, m doleful sound 
Its dying accents run. 
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Then forth he w ent , yet turned him oft 
To view his indent hill , 

On the gray towei, in lustre soft. 

The autumn moonbeams fall 

And Leader’s waxes, like silver sheen. 

Danced shimmering m the ray 
In deepening mass, at distance seen, 

Bioad Soltra’s mountains lay 

“Farewell, my father’s ancient towei 1 
A long faicw ell,” said he * 

“ The scene of pleasuie, pomp, or powei, 
Thou never more shalt be 

“ To Learmont’s name no foot of earth 
Shall here again belong, 

And on thy hospitable hearth 
The hare shall leave hei young. 

“Adieu I Adieu again he cried. 

All as he turned him roun’ — 

“Farewell to Leader’s silvei tide 1 
Farewell to Eicildoune 

The hart and hind approached the place, 

As hngenng yet he stood , 

And there, before Lord Douglas’ face, 

With them he crossed the flood 

Lord Douglas leaped on Ins berrj -brow ,1 steed. 
And spuned him the Leader o’ei , 

But, though he lode with lightning speed, 

He nevei saw them more 

Some said to hill, and some to glen, 

Then wondious course had been , 

But ne’ei m haunts of living men 
Again was Thomas seen 


WAR SONG 

OF THE ROV AL EDINBURGH LIGHT DRAGOONS 

The follow mg War song v. -is u ritten during the apprehension of an ini asion 
The corps of a olunteers, to u hich it was addressed, w as raised in 1707, consist- 
ing of gentlemen, mounted and armed at their own expense It still subsists, 
as the Right Troop of the Royal Mid-Lothian Light Caxaln, commanded by 
the Hon Lieutenant-Colonel Dundas 1 he noble and constitutional measure 
of arming freemen m defence of their o«n rights, was nowhere more successful 
than m Edinburgh, which furnished a force of 3,000 armed and disciplined 
% olunteers, including a regiment of cavalry, from the citv and county, and two 
corps of artillery, each capable of serving twelve guns To such a force abov e 
all others, might, m similar circumstances, be applied the exhortation of our 
ancient Galgacus " P '■on di. ’.inn tu actev , ci 11 ajorcs ves/yis et 
i’gttate” 

To horse 1 to lioise ' the standard f 
The bugles sound the call ; 

The Gallic navy stems the seas, 

- ' ’ an _ 
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The voice of battle’s on the bieesr,-- 
Arouse ye, one and all 1 

From high Dunedin 1 '- tov email come, 

A b tnd of brothers true , 

Our casques the leopard'*. ‘•pnl Mirnmnd, 
With Scotland’s hardy thistle mmned . 

We boast the red and bine 

Though tamely crouch to Gallin’** fro in 
Dull Holland’s tardy train. 

Their ravtsbetl toys though Romans mourn, 
Though gallant Suits’cc** vainly spurn, 

And, foaming, gnaw the chain , 

0 1 had they marked the avenging call 
Their brethren’s murder gave, 

Disunion ne’er their ranks had mown, 

Nor patriot valour, desperate grown. 
Sought freedom m the grave ’ 

Shall w c, too, bend the stubborn head, 

In Freedom’s temple bom, 

Dress our pale cbecl >n timid smile. 

To had a master vn our isle, 

Or brook a victor’s scorn ^ 

No * though destruction o’er the laml 
Come ponrmg as a Hood, 

The sun, that sees our falling day, 

Shall mark our sabres’ deadly si. ay, 

And set that night in bloovl. 

For gold let Gallia’s legions fight, 

Or plunder s bloody gam , 

Unbnbed, unbought, our .words we draw, 
"lo guard our King, to fence our Law, 

Nor shall their edge be v am 

If ever breath of British gale 
Shall fan the tricolor. 

Or footstep of invader rude, 

With rapine foul, and red with blood, 
Pollute our happy shore, ~ 

Then farewell home ' and farewell friends l 
Adieu each tender tic 1 
Resolved, we mingle in the tide. 

Where charging squadrons furious ude, , 
To conquei, or to die - 

To horse! to horse! the sabres gleam , 
High sounds our bugle call , 

Combined by honour’s sacred tic , 

Our word is Laws and Liberty 1 
March forward, one and all! 
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HELVELLYN 

In the spring of 1805, n voting gentleman of talents, nnd of a most nimble 
disposition, perished by losing his wtj on the mountain HeKelljn His re- 
mains were not discovered till three months afterwards, when tliej were found 
guarded by a faithful terrier-bitch, his constant attendant during frequent soli- 
tary rambles tnrough the wilds of Cumberland and Westmoreland 

I climbed the dark brow of the mighty Helvelljn, 

Lakes and mountains beneath me gleamed misty and wide , 
All was still, save, by fits, when the eagle Mas jelling, 

And starting mound me the echoes replied 
On the right, btnden edge lound the Red-tarn m as bending. 
And Catchedicam its left a erge u-as defending'. 

One huge nameless lock m the fiont Mas ascending, 

When 1 matked the sad spot Mheie the wanderer had died 

Dark green mis that spot ’mid the bi own mountain-heather. 
Where the Pilgrim of Nature lay stretched m decay, 

Like the corpse of an outcast abandoned to n eathei, 

1 Till the mountam-M mds wasted the tenantless claj’- 
Nor jet quite deserted, though lonely extended, 

Lor, faithful in death, his mute fn\ ourite attended, 

The mucli-lo\ ed remains of hei master defended. 

And chastd the lull-fox - d the ra\ en awaj" 

Hom long didst tliou think tint his silence M'os slumber ? 

When the Mind waved his garment, hon oft didst thou start? 
Hom- many long days and long nights didst thou number. 

Ere he faded before thee, the fnend of thy heart? 

And, O 1 Mas it meet, that, — no lequiem read o’er him. 

No mother to weep, and no friend to deplore him, 

And thou, little guardian, alone stretched before him, — 
Unhonoured the Pilgrim from life should depart 5 

When a Pnnce to the fate of the Peasant has jielded. 

The tapestry waves daik round the dim-lighted hall , 

With scutcheons of silver the coffin is shielded, 

And pages stand mute by the canopied pall 
Through the courts, at deep midnight the torches are gleaming , 
In the proudly niched chapel the banners aie beaming'. 

Far adoum the lone aisle sacied music is stieammg, & 
Lamenting a Chief of the People should fall 
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But mcetn foi thee. gentle lover of nature, 
lo lay down tliy head like the nice) mountain Jamb, 
When, wilder cd, he drops from some cliff huge in statuio. 
And di.au s lus last sob b> the side of Ins dam 
And more stately tli) couch l>y this desert lake l}mg» 

1 hy obsequies sung by the gray plov er fly mg, 

With one faithful friend but to n itness tliy dying, 

In the arms of llclvellyn and Catchedicom 


THE MAID Or TORO 

O, LOU shone the sun on the fair lake of Toro, 

And weak were the whispers that waved the dark wood. 
All as a fair maiden, bewildered m sorrow, 

Sorely sighed to the breezes, and w ept to the flood 
“ 0 saints 1 ftom the mansions of bliss lowly bending , 

Sweet Virgin 1 who hearest the suppliant’s ciy , 

Now grant m) petition, m anguish ascending, 

My Henry lestoie, 01 let Eleanor die 1 ” — 

All distant ntul fnmt were the sounds of the battle, 

"With the bicezcs tliev rise, with the breezes they fail, 

Till the shout, and the groan, and the conflict’s drc.ad 
rattle, 

And the chase’s wild clamoui, came loading the gHe 
Breathless she gazed on the v oodlands c o dreary , 

Slowl) approaching a warrior was seen , 

Life's ebbing tide marked lus footsteps so wean, 

Cleft was lus helmet, and woe was lus mien 

“ O, save thee, fair maid, for our armies arc fljing 1 
0, save thee, fan maid, for thy guardian is low ' 

Deadl) cold on yon heath thy brave Ilenry is lying 
And fast through tire woodland approaches the loe ” — 
Scarce could he falter the tidings of sorrow , 

And scarce could she hear them, benumbed with despair 
And when the sun sunk on the sweet lake of Toro, 

For ever he set to the Brave, and the Fan 


THE PALMER 

“0 open the door, some pity to show 
Keen blows the northern wind, 

The glen is white with the drifted snow; 
And the path is lmd to fipd 

“No Outlaw seeks your castle gate, 

From chasing the king’s deer, 

Though even an Outlaw’s w retched state 
Might claim compassion here 

“ A weary Palmer, worn and weak. 

1 wander for my sin , 
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“ I’ll give }ou pardons from tlic pope, 

And relics from o’er the sea, — 

O, if for these > ou w ill not ope, 

Yet open for charity 
‘ The hare is ciouchmg in her form, 

The hart beside the limd , 

An aged man, amid the storm, 

No sheltei can I find 
“You hear the Ettncke’s sullen roai, 

Dark, deep, and stiong is he, 

And I must ford the Ettricke o’er, 

Unless )ou pi tv me 
“Tlie iron gate is bolted hard, 

At which I knock in a am , 

The owner’s heart is closer baned, 

"Who hears me thus complain 

‘ Farewell, farewell ' and Mary gram, 

"When old and frail }ou be, 

You never may the shelter want. 

That’s now denied to me ” 

T 1 ~ "Ranger on his couch la} w arm, 

And heard him plead m vain. 

But oft amid December’s storm, 

He’E hear that voice again 

For lo, when, through the vapours dank. 

Mom shone on Ettricke fair, 

A corpse annd the alders rank, 

The Palmer weltered there 

WANDERING WILLIE 

All toy w as bereft me the da} that } ou left me, 

And climbed the tall v esset to sail >on wide sea , 

O w eary betide it 1 I w andered beside it. 

And banned it for parting my Willie and me 

Far o cr the w av e hast thou follow ed thy fortune ; 

Oft fought the squadrons of France and of Spam , 

Ae kiss of w elcome w orth tw entv at parting, 

Now I liae gotten m} Willie again 

When the sk} it was mnk, and the wands they weie wailmg 
1 sate on the beach wi’ the tear m my e e, 

And thought o’ the baik where my Wilbe w as sailing, 

And wished the tempest could a’ blaw on me & 

Now that tin gallmt ship rides at her mooring, 

Now that my wanderer’s 111 safet} at liamc, 

Music to me were the wildest winds 1 oaring. 

That ere o’ei Inch Keith diove the dark ocean facm 

When the lights thev did blaze and the guns they did ratue 
-vrd blithe was each heait ior the great victor}, 
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Tn secret I wept for the dangers of battle, 

And tliy glory itself was scaice comfort to me 

But now slnlt thou tell, while I eagerly listen, 

Of each bold adventure, of evciv btavc scar 
And trust me, I’ll smile, though my e’en they may glisten , 

1 oi sweet aftei danger’s the tale of the war 

And oh how we doubt when there’s distance ’tween lovers, ^ 
When there’s met lung to speak to the he'll t through luc e c 
How often the 1 in Jest and warmest prove rovers, 

And the love of the faithfullest ebbs like the sea 

Till, at times, could I help it’ I pined and I pondered 
If love would dm -e notes like the bird on the tree— 

Now I’ll ne’er ask if t, me eyes may hae wandered, 

Enough, thy leal lxcait has been constant to me 
Welcome, from sw eeping o’er sea and through channel, 
Hardships and danger despising for fame, 

Furnishing story for glory’s bright annal, 

Welcome, my wanderer, to J came and lianle 

Enough now thy story in annals of gloiy 

Has humbled the pride of France, Holland, and Spam , 
No moie shall thou grieve me, no more shalt thou leave roc, 
I nev er w ill part w ith my Willie again 


THE MAID Or NEIDPV1H 

Tucrwis v tradition in lv.eeddi.le, that, a hen Nctdpath Castle, rear Peebles, 

\ a, inhabited by the Earls of March, a mutual passion sib isted between a 
daughter of that noble family and a son of the laird of Pushichw, in E Uriel e 
Forest As the alliance was thought unsuitable be lior parents, the voting mail 
went abroad During his absence, the lady fell in a consumption ana at 
length, as the only means of sa\ mg her life her father consented that her loe er 
should be recalled On the day w hen he w as expected to pass through Peebles, 
on the road to iushielaw, the young lady, though much exhausted, caused 
herself to be earned to the balcoin of i house m Peebles belonging to the 
family, that she might see lnm as he rode past Her anxietx and eagerness 
gave such force to her organs, that she is said to hat e distinguished Ills horse’s 
tootsteps at in incredible distance But Tushielaw unprepared for the change 
in her appearance and not expecting to see her in that place, rode on, without 
recog uzmg her, or even slackening his pace. 1 he lad\ was unable to support 
the shoe , and, after a short struggle, died in the arms of her attendants 
There is an incident similar to this tradition il talc m Count Ilam 1 o is ‘ Ilcur 
aLpmc 

0 lovers’ eyes are sharp to see, 

And lov ers’ ears in hearing , 

And love, in life’s exit entity. 

Can lend an hour of cheering 

Disease had been m Maiy’s bovvet, 

And slow decay from mourning, 

1 hough now she sits on Neidpath’s tower. 

To w atcli her love’s returning 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright, 

Her form decayed by pining, 

Till through her wasted hand, at night 
a ou saw the tapei slnnmtr 
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By fits, n sultry hectic hue 
Across her cheek w as fly mg ; 

By fits, so ashy pale she grew 
Her maidens thought hei dying 

Yet keenest powers, to see and hear, 
Seemed m her frame lesidmg ; 

Befoie the •natch-dog pricked his eai. 
She heard her lover’s riding , 

Ere scarce a distant form was kenned. 
She knew, and waved, to greet him ; 
And o'er the battlement did bend. 

As on the wing to meet him 

He came — he passed — a heedless gaze, 
As o’er some stranger glancing, 

Her welcome spoke, m faltering phrase, 
Lost in his courser’s prancing — 

The castle arch, whose hollow tone 
Returns each wlnsper spoken, 

Could scarcely catch the feeble moan, 
Which told her heart was hioken 


THE BARD’S INCANTATION 

WRITTEN UNDER THE THREAT OF INVASION, IN THE AUTUMN OF iSof. 
Published tn t! -e Edinburgh Annual Register, 1S08 
The Forest of Glenmore is drear, 

It is all of black pme, and the dark oak-tiec , 

And the midnight wind, to the mountain deer 
Is n histhng the forest lullaby — 

The moon looks through the drifting storm, 

But the troubled lake reflects not her form. 

For the war es roll whitening to the land, 

And dash against the shehy strand 

There is a a oicc among the trees 

1 lnt mingles w ith the groaning oak — 

That mingles with the stormy breeze, <■ 

And the lake-waies dashing against the rock ,- 
There is a a oice within the w ood, 

1 he idee of the Bard in fitful mood. 

Ills song \\ as loudei than the blast. 

As the Bard of Glenmoie through the forest passed, 

“ Wake > e from } our sleep of death, 

Minstrels and Bards of other doj> ' 

For the midnight wind is on the heath, 

And the midnight meteors dimly blaze * 

The spectre w ith Ins blood) hand, 

Is wandering through the wild woodland ; 

The owl and the ra\ en are mute for dread. 

And the time is meet to awake the dead 1 
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“ Souls of tlic mighty ' w al c and sav, 

I o wliat high dnm 3 our harps ivcic strung, 
"VN hen Lochlin ploughed her billowy v.n\, 

And on your shores her Norsemen hung t 
Ilcr Norsemen tnmed to spoil and blood, 
Shilled to prepare the men's food, 

All by your harpmgs doomed to die 
On bloody Largs and Loncarly 


“ Mute are ye all ? bo murrains strange 
Upon the midnight breeze sail l>y , 

Nor through the pines with whistling change 
Mimic the harp’s wild harmony ' 

Mute are y c now ? — Y e ne’er v, ere mute, 
When Murder with his bloody foot, 

And Rapine w ith his non hand, 

AY ere hovering near your mountain strand 


“ O y et aw ahe the strain to tell, 

By every deed m song enrolled, 

By» cveiy chief who fought or fell 
For Albion’s weal in battle bold 
1 10 m Coitgach, first who rolled lu-. ear, 
ilnough the deep lanhs of Roman war, 
To lum, of veteran memory deal, 

Who v ictor died on Aboukir 


'By all their swords, by all then scars. 

By all then names, a mighty spell ’ 

By all their w ounds, by all their wars 
Arise, the mighty strain to tell , 

For fiercer than fierce Hcngist’s strain, 

More impious than the heathen Dane, 

More grasping than all-grasping Rome, 

Gaul’s ravening legions "hither come 1 ” — 

The wind is hushed, and still the lahe — 
Strange murmuis fill my tinkling ears, 
Bristles my hair, my smew s quake, 

At the dread voice of other years — 

‘‘When targets clashed, and bugles rang, 
And blades round warriors’ heads were flung, 
I he foremost of the band w ere w e, 

And hymned the joys of Liberty 1 ” 


TO A LADY. 

WITH 1 LOW ITS rroM A l-OMVN WALL 
Ptibhslud in the Edinburgh Annual Rcgistu /or 1S0S. 
Take these flowers, winch, pm pie waving, 

On the ruined lanipart grew, 

\\ here, the sons of freedom braving, 

Rome s imperial standards flew 
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Warriors from the breach of dangei 
Pluck no longer laurels there 
They but yield the passing stranger 
Wild-flower w tenths for Beaut) ’s hair 


THE VIOLET 

Publts! cd 11 iht. Edit b trgh Ai nual Registu fc> 1S0S 
The violet m hei green-w ood bow er, 

Where birchen boughs w ith hazels mingle, 
Mav boast itself the fairest flow er 
In, glen, or copse, or forest dingle 

Though fair her gems of azure hue, 

Beneath the dew-drop’s weight leclimng, 
I’\ e seen an eye of lo\ elier blue, 

More s.ieet through water) Itistie shining 

The summei sun that dew shall dr)', 

Eie ) et the day be passed its monow , 

Nor longer in my false love’s eye 
Remained the tear of parting sorrow 


HUNTING SONG 

Pub! is! .d in the EduJnttgL Ant uai Rcgista foi 1S0S 
Waken lords and ladits ga), 

On the mountain daw ns the day, 

All the jolly chase is lieie, 

With haw k, and horse, and hunting-spear , 
Hounds are m their couples ) elhng, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling, 
Mernl), merrily, mingle they, 

"Waken lords and ladies ga) ” 

Waken lords and ladies ga) , 

The mist lias left the mountain gru), 
Spunglets in the dawm are steaming, 
Diamonds on the brake are gleammg , 

And foresters have busy been, 

To track the buck in thicket green, 

Now* w'e come to chant our la), 

“ Waken lords and ladies ga) ” 

Waken lords and ladies gay. 

To the green-wood haste aw'a) , 

We can show* jou where he lies, 

Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 

We can show the marks he made, 

Vi hen ’gainst the oak his antlers fiaicd 
You shall see lnm brought to ba), — 

* Waken loids and ladies gay ” 

I ouder, loudci chart the la\, 

Waken loids and ladies ga\ ’ 
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Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 
Run a course as well as we, 

Time, stem huntsman ! who can balk, 
Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk , 
Think of thw, and rise with da), 
Gentle loids and ladies gay 


THE RESOLVE 

IN IMITATION OF AN OLD 1 ~* GUSH TOL.! 

Publislcd m the Echnht rgh Am ml Rtf strr/cr j£o3 
My wayward fate I needs must plain, 
Though bootless be the theme, 

I loied, and was belosed again, 

Yet all was but a dream 
For, as her lo\e was qmckl) got, 

So it w'as quickly gone , 

No more I’ll bask m flame so hot, 

But coldlj dwell alone 
Not maid more bright than maid was e’er 
My fancy shall beguile, 

By flattering word, or feigned teat, 

By gesture, loot , or smile 
No more I’ll call the shaft fair shot, 

Till it has fairly flown, 

Nor scor'd! me at a flame so hot , — 

I’ll r uhei freeze alone 
Each ambushed Cupid I’ll defy, 

In cheek, or chin, or brow , 

A.nd deem die glance of woman's eye 
As weak as woman’s \ow 
I'll lightly hold the lady’s heart, 

That is but lightly won; 

I’ll steel my breast to beauty’s art, 

And leant to li\e alone 
The flaunting torch soon blazes out, 

The diamond’s ray abides, 

The flame its glory hurls about, 

The gem its lustre hides , 

Such gem I fondly deemed w as mine, 
And glow ed a diamond stone, 

But, since each eye may see it shine, 

I’ll daikling dw ell alone 

No waking dream shall tinge my thought 
W ith d) es so bright and \ am, 

No silken net, so slightly wrought, 

Shall tangle me again ' 

No more I’ll pay so dear for wit, 

I’ll In e upon mine own, 

Nor shall wild passion tiouble it, — 

I’ll rather dwell alone 
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And thus I’ll hush my hcai t to lest, — 
" Thy losing labour’s lost , 

Thou shalt no moie he wildly blessed 
To be so strangely ciossed 
The w ldowed turtles mateless die, 

Ihe phoenix is but one, 

They seek no lores — no more will I — 
I'll rather dw ell alone ” 


THE DYING BARD 

The Welsh tradition bears, that i BarJ, on his death bed, demanded Ins 
harp, and pi i\ ed the air to which these \ erses nrc ad ipted , requesting that it 
might be performed at his funeral 

JU Iv — PAFFa DZ CAXGWEN 

i Dinas Emlinn, lament foi the moment is nigh i 
When mute m the w oodlands Ihme edioes shall die 
Iso more by sw cct Ten 1 Cadwat i on shall 1 ar e, 

And mix 1ns wild notes with the wild clashing ware 

z In spring and m autumn, thy glories of shade 
Unhonoured shall flourish, unhonomed shall fade , 

Foi soon shall be lifeless the eye and the tongue 
That rierred them with ruptuie, with rapture that sung 

3 Thy sons, Dinas Emlmn, may march m their pride, 

And chase the proud Saxon from Prestatyn’s side , 

But where is the harp shall gire life to their name ’ 

And where is the bard shall give heroes their fame’* 

4 And oh, Dinas Emlmn ' thy daughters so fair, 

Who heave the white bosom, and ware tlie dark liair , 

What tuneful enthusiast shall worship then ey e, 

When half of then charms with Cadwallon shall che’ 

5 Then adieu, silver Tcira 1 I quit thy lored scene, 

To join the dim choir of the bards who hare been , 

With Lewaicli, and Meiloi, and Meilm tlie Old, 

And sage Taliessm, high harping to hold 

6 And adieu, Dmas Emlmn ' still green be thy shades, 
Unconquercd thy warriors, and matchless thy maids' 

And thou, whose fault rvarblmgs my weakness can tell, 
Faiervell, my lored Harp 1 my last Ueasure, farewell 1 


THE NORMAN HORSE-SHOE 

, 1 HE Welsh, inhabiting i mountainous country , and possessing only an inferior 
breed of horses, were usually unable to ei counter tlie shock of the Anglo-Nor- 
man cavalrj Occasionally , how e\ er, thev were successful in repelling the 
lI f'c tri and tlie following verses celebrate a supposed defeat of Clare, Earl 
°fM SU1 and Pembroke, and of Neville, Baron of Chepstow, Lords Marchers 
°> Monmouthshire Ry mm is a stream which divides the counties of Mon- 
mouth and Glamorgan Caerphih, the scene of the supposed battle, is a va'e 
upon its banks, dignified by die rums of a very ancient castle 

•V1R—THF WARSOXG Or THE VIES OF GLAMORGAN 

I Rid glows the foige m Striguil’s bounds, 

And hauimeis dm, and aural sounds. 
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And armourers, -with iron toil, 

Barb many a steed foi battle s broil 
Foul fall the hand which bends the steel 
Around the courser’s thundering heel, 

1 hat e’er shall dint a sable Mound 
On fair Glamorgan s a civet ground 
From Chepstow’s towers, ere dawn of morn, 
Was heard afar the bugle-horn , 

And forth, in banded pomp and pride, 

Stout Clare and fiery Neville ride 

1 hey swore, their banners broad should gleam, 
In crimson light, on Ryniny’s stream , 

They vowed, Caerphih’s sod should feel 
The Norman charger’s spurning heel 


3 And sooth thev swore — the sun arose, 

And Rymny’s wave with crimson glows , 

For Clare’s red banner, floating wide. 

Rolled down the stream to Severn’s tide ’ 

And sooth they vowed, — the trampled green 
Showed where hot Neville’s charge had been ; 
In every sable hoof-tramp stood 
A Norman horseman s curdling blood 1 

4. Old Chepstow’s brides may curse the toil, 

That armed stout Clare for Cambrian broil , 
Their orphans long the art un) rue, 

For Neville’s war-horse forged the shoe 
No more the stamp of armed steed 
Shall dmt Glamoigan’s velvet mead , 

Nor trace be there, m earlv spring, 

Save of the Fames’ emerald ring 


THU POACHER 

This and the following piece were published under 'he title of " Fragi left is," 
m the Edinburgh A> mint Register of 1S09 

Welcome, grave stranger, to our preen retreats, 

Where health with exercise and freedom meets’ 

Thrice welcome, sage, whose philosophic plan 
By Nature’s limits metes the rights of man , 

Generous as he, who now for freedom bawls, 

Now gives full value for true Indian shawls, 

O’er court and customhouse his shoe who flings, 

Now bilks excisemen, and now bullies kings 1 
Like lus, I ween, thy comprehensive mind 
Holds laws as mouse-traps baited for mankind , 

,, , I ) e , e y e i applausiv e, each sly v ermm sees, 
iat balks the snaie, yet battens on the cheese, 

1 nine ear has heard, with scorn instead of awe, 

Uur buckskmncd justices expound the Jaw, 

Wire draw the acts that fix for wires the pain, 

And for the netted paitndge noose the swain. 
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And thy vindictive arm would fam lia\e broke 
The last light fetter of the feudal yoke. 

To give the denizens of wood and w lid, 

Nature’s free lace, to each hei .frec-bom child 
Hence hast thou marked, with grief,' fair London’s mco 
Mocked with the boon of one pool Easiei chase. 

And longed to send them forth as free as when 
Poured o’er Chantilly the Parisian ham, 

"When musket, pistol, blunderbuss, combined, 

And scarce the field-pieces w ere left behind 1 
A squadron’s chaige each leveret’s heart dismayed 
On everj' covey fired a bold brigade — 

La Douce Humaniti approved the sport, 

For great the alarm indeed, yet small the hurt 
Shouts patriotic solemnized the day, 

And Seme le-eclioed Vive la Lila ti 1 
But mad Citoye' 1, meek Monstem again, 

With some few added links resumes Ins chain. 

Then, since such scenes to France no moie aie known 
Come, view r with me a hero of tlnne ow 11 • 

One, whose free actions vindicate the cause » 

Of sylvan liberty o’er feudal laws 

Seek we yon glades, where the pioud oak o’ertops 
Wide- waving seas of birch and hazel copse, 

Leaving between deserted isles of land, 

Where stunted heath is patched with ruddy sand , 

And lonely on the w aste the yew is seen. 

Or straggling hollies spread a brighter green 
Here, little w om, and winding dark and sleep, 

Our scarce-marked path descends }on dingle deep 
Follow — but heedful, cautious of a top, — 

In earthly mire philosophy may slip 

Step slow and wary o'er that swampy stream. 

Till, guided by the charcoal’s smothering sterm, 

We reach the frail yet barricaded door 
Of hovel formed for poorest of the poor , 

No hearth the fire, no vent the smoke receives, 

The walls aie wattles, and the covering leaaes. 

For, if such hut, our foiest statutes say, , 

Rise m th"' piogress of one night and day , 

Though placed where still the Conqueroi’s bests o’erawe, 
And his son’s stinup slimes the badge of law , 

The buildei claims the unenviable boon. 

To tenant dwelling, framed as slight and soon 
Es v * dd, that shrouds the natiae fioie 

On the bleak coast of fiost-barred Labrador 
Approach, and tlnougli the unlatticcd window Deep — 
Nay, shrink not back, the inmate is asleep , 

Sunk ’mid yon sordid blankets, till the sun* 

Stoop to the west, the plunderer’s toils are done 
Loaded and primed, and prompt foi desperate liana. 


S9° 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Rifle and fowling piece bc r idc Inn' > 

Wlule round tin. hut are in disorder Juki 
T he tools md boot) of hi-. haw It tnde * 
her force or fraud, roust nee or « -cepe. 

The crow, the saw, the bludgeon, md the crap. 

His pilfered powder m yon nook he hoard. 

And the filched lead the church's roof afiwk- 
{ Hence shall the rectors congregation fret. 

That, while his sermon’s dry, hr. walk me we } 

The fish-spear barbed, the sweeping net arc there 
Doe-lndes, and pheasant plumes, and si ms at 
Cordage for toils, and w mng for the snare ; 

Bartered for game from chase or w arren won. 

Yon cash holds moonlight, run when moon was non 
And late-snatchcd spoils lie stowed m huten 
To wait the associate higgler’s evening cart 

Look on his pallet fonl, and mark Ins rest * 

What scenes perturbed are acting in lus breast l 
Ills sable brow is \\ et and w rung w ilk pain. 

And his dilated nostril toils m a am , 

For short and scant the breath each effort draws, 

And ’tvvivt each effort Nature claims a pause 
Beyond the loose and sable neckcloth stretched, 

IIis sinewy throat seems by com ulsions twitched, 

Wlule the tongue falters, as to utterance loth, 

Sounds of dire import — watchword, threat, and oath 
Though, stupefied by toil, and drugged w ith g n, 

The body sleep, the restless guest v. ithui 
Now’ plies on wood and wold Ins lawless trade, 

Now in the fangs of justice a ’ahes dismaj ed — 

“Was that wild start of terror and despair. 

Those bursting eyeballs, and that w ildcrcd air. 

Signs o f compunction for a murdered have ? 

Do the locks bristle and the evebrovvs arch. 

For grouse or partridge massacred m March?”-— 

No, scoffer, no 1 Attend, and mark with awe, 

There is no wicket m the gate of law ! 

He, that would e’er so lightly set ajar 
lhat awful portal, must undo each bar , 

Tempting occasion, habit, passion, pride, 

Will join to storm the breach, and force the barrier wide 

/fhat ruffian, whom true men avoid and dread, 

\\ h°m bruisers, poachers, smuggler-., call Black Ned 
Was Edward Mansell once , — the lightest heart, 
that ever played on holiday lus part 1 
The leader he m every Christmas game, 
a. lie harvest-feast grew blither when he came. 

And liveliest on the chords the bow did glancef 
When Edward named the tune and led the dance 
N'nd was Ins heart, his passions cjuick an - a u 
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Hearty Ins laugh, and jovial was his song ; 

And if he loved a gun, lus father swore, > 

« ’i wa s but a trick of youth w ould soon be o cr, t 
Himself lnd had the same, some thirty years before 
But lie, whose humours spurn law’s awful yoke, 

Must herd with those by whom law’s bonds are broke. 
The common dread of justice soon allies 
The down, who robs the warren, or e\cise, 

"With sterner felons trained to act more dread, 

Even with the wretch by whom lus fellow bled 
Then, — as m plagues the foul contagions pass. 
Leavening and festering the corrupted mass, — 

Guilt leagues with guilt, while mutual rnotn es draw-, 
Their hope impunity, their fear the law , 

Their foes, their friends, their rendezvous the same, 
Till the revenue balked, or pilfered game, 

Flesh the young culprit, and example leads 
To darker \iflany, and direr deeds 

Wild howled the wand the forest glades along. 

And oft the owl lenewed her dismal song. 

Around the spot where erst he felt the wound, 

Red William’s spectre w alked his midnight round 
When o’er the swamp he cast lus blighting look, 

Fiom the green marshes of the stagnant brook 
The bittern’s sullen sbout the sedges shook! 

The waning moon, with storm-presaging gleam. 

Now gave and now w ithheld her doubtful berm , 

The old Oak stooped lus arms, then flung them high, 
Bellowing and groaning to the troubled sky — 

1 was then, that, couched amid the brushwood sere, 
In Malwood-walk young Mansell svatched the deer 
- The fattest buck received his deadly shot — 

The watchful keeper heard, and sought the spot 
Stout were their hearts, and stubborn was their strife 
O’erpow ered at length the Outlaw drew Ins knife ! ' 
Next mom a corpse was found upon the fell — 

The rest lus waking agony may tell 1 


SONG 

Pulhdcd v the Edttilnrgk Anrtial Reader for iSog 

n0 * ; ’ l°' e , with that moitified air, 

1 hat your spnng-time of pleasure is flown. 

Nor but me to maids that arc younger repair 
Tor those raptures that still are thine ow a 

Though April lus temples may wreath with the vine 
tts tendrils m infancy' curled, v * 

Tis the ardour of August matures us the wine, 
w hose life-blood enlivens the world 

fo ? n ’ tIiat was fashioned as light as a fay’s 
ti3a assumed a proportion more round, b y ’ 
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And thy glancp tint vi'" brigl.t as a H«w‘- -t r\t > , 

Loot's soberly now on tin. ground,-— 

Enough, after absence to meet nc again, 

1 h% steps still with ccstasv move 
Enough, tnat tbo c e iknr sober rbr.-i s rtta n 
For we the 1 nul hngiugc of love 

* * * 

(The rest was illegible the fragment hem" tom m( E ! by a 
racket strol c ) 
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arsto nnu *o* umui TTOW uirtTi »MUCitnr..oevrm‘Of c 1 ., c* * 
f am to Tin m -jursT or mi ua 1 1'\ va«, rv vio, -ii In s ~ » -r 
Tlir lUriVClLAU Ol UI’.K lATlirR. Til! UV HIO" >, *t‘S' , U,U r t 
CAftonoi •nivrcvTHi'DliAL, i, wmcti'Kt t 101 cm i- -'•sac re 
PnUts/hii in '/ !• Prill trm A) tru'I F r( l*erj r i'-~r. 

Amid there atsle»j where once Ins precep* . showed 
The heavenward patlns \y winch m life he trod, 

This simple tablet marks a father s b cr 
And those he lov ed in life, m death arc near , 

For lum, for them, a. daughter b-dt it me. 

Memorial of domestic char, ties 

Still wouldst thou 1 nov v by o’er the marble spread, 

In female grace, the i illow droop 1 - he- head , 

Win on her branches, vlcnt at.d nnstn tig, 

The minstrel harp is emblematic hung , 
hMiat p let’s voice is smothered here m dint, 

Till waked to join the chorus of the ju-t, 

Lo 1 one brief line att ansv cr sad supplies, 

Ilonoiued, beloved, and wept, liere Sr\VA,tt lies 1 
Her worth, her warmth of heart, let fncndsniw «a>* 

Go seel her genius in hej living lay 




TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS OF 
GERMAN BALLADS 


THE WILD HUNTSMAN 

(This and the following ballad were first published anonymously in a stir 
book, entitled, "1 he Chase md William and Helen, ' c\ o ballads, from tl 
German of Gottfried Augustus Burger Edinburgh Printed by Mundcll ai 
Son, Bank-close, for Manners and Miller, Parliament square and sold by 
Cadell, juti , and W Danes, in the Strand, London 1796 4to, It go 
generally by the title, " The \\ lid Huntsman ’ ] 

This is a translation, or rather an imitation, of the “Wilde Jagcr” of t! 
German poet Burger The tradition upon which it is founded bears that fo 
mcrly a Wildgra re, or keeper of a royal forest, named Falkenburg, was ■ 
much addicted to the pleasures of the chase, and otherwise so extremely profl 
gate and cruel, that he not only followed this unhallowed amusement on tli 
Sabbath, and other days consecrated to religious duty, but accompanied it wat 
the most unheard-of oppression upon the poor pc - -ants who were under h: 
vassalage When this second Nimrod died, the people adopted a supcrstitior 
founded probably on the manv -various uncouth sounds hcara in the depth of 
German forest, during the silence of the night. They conceived they_sti 
heard the cry of the Wildgravc’s hounds, and the well-known cheer of th 
deceased hunter, the sounds oflus horse s feet, and the rustling of thebranchc 
before the game, the pack, and the sportsmen, are also distinctly discriminated 
but the phantoms arc rarelv, if ever, visible Once, as a benighted C/iasseu; 
heard this mfernat chase pass by him, at the sound of the halloo with whicl 
the Spectre Huntsman cheered his hounds, he could not refrain from crying 
" ClucK su ralkcnbuig [Good sport to ve, Falkenburg!] “Dost thoi 
wish me good sport?” answered a hoarse voice , " thou shalt share the game,’ 
and there was thrown at him what seemed to be a huge piece of foul enmon 
The daring Chassetu lost two of his best horses soon after, and never perfectly 
recovered the personal effects of this ghostly greeting This talc, though told 
w ith some variations, is universally believed all over Getmanv 
The French had a similar tradition Concerning an aerial hunter, who infested 
the forest of Fontainebleau 

1 The Wildgrav e winds his bugle bom. 

To horse, to horse' halloo, halloo] 

His fiery courser snuffs the mom, 

' And tluongmg serfs their lords pursue. 

2 The eager pack, fiom couples freed, 

Dash thi ougli the bush, the brier, the brake; 

While, answering hound, and horn, and steed, 

The mountain echoes staitlmg wake 

c; The beams of God’s own hallowed day 

Had painted j ondcr spire m ith gold, 2 p 


Vn 1 hell \C’ »t*T 'WCI' to til' - f'O" , 

'l o-da) the Will's c ptnt 1 ear, |( 

'1 o morrow thou to" mourn u* va n —■ 

10 "An IV, VI rl VI TCP the 

The ^ablc Hunter hoarse icr'tc' , 

"To muttering ltmnhs lea e 
And belli, and ho" * s, and m .''let C',. 1 — 

It The Vihlpme spurred h's artleo’ s *erd, 

Ami, la\ r riling forward vn h n i>v 3 . 
"Who, forthj drowv pric'thb c rede, 

V> onld leas c the jos nl horn and bound* 

12 " I fence, if our maul) snort offend 1 

With piom fool 5 go chan* and pn> “ - 
Well Inst thn i sped c, m\ dad browed friend 
Halloo, Halloo’ and, hath aw at ’ ’ — 

13 The Wildgrase spurred his enursei light. 

O'er mosi and moot, o’er holt and hill ; 
And on the left, .and on the ngnt, 

Each Stranger Iiovcmrui followed still 

14. Up springs, from ponder tangled thorn, 

A stag more white than mountain snow , 
And louder rung the Wddgnrc's horn, 

“ Hark, forward, forward ’ holla, Iid * " 
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15 A heedless wretch lias crossed the way, 

lie gasps the thundering hoofs below 
But, live w T ho can, or die w ho may, 

Still, “ Forward, forward 1 ” On thej go, 

16 See, where yon simple fences meet, 

A field with autumn’s blessings crowned, 
See, prostrate at the Wildgraie’s feet, 

A husbandman, with toil embrowned 

17 “ O mercy, mercy, noble lord > 

Spare the pool’s pittance,” was Ins cry, 

* Earned by the sweat these brows lia\ e poured 
In scorching hour of fierce July ” — 

iS Earnest the right-hand Stranger pleads, 

The left still cheering to the prej , 

The impetuous Earl no w armng heeds, 

But furious holds the onward w ay 

19 “ Away, thou hound ! so basely bom. 

Or dread the scourge’s echoing blow 1 ” 

Then loudly rung lus bugle-horn, 

“ Hark forw ard, forward, holla, ho * ” 

20 So said, so done — A single bound 

Clears the poor labourer’s humble pale ; 

Wild follows man, and horse, and hound. 

Like dark December’s stormy gale 

21 And man, and horse, and hound, and horn, 

Destructive su eep the field along , 

While, joying o’er the wasted com. 

Fell Famine marks the maddening throng 

22 Again up-roused the timorous prey 

Scours moss, and moor, and holt, and lull ; 
Hard run, he feels Ins strength decay, 

And trusts for life his simple skill 

23 Too dangerous solitude appeared , 

He seeks the shelter of the crow d , 

Anud the flock’s domestic herd 
His harmless head he hopes to shroud 

24 O’er moss, and moor, and holt, and lull, 

His tract the steady blood-hounds trace : 

O’ei moss and moor, unw eaned still, 

The funous Earl pursues the chase 

25 Full lowly did the herdsman fall , — 

“ O spare, thou noble Baron, spare 
These herds, a widow ’s little all , 

These flocks, an orphan's fleecy care ”~ 

26 Earnest the nght-hand Stranger pleads, 

The left still cheering to the prey , 

The Earl nor prayer nor pity heeds, 

But funous keeps the onward way 
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27 — “ Unmanncrcd dog ! To slop my sport 

Vain -acre thy caul and beggar whme, 

Though human spmts, of thy sort, 

Wcic tenants of these carrion kmc ' — 

28 Again he winds lus bugle liom, 

“ Hark forward, for w aid, holla, ho 1 
And through the herd, m ruthless scorn, 
lie checis his furious hounds to go 

29 In heaps the throttled Metims fall , 

Down sinks their mangled herdsman nca’- , 
The murderous cries the stag appal,— 

Again he starts, new -ners cd In fear 

30 With blood besmcaied, and at lute v ill) foam, 

While big the leai of anguish pour, 
lie seeks amid the forest’s gloom 
The humble hermit’s hallowed boner 

31 But man, and horse, and horn, and hound, 

Fast rattling on his traces go, 

The sacred cliapcl rung around 

With, “ Iiatk away , and, holla, ho ' ” 

32 All mild, amid the rout profane, 

1 lie holy hci mit poured Ins pray er , — 

“ Forbear w ith blood God’s house to stain , 

Ret ere Ins altar, and forbear ' 

33 “ The meanest brute has rights to plead, 

Winch, wronged by cruelty, 01 pride, 

Dtaw vengeance on the i uthlesi head 
Be warned at length, and turn aside ” — 

34 Still the Fair Horseman anxious pleads , 

The Black, wild w hooping, points the prc> 
Alas ' the Earl no warning heeds. 

But frantic keeps the forw ard w ay 

35 “ Holy or not, 01 right or w rong, 

Thy altar, and its rites, I spurn , 

Not sainted mart) rs’ sacred song, 

Not God himself, shall make me turn — 

36 He spurn lus horse, he wands his hoin, 

"Hark forward, forward, holla, ho*” — 

But off, on whirlwind’s pinions borne, 

The stag, the hut, the hermit, go 

37 And horse, and man, and horn, and hound, 

And clamovu of the chase, was gone, 

For hoofs, and howls, and bugle sound, 

A deadly silence reigned alone 

38 Wild gazed the afmghtcd Earl around , 

He strove m \am to wake his horn 
In ram to call , for not a sound 

Could from lus anxious lips he borne 
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39 JIc listens for his trusty hounds , 

No distant baying reached his ears 
Ills courser, rooted to the ground. 

The quickening spin unmindful bears 

40 Still dailv and daiher fiown the shades, 

Dirk, as the darkness of the giave , 

And not a sound the still 1m ades. 

Save what a distant toirent gate 

41 High o’er the sinner’s humbled head 

At length the solemn silence broke , 

And, hom a cloud of swarthy led, 

The awful voice of thunder spoke 

42 “ Oppicssoi of cieation fair ! 

Apostate Spirits’ hardened tool ’ 

Scoinci of God ' Scourge of the poor 1 
- The measuie of thy cup is full 

43 “Be chased foi ever tlnough the wood, 

Tor ever roam the affrighted wild , 

And let thy fate instruct the pioud, 

God’s meanest creatuie is Ins child 

44 ’Tw as hushed ♦ One fash, of sombie glare, 

- Willi ycllovwtinged the forests brow 11 , 

Up lose the Wildgrave’s bristling hair, 

And lioiror chilled each nerve and bone 

45 Cold poured the sweat m freeing nil , 

A using v ind began to sing , 

And loudei,' louder, louder still, 

Brought storm and tempest on its wing 

46 Earth heard the call , — Ilei entrails rend 5 

From y awning nfts, with many a jell, 

Mixed with sulphineous frames, ascend 
The misbegotten dogs of liell 

47. What ghastly Huntsman next arose. 

Well may I guess, but dare not tell ; 

His eye like midnight lightning glows, 

Iiis steed the swarthy hue of hell 

48 The Wildgrave fries o’er bush and tlioin 

With many a shuck of helpless woe , 

Behind him hound, and horse, and horn, 

And “Hark away, and holla, ho 1” 

49 With wild despair’s 1 everted eve, 

Close, close behind, he mails the throng. 

With bloody fangs, and eager cry , — 

In franfre fear he scoui s along 

50 Still, still shall last the dreadful chase. 

Till time itself shall have an end * 

By da), they scour eaith’s cavcmed space, ~ * 

At midnight’s w itching hour, ascend 


TRANSLATIONS AND NUTATIONS 0, 

51 This is the horrt, the houml, and ho"c. 

That oft the ’latcd peat ml kar , 

Appalled, lie signs the frequent cr-*. 

When the ssild dm ins-mi, h,, *ar» 

52 The uni eful priest oft drops r tear 

For lsunnn p-i It, for human woe, 

When, nt hta midnight mv, Ik hears 
The infernal cry of, “ llol’a, ho !” 


WILLIAM AND UFA IN 

I ( the preface to the edition puWt bed ano-vr"o tly n i*/ f ' Vii*t<** 
Scott says The first two lines of the fem .cscrtl s*-ts*a, drtc 1 , osc c f tt t 
speed of the losers, may perhaps lime to the 're Il'Ct an of Ms, a pas race 
extremely similar, in 3 trsnsl man o' * 3 eo ten,’ w) ich f r. 3pj.<-a St t v c 
‘Monthly Mngarme' Inju nee to Jurax' - ’f, the Pe-Vs i* 1 is Pity 

to acknowledge that his curictity was fT attracted to t* 'trlyrirra-' 'ajerr 
by a gentleman, ssho, havng hca-d 1 Lcan'ra ’ o-ce ffjit ria- i cript, ecu* 1 
only recollect the general outli ics, and part of a ce {Jet "U'li, f-j - t * * * g~ 
Iarfty of its structure and frequent recn-rence, 1 _J rer-ine-l in j res ti t,isn 
his memory If, from despair of rerdc-rg the , ns»nge to pay, Is, the j ' p"<v 
of another has been invaded, the Iran later mat f the emy ate t—e t £3r s ' 
Ins power, by restoring it thus publicly to the ngl tful o*r-r ” 

1 Fkom heavy dreams fair Helen rose 

And cy ed the dav, mng ml 
“Alas, my lose, thou tamest long * 

O art thou false or dead ? ” 

2 With gallant Frederick's princely poster 

lie sought the bold Crusade , 

But not a tvord from Judah's stars 
lold Helen ho,v he sped 

3 With Payntm and suth Saracen 

At length a truce ssas made, 

And escry hntght returned to dry 
The tears his lose had shed 

4. Our gallant host svos hornets artl bound 
With many a song of joy , 

Green svased the laurel in each plume, 

The badge of t ictor) 

5 And old and young, and sire and son, 

To meet them cross d the ssas. 

With shouts, and mirth, and melody. 

The debt of lot e to pay 

I 

6 Full many a maid her true lose met, 

And sobbed in his embrace, 

And fluttering joy m tears and smiles 
Arrayed full many a face. 
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7. Nor joy nor smile for Helen sad , 

She solicit the host m um , 

For none could tell her William's fate, 

If faithless, or if ‘lain, 

S The mail’ll bm<l is pissed and gone,: 
She rends her raven Inn, 

And m distraction's bitlei mood 
Site u ccps w ith w ild despair 

9 " Q, rise, my child,” her mother said, 

“N01 sorro.v thus m \ am, 

A peijured lover's fleeting heart 
No tears recall again ’ 

10 “O mother, what is gone, is gone, 

Wlnt’s lost, for c\ er lom 
Death, death alone can comfort me , „ 

O had I nc’ci been bom 1 

XJ, “O break, my heart, O break at once! 
Drink my life-blood. Despair 1 
No joy icmnins on eatVh for me. 

For me m heaven no share ” 

12 “O enter not m judgment, Lord ! w 
The pious mother prays, 

“Impute not guilt to thj frail child 1 
She know s not w hat she saj s 

13. “ O say thy Pater Nostcr, child ! 

O turn to God and grace * 

IIis will, that turned thy bliss to bale 
Can change thy bale to bliss ” 

14. a O mother, mother, what is bliss? 

O mother, what 15 bale? 

My William’s lose was heaaen on earth. 
Without it earth is hell. 

15 “Why should I pray to ruthless Heaven, 

Since my loved William's slain? 

I only prayed for William’s sake, 

And all my prayers were lain ” 

16 “ O take the sacrament, my child, 

And check these tears that flow j 
By resignation’s humble prayer, 

O hallowed be thy woe ’ ” 

17 " No sacrament can quench this fire, 

Or slake this scorching pam . 

No sacrament can bid the dead 
Arise and live again 

IS “ O break, my heart, O break at once 1 
Be thou my god, Despair < 

Heav en’s heaviest blow- lias fallen on me 
And vain each fruitless prayer ” 
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1 9 « o enter not in judgment, Lord, 

With tliy frail child of clay < 

She knows not what her tongue has spoke ; 

Impute it not, I pray 1 

20 "Forbear, my child, tins desperate woe, 

And turn to God and grace , 

Well can devotion’s heavenly glow 
Cot wet thy bale to bliss ” 

21. “O mother, mother, wliat is bliss? 

0 mothei, wliat is bale? 

Without my William what wac he-nen. 

Or with him as hat were hell 5 ’’ 

22 Wild she arraigns the eternal doom, 

Upbraids each sacred power 
Till, spent, she sought lici dent room 
All m the lonely tov e 

23 She beat her breast, she a, rung her hands, 

Till sun and day were o’er, 

And through the glimmering lattice shone 
The twinkling of the star 

24 Then, crash' theheaw drawbridge fell, 

That o’er the moat was hung , 

And, clatter 1 clatter ’ on its boards 
The hoof of courser rung 

25 The clank of echoing steel was heard 

As off the rider bounded , 

And slowly on the winding stair 
A hear y footstep sounded 

26 And hark ' and hark 1 a knock — Tap t tap 1 

A rustling stilled noise , — 

Door-latch and tinkling staples ung , — 

At length a whispering \01ce 

27 "Awake, awake, arise my lose < 

How, Helen, dost thou fare ^ 

Wakest thou, or sleep st? laugh’st thou, or w ccp’st i 
Hast thought on me, my fair?” 

’8 “My lose ' my lose '—so late by 1 ignt 
I ssaked, I wept for thee — 

Much have I borne since daw n of mom , 

Where, W ilhani couldst thou be ? ” 

29 ” We saddle late — fiom Hungary 
I rode since darkness fell , 

And to its bourne sie both leturn 
Before the malm-bell ” 

30 “ O rest this night as itl ui my arms, 

And w arm thee m their fold 1 
Chill liossls through haw thorn-bush the \snva »— 
deadly cold ” 
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43 Ceased clang and song , down sunk tlie bier , 

The shrouded corpse arose 
And, hurry, hurry 1 all the tram 
1 he thundering steed pursues 

44 And, forward ' forward ' on they go , 

High snoits the shaming steed , 

Thiele pants the rider’s labouring breath, 

As headlong on they speed 

45 “ 0 William, why this savage haste? 

And where thy bridal bed?” 

« 'Tis distant far ” “ Still short and stern ?” 

“’Tis narrow', trustless maid ” 

46 “No room for me?" “ Enough for both 

Speed, speed, my Barb, thy course 
O’er thundering bridge, through boiling surge, 
He drove the furious horse 

47 Tramp • tramp 1 along the land they rode ; 

Splash ' splash 1 along the sea , 

The steed is w lght, the spur is bright, 

The flashing pebbles flee 

48 Fled past on right and left how fast 

Each forest, grove, and bower , 

On right and left fled past how fast 
Each city, town, and toaver 

49 “ Dost fear ? dost fear ? — The moon shines clear 

Dost fear to ride avith me ? — • 

Hurrah 1 hurrah ! The dead can ride ■” 

“ O William, let them be 1 

50 “See there, see there ! Wh.at yonder swings 

And creaks ’mid whistling rain ? ” 

“Gibbet and steel, the accursed wheel , 

A murderer in his chain 

51 “ Hollo 1 thou felon follow here 

To bndal bed we nde , 

And thou shalt prance a fetter dance 
Before me and my bride ” 

52 And huriy, hurty ' clash, clash, clash * 

The wasted foim descends , 

And fleet as wind through liazel-bush 
The wild career attends 

53 Tramp < tramp ' along the land they rode, 

Splash 1 splash 1 along the sea , 

Tlie scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 

The flashing pebbles flee 

5 d Dow fled what moonshine faintly showed I 
..Dow fled what darkness hid * 

How fled the earth beneath their feet, 

1 ne heaven above tlicir head 1 
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604 TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATION'S ON 

THE n RE-KING 

“The blessings of the evil Genu, Much an. ci re', ae-a upon bin: 
Renin ) 'lak 

rms billid is written it the rctjne t of Mr I c« >, to he m '-ei-A in I is 
“lile; of Wonder," gubh hed m lfot It i lb. third w i sen- of fur 
lnlhds, on the subject of 1 le-;icmir> Spi-it, Inc start i , blue'er \nv y 
historical for it us recorded, that durmt, the -tru -,1c- of the I itin Hm-dori 
or Jerusalem, nl m„ht lemphr, called S not Alb in, ut'erted 1 to the Si-tacns, 
and defeated the Christiana in many romhats till i e ^ ns fin dl> rcutad and 
slam, m a conflict avith King Baldwin, unde' tl c a alls of Jen Salem. 

Bold knights and fur dames, to my lnrp give an ear, 

Of love, and of war, and of v ondtr to hear , 

And you haply mi) sigh, in the midst of you g’ec, 

At the tale of Count Albert, and fa’r Rorahe 
O see you tint castle, so strong and so high 5 
And see you tint lady, the tear in her eye 5 
And see jou tint palmer, fiom Palestine’s land, 

The shell on hia hit, and the staff in Ins Irnd 5 — 

“Now palmer, gray palmer, O tell unto me 
"What news bring y on home from the Ilo’t Cottntrie? 

And how goes the v arfarc by Galilee’s strand 5 
And how f fare our nobles, the flower of the land 5 ’ 

“ O w ell goes the w arfare In Galilee s w ,a\ c, 

For Gilead, and Nablous, and Kaiinh wc hate, 

And well fare our nobles by Mount Lebanon, 

For the Heathen hate lost, and the Clm-tians hate won 

A rich chain of gold ’mid her ringlets there hung , 

O’er the palmer’s gray lochs the lair chain 1m she flung: 

“ O palmer, gray palmer, this chain be thv fee, 

For the news thou hast brought from the Holy Countne 

“ O palmer, good palmer, by Galilee’s wave, 

O saw je Count Albert, the rc^tle and brut 5 

When the Cxescent \, ent back rnd the Red-cros* rushed on, 

O saw je him foremost on Mount Lebanon?” — 

“O lady, fair lady, the tree green it grows, 

O lady, fair lad), the stream pure xt flows. 

Your castle stands strong, and your hopes soar on lngli 
But ladj, fair lad), all blossoms to die 

‘‘The green boughs they wither, the thunderbolt falls. 

It leares of ) our castle but le\ in-scorched w alls. 

The pure stream runs mudd) , the gay hope is gone, 

Count Albert is prisoner on Mount Lebanon ” — 

O she s ta’en a horse, should be fleet at her speed , 

Awl she s ta’en a sword, should be sharp at her need , 

And she lias ta’en shipping for Palestine’s land, 
to ransom Count Albert fiom Soldanue’s hand 

Imatl hat \ Count on fair Rosalie, 

A SH a°" h “ f mh * or his knighthood, had ho; 

rhe So rtan' 1 r nmS , Cl ¥ ^ heart had won,’ 

The Soldan s fair daughter of Mount Lebanon 
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« Christian brave Christian, my lore wouldsttliou be, 

Se Amt must tbou do ere I helm 'd thee : - 
Our laws and our w orslup on thee shalt Aou take , . 

And this thou shnlt first do for Zulema s sake , 

« And nex t, m the car era where bums evermore 
The mystical flame which the Cuidmans adore, . 

Alone, 1 and m silence, three nights shalt thou wake, 

And this thou shall next do for Zulema s sake 

<< And last, thou shall aid ns w ith counsel and hand , 

To drive the Frank robber from Palestine s land , „ 

F 01 my lord and my lor e Acn Count Albert 1 11 lake 
■\Yhen all Ais is accomplished foi Zulema s sake — * 

lie has thrown by his helmet and cross-handled swotc 
Renouncing his kmghAood, denying Ins Lord , 

He has ta’en the green caftan, and turban put on, , 

For the lor e of Ae maiden of fan Lebanon _ 

" And in Ae dread car era, deep deep under giound, 

Which fifty steel gates and steel poitals surround, 
lie has watched until daybreak, but sight sarv he none, 

Sa\ e the flame burning bright on its altai of stone 

Amazed w as the princess, the Soldan amazed, 

Sore mummied the priests as on Albert Acy gazed 
They searched all his garments, and, nndei lus w eetls, 

They found, and took from lnm, his rosary beads 

Again in the cavern, deep, deep under ground, 

He A.utched the lone night, while Ae wands whistled round; 
Far off w as their murmur, it came not more lugli, 

1 he flame burned unmoved, and nought else did he spy 

Loud murmured the priests, and amazed was the king. 

While many dark spells of their witchcraft they sing, 

Hiey searched Albert’s body, and lo * on his breast 
Was the sign of the Cross, by lus fathei unpiesscd. 

fhe priests they erase it with care and with pain, 

And the recreant letumed to Ae cavern again , * 

Ait, as he descended, a whisper Aeie fell '— ’ \ 

It was his good angel, who bade him farewell* . 

High bristled lus Iran, his heart fluttered and beat 
And he turned lnm fire steps, half resob ed to retreat 
But his heart it w as hardened, his pm pose w as -one ’ ' 

" heu llc bought on the maiden of fair Lebanon ' 

\\m rCe i ?' 1SSCd \ ie aidlv <ay, the tlireshold scarce trod 

gftSWS S3 we ^ ■ 

And, home on the blast, came the dread Fire-King 

Full sore rocked the cavern whene'er he drew mVh ~ 

The fire on the altar blazed bickermg anSh ^ 

In ao came explosions the mountains prodmm - 
liw dreadful approach of the Monarch of Sue 
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Unmeasured in height, undistinguished in form, 

IIis breath it was lightning, hts xoice it was storm , 

I w'ccn the stout heart of Count Albert was fmc, 

When lie saw r m his terrors the Monarch of I* lame 

In Ins hand a broad falchion blue-glimmered through smol e, 
And Mount Lebanon shook as the monarch he spo) c — 
“With this bland slnalt thou conquer, thus long, and nomoie, 
Till thou bend to the Cross, and the Virgin adore ’’ 

1 lie eloud-shrouded arm gn es the w capon , and see 1 
The lecreant lcceivcs the charmed gift on his J nee 
The thunders growl distant, and famt gleam the fires, 

As, borne on his whirlwind, the Phantom iclircs 

Count Albert lias at med lum the Paynirn among 
Though Ins heart it w'as false, yet his arm it was strong; 

And the Red-cross waxed famt, and the Crescent came on, 
From the day lie commanded on Mount Lebanon 

Fiom Lebanon's forests to Galilee’s ware, 

The sands of Samaar drank the blood of the bra\ c ; 

Till the Knights of the Icmple, and Knights of Saint John, 
With Salem’s King Baldwin, against lnm came on 

Tlic war-cymbals clattered, the trumpets replied, 

The lances were couched, and the) closed on each side. 

And horsemen and horses Count Albert o’crtlircw, 

Till he pierced the thick tumult King Baldwin unto 

Against the charmed blade which Count Albert did wield, 
The fence had been a am of the King’s Red cross shield , 

But a Page thrust him forw ard the monarch before, 

And cleft the proud turban the renegade wore 

So fell w as the dmt, that Count Albert stooped low’ 

Bcfoie the ciossed shield, to lus steel saddle-bow , 

And scarce lnd he bent to the Red-cross his head, — 

“ Bonne g> ace, itolrc Dame?' he unwittingly said 


Sore sighed the charmed sw ord, for his a irtue w as o’ 
It sprung from Ins grasp, and was neicr seen more' 
But true men hare said that the lightning’s red win,’’ 
Did waft back the brand to the dread Fne-Kuig 


He clenched his set teeth, and his gaunllcted hand , 
lie stretched, with one buffet, tint Page on the strand, 
As back from the stripling the broken casque lolled, 
a' oil might see the blue cy es, and the nnglets of gold 
Short time had Count Albert in horror to stare 
vJn those death-sw lmnung eyeballs, and blood-clotted hair 
An*i i' 1 } came *-hc Templars, like Ccdron m flood, 
c ycd then long lances m Saracen blood 
he Saracens, Curdmans, and Ishmaelites a icld 
A nii ii, scall °P> tllc saltier, and crosleted shield , , 

Fn? m rnfi S ' C ? w e gor R cd " nh tllc infidel dead, 

Prom BelluanHs fountains to Naphtali’s head. 
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Gob TRAKSIAJ IONS AND lAnTJJ/OXS OP 

St nils llit need, and *nt ff> tlie mr, 

\ ct 110 citi'-c of drod nipt ir\, 

Bii'tlts lugh the n<1cr s bur. 

Struck miui sir ingt my-tenons fe*r. 

Desperate, as hi 1 ! terror 1 ; rue, 

In the •■Iced the ■■pur he hide-.; 

From lnmsclf in vmu he lh< s 
Anxioiw, lcstlcss, on he mlo 

Seven long day-,, and <=c%en long mt kl> 

V dd lie wandered, woe the v hilt * 

Ceaseless tire, and camcle-s fn.ht. 

Urge Ins footsteps ninny a mile 

Dark the seventh sad night de-ctnds , 

Rivers swell, and min str<.a ns pour. 

While the deafening thunder lends 
All the terrors of its roar 

Wear), wet, and spent with tod, 

’Where Ins head shall Tied ..rich 1 fc* 
Where, hut in >on ruined aisle, 

By die lightning’s flash d evened? 

To the portal, dank and low 
Fast his steed the wanderer bound | 

Down a mined staircase slow. 

Next his darkling way lie wound 

Long dreai vaults before him lie ! 

Ghmtncung lights aie seen to glide*!! - 
“ Blessed Mai) , heat in) cry’ 

Deign a sinner’s steps to guide 1 ”— 

Often lost then quivering beam, 

Still the lights move 'low before. 

Till the) rest then ghastly gleam 
Right against an iron door 

T tnmdenng v oices from within, 

Mixed with peals of laughter, rose , 

As they fell, a solemn strain 
Lent its wild and wondrous close 1 

’Midst the dm, he seemed to hear 
Voice of friends, by death remov ed , — 

Well he knew that solemn air, 

’Twas die lay that Alice loved — * 

Ilark ! for now a solemn knell 
Four times on the still night broke 
Four times, at its deadened swell, 

Echoes from the ruins spoke 

■A- s ^e lengthened clangours die, 

Slowly opes the iron door ! 

Straight a banquet met his eye, 

But a funeral’s form it wore 1 
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xoirs TO SMALLER POEMS 

II ill St Oi 1 13 HI -fir- at! P <tj a 
St Onn avns a follower ol St Col-im a -mi w a- buried it I no! mb ill He 
consented to be l.uric t uhie After ntmc in the en*th tnree d~ 1 -- » is dug 
up again, linen he oedured there war no the- Cod ttor <lc il m U e t .uverse 

Atfthr - StTi' ”’:inv-t r ,’fu ,fr — P s'S 
St Filhn, an abba ot Pittenweem i a, ft ncn lus inn c w i"<u> chips ii 

Ht cat te n-t fr-» *< hae I rcr mM,ar 
Ran nd'intn 1 "l ‘ llmi — P 1-7 

In thcseirissi dreadful mr’f ui *e comn tted in Sco'hml Ii Lord Fse-a 
nnd Sir Brrnlitotn lhs> if tn/ircs repented the expennen*, end wr-e 
defeated "u Ancnm Moo- h> Angu , 

Strrr C’< u 1 > /hr /, -<> in aarf tm> rf-'t — P 
I o-d Claud Hamilton second son of the Duke o'' Llr'te'her u!t, end C'~i 
menditorofthenboei of Pit ten, acted i dr- tu uish'd ] ar.dur ngthe t-mblcs 
of Queen Mary’s reign, and remained timUcttly uttacucd to the cause of thit 
unfortunate pnnee s 

Ffj $urs ha- estt s ree V r ci Jt "> r* ev — P 
This baron} , stretching -dong the bulls of the EAe, rear Auchenamnj 
belonged to Lothucllnnugh, in right oflus wife i he run* o r the -nr'' on fro-n 
v. hence she n ns expelled in the brutil runner which occasioned t c- deatn n*e 
s ill to he seen m n hollow glen beside the mer Poptiiir repo** tenants tb-n 
a itn tne resile-- ghost o r the Lad> Ilotln ellha lgb She nl ana -ppears in 
ail itc, and with her child in her arms 

MV/ 1 a-Ko it t 'nt, n y »'~rc l sit rid — P 364 
Hachhnt bent, that is, gun cocl cu The carbine is Mill prettnc' l.a 
Hamilton Palace 


Glcncatr’i nr* s'ou* Prrhrerd *t *rr rip/; — P j 3 t 
The Earl of Glcnc-airn was an adherer of the Recent , nKo George Dai g as, 
of Pari head, a natural tiro he* of the Eari of Mortem 


At f 1 An <ny s tr- >• ej ‘ — P 534 
Lord I indsa>, of tne rij re-, a fere*'* 11s man, who extoned Mary s signature 
to her deed of rcstgna ion 


} rot 1 'hr 1 fa r ran 1 , " Vn. s it: /a il 
Rj ttast ct / ig’t ft ’ -V 3C7 

Lhc barons of Pcnn^cutcL i~ held bs th* ten ire of 1' e proprietor bein'* 
bound to sit on the Hud stanc and ‘0 blow three lda<-t$ of a tmtnpct, a hen t ! e 
1 mg shall hunt on the Borough Mur 

, , , TfA tcfcrpinry'i /aulc'iuu — P 367 

Aitcntndinny, on the Esl e, where the author of the ‘Alan of Feeling ’ xe 
sided 


, T 1 „ „ | r ' e ' ’ Ct hlcl-nllc i rn — — P s6t 

Mekillc Cas le, situa ed 011 1! e Ls! e, gate the title to Lord J 


Mciv He 


tl r . , { *r *h nts Umpy frrP — P sSa 

■the forest of Glenmor. „ haunted In the Lhamdcarg or Red burnt 

tan IS- O’ l <”A Lar^ an family— V xB* 

\Y he*e uic Roniegian iraadcr of Scothnd rcccia ed 1 10 bloods defeats. 


THE END 



